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CHAPTER I^ 

** And gare l)er word«, where oily Flatfry laye 
The pleaaing ooloara of the art of praiae."— Paiihsi.l. 

NOTE FROM MRS. BEAUM01XT TO MISS WAL8INGHAM 

" I AM more grieved than I can express, my dearest 
Miss Walsingham, by a cruel contre-temps, which must 
prevent my indulging myself in the long-promised and 
long-expected pleasure of being at your fete defamiUe 
on Tuesday, to celebrate your dear father's birthdfay. I 
trust, however, to your conciliating goodness, my kind 
young friend, to represent my distress properly to Mr. 
Walsingham. Make him sensible, I conjure you, that 
my heart is with you all, and assure him that this is no 
common apology. Indeed, I never employ such artifices 
with my friends : to them, and to you in particular, my 
dear, I always speak with perfect frankness and candour. 
Amelia, with whom, entre nous, you are more a favourite 
than ever, is so much vexed and mortified by this disap- 
pointment, that I see I shall not be restored to favour 
tiU I can fix a day for going to you : yet when that may 
be, circumstances, which I should not feel myself quite 
justified in mentioning, will not permit me to decide. 

" Kindest regards and affectionate remembrances to 
all your dear circle. Any news of the young captain? 
Any hopes of his return from sea 1 

" Ever, with perfect tnith, 

** my dearest Miss Walsingham's 
" sincere friend, 

*' Eugenia Beaumont. 

*'P.S. Private — read to yourself. 

" To be candid with you, my dear young friend, my 
secret reason for denying myself the pleasure of Tues- 
day's fete is, that I have just heard that there is a shock- 



8 TALES OF FA8HIONABLB LIFK. 

in^ chicken-pox in the viDage near you ; and I confess 
it 18 one of my weaknesses to dread even the bare ra- 
mour of such a thing, on account of my Amelia : but I 
should not wish to have this mentioned in your house, 
because you must be sensible your father would think 
it an idle womanish fear ; and you know how anxious 1 
am for his esteem. 

" Bum this, I beseech you. 

"Upon second thoughts, I* believe it will be best to 
tell the truth, and the whole truth, to your father, if you 
should see that nothing else will do. — In short, I write 
in haste, and must trust now, as ever, entirely to your 
discreticm." 

" Well, my dear," said Mr. Walsingham to his daugh- 
ter, as the young kidy sat at the bre&fast-table lookmg 
over this note, "now long do you mean to sit the picture 
of The Delicate Embarrassment? To relieve you as 
far as in me Hes, let me assure you that I shall not ask 
to see this note of Mrs. Beaumont's, which as usual 
seems to contain some mighty mystery." 

" No great mystery ; only — " 

" Only — some minikin mystery V said Mr. Walsing^ 
ham. " Yes, * JElle est politique pour des choux et des raves, '* 
This charming widow Beaumont is a maruBuvrer* We 
can't well ms^e an English word of it. The species^ 
tiiank Heaven f is not so numerous yet in England as 
to require a generic name. The description, however^ 
has been touched by one of our poets : 

* Julia's a manager ; she's born fbr rule. 
And knows her wiser husband is a fool. 
For her own breakfast she'll project a schtfna, 
Nor take her tea without a stratagem.' 

Even from the time when Mrs. Beaumont was a girl 
of sixteen I remember her manoeuvring to gain a bus- 

^It is to be regretted that a word used in the days of Charles n., and stilt 
iotdllgible in oar times, should hSTe become obsolete ; viz. the feminine for 
itttrigner—on inirigueas. See the Life of Lord-keeper North, whose biognt^ 
ptkDr, in speaJdng of Lord-keeper Bridgeman, says, ** And what was worst of 
•11, his fhmily was no way fit for that place (of cbanc^or), his lady being a 
■KM Tiolent iNTRiGrKss in business.'' 

Had Mr. Walaingham lired in Ireland, even there he might have found in 
die dialect of the lower Irish both a substantive and a verb which would have 
eK pr o aa ed his idea. The editor once described an indiTidual of the Beaumoot 
■ p e cie a to an Irish laboarsr, and asked what he would call such a 
**rd call ber a poUrtzer— I wocdd say ahe was fond of iNdicising.'' 



band, and then manceuTring to manage him, which ahe 
did with triumphant address.'' 

'* What sort of a man was Colonel Beaomont !** 

" An excellent man ; an open-hearted soldier, of tho 
strictest honour and intej^ty." 

'' Then is it not much m Mrs. Beaumont's favour that 
she enjoyed the confidence of such a man, and that he 
left her guardian to his son and daughter V 

'' If he had lived with her long enough to heeome 
acquainted with her real character, what you say, my 
dear, would he unanswerable. But Colonel Beanraom 
died a few years after his marriage, and during those 
few years he was chiefly with his regiment." 

" You wiU, however, allow," said Miss Walsinghanif 
*^ that since his death Mrs. Beaumont has Justified his 
confidence. — ^Has she not been a good guardian and an 
affectionate mother 1" 

'' Why — as a guardian, I think she has allowed her 
son too much liberty, and too much money. 1 have 
heard that young Beaumont has lost a considerate sum 
at Newmarket. I grant you that Mrs. Beaumont is an 
affectionate mother, and I am convinced that she is 
extremely anxious to advance the worldly interests of 
her chiidren ; still I cannot, my dear, agree with you 
that she is a good mother. In the whole course of the 
education of her son and daughter, she has pursued a 
system of artifice. Whatever she wanted them to learn, 
or to do, or to leave undone, some stratagem, sentimental 
or scenic, was employed; somebody was to hint to 
some other body to act upon Amelia to make her do so 
and so. Nothing — ^that is, nothing like truth, ever came 
directly from the mother : there were always whisper- 
ings and mysteries, and * Don't say that before Amelia!' 
and * I would not have this told to Edward,' because it 
might make him like something that she did not wish 
that he should like, and that she had her reasons for not 
letting him know that she did not wish him to like. 
There was always some tnith to be concealed for some 
mighty good purpose ; and things and persons were to be 
represented in false lights, to produce on some particular 
occasion some partial effect. All this succeeded admi- 
rably in detail, and for the management of helpless, 
ignorant, credulous childhood. But mark the conse- 
quences of this system : children grow up, and cannot 
always see, hear, and understand just as their mothers 

A3 
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fdease. They will go into the world ; they will mix 
with others ; their eyes will be opened ; they will see 
through the whole system of artifice by which their 
childhood was so cleverly managed; and then, confi- 
dence in the parent must be destroyed for ever." 

Miss Walsingham acknowledged the truth of what 
Ler father said ; but she observed that this was a com- 
mon error in education, which had the sanction of high 
authority in its favour ; even the eloquent Rousseau, and 
the elegant and ingenious Madame de Genlis. " And it 
is certain," continued Miss Walsingham, "that Mrs. 
Beaumont has not made her children artful ; both Amelia 
and Mr. Beaumont are remarkably open, sincere, hon- 
ouralde characters. Mr. Beaumont, indeed, carries his 
sincerity almost to a fault ; he is too blunt, perhaps, in 
his manner ; and Amelia, though she is of such a timid, 
gentle temper, and so much s3raid of giving pain, has 
always courage enough to speak the truth, even in cir- 
cumstances where it is most difficult. So at least you 
must allow, my dear father, that Mrs. Beaunumt has 
made her children sincere." 

" 1 am sorry, my dear, to seem uncharitable : but I 
must observe, that sometimes the very faults of parents 
produce a tendency to opposite virtues in their children : 
for the children suffer by the consequences of these 
faults, and detecting, despise, and resolve to avoid them. 
As to Amelia and Mr. Beaumont, their acquaintance with 
our family has been no unfavourable circumstance in 
their education. They saw among us the advantages 
of sincerity ; they became attached to you, and to my 
excellent ward Captain Walsingham ; he obtained strong 
power over young Beaumont's mind, and used it to the 
best purposes. Your friendship for Amelia was, I think, 
equally advantageous to her : as you are nearly of the 
same age, you had opportimities of winning her confi- 
dence; and your stronger mind fortified hers, and in- 
spired her timid character with the courage necessary 
to be sincere." 

" Well," persisted Miss Walsingham, " though Mrs. 
Beaumont may have used a little finesse towards her 
children in trifies, yet in matters of consequence I do 
think that she has no interest but theirs ; and her aflfec-. 
tion for them will make her lay aside aU art, when their 
happiness is at stake." 

mr. Walsingham shook his head. — "And do youthen 
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really believe, my dear Marianne, that Mrs. Beaumont 
would consider any thing, for instance, in the marriage 
of her son and daughter, but fortune, and iprhat the wond 
calls connexion and establishments V* 

** Certainly I cannot think that these are Mrs. Beai| • 
mont's first objects ; because we are people but of small 
fortune, and yet she prefers us to many of large estates 
and higher station." 

" You should say, she professes to prefer us," replied 
Mr. Walsingham. " And do you really believe her to 
be sincere ? Now, there is my ward. Captain Walsing- 
ham, for whom she pretends to have such a regard ; do 
you think that Mrs. Beaumont wishes her daughter 
should marry him V 

'' I do, indeed ; but Mrs. Beaumont must speak cau« 
tiously on that subject ; this is prudence, not dissimula- 
tion : for you know that my cousin Walsingham never 
declared his attachment to Miss Beaumont ; on the con- 
trary, he always took the most scrupulous pains to con- 
ceal it from her, because he had not fortune enough to 
marry, and he was too honourable to attempt, or even 
to wish, to engage the affections of one to whom he had 
no prospect of being united." 

" He is a noble fellow !" exclaimed Mr. Walsingham. 
" There is no sacrifice of pleasure or interest he would 
hesitate to make to his duty. For his friends there is no 
exertion, no endurance, no forbearance, of which he 
has not shown himself capable. For his country- 
all I ask from: Heaven for him is, opportunity to serve 
his country. Whether circumstances, whether success 
will ever prove his merits to the world, I cannot fore- 
tell ; but I shall always glory in him as my ward, my 
relation, my friend." 

" Mrs. Beaumont speaks of him just as you do," said 
Miss Walsingham. 

" Speaks, but not thinks," said Mr. Walsingham. 
" No, no ! Captain Walsingham is not the man she de- 
sires for a son-in-law. She wants to marry Amelia to 
Sir John Hunter." 

" To Sir John Hunter !" 

" Yes, to Sir John Hunter, a being without literature, 
without morals, without even youth, to plead in his 
favour. He is nearly forty years old, old enough to be 
Amelia's father ; yet this is the man whom Mrs. Beau- 
mont prefers for the husband of her beloved daughter, 
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because he is heir-presumptive to a great estate, and 
has the chance of a reversionary earMom. — ^And this is 
your modem apod mother." 

" O, no, no r' cried Miss Walsingham, " vou do Mrs. 
Beaumont injustice; I assure you she despises Sir 
John Hunter as much as we do." 

" Yet observe the court she has paid to the whole 
family of the Hunters." 

" Yes, but that has been merely from regard to the 
late Lady Hunter, who was her particular friend." 

" Particular friend ! a vamped-up, sentimental con- 
versation reason." 

**But I assure you," persisted Miss Walsingham, 
" that I know Mrs. Beaumont's mind better than you do, 
father, at least on this subject." 

** You ! a girl of eighteen pretend to know a ma- 
nceuvrer of her age !" 

'* Only let me tell you my reasons. — ^It was but lasl 
week that Mrs. Beaumont told me that she did not 
wish to encourage Sir John Hunter, and that she should 
be perfectly happy if she could see Amelia united to 
such a man as Captain Walsingham." 

*' Such a man as Captain Walsingham ! nicely guarded 
expression !" 

"But you have not heard all yet. — ^Mrs. Beaumont 
anxiously inquired from me whether he had made any 
prize-money, whether there was any chsuice of his re- 
turning soon ; and she added, with particular emphasis, 
'You don't know how much I wish it. You don*t 
know what a favourite he is of mine !' " 

** That last, I will lay any wager," cried Mr. Wal- 
singham, " she said in a whisper, and in a corner." 

" Yes, but she could not do otherwise, for Amelia 
was present. Mrs. Beaumont took me aside." 

" Aside ; ay, ay, but take care, I advise you, of hejr 
asides t and her whisperings, and her comerings,'andher 
innuendoes, and semi-confidences, lest your own happi-. 
ness, my dear, unsuspecting, enthusiastic daughter, 
should be the sacrifice." 

Miss Walsingham now stood perfectly silent, in em- 
barrassed and breathless anxiety. 

" I see," continued her father, " that Mrs. Beaumont, 
for whose mighty genius one intrigue at a time is jiot 
sufficient, wants also to persuade you, my dear, that 
she wishes to have you for a daughter-in-law : and yet 
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all the time she is doing eyeiy thing she can to make 
her son marry that fool Miss Hunter, merely because 
she has two hundred thousand pounds fortune." 

*' There I can assure you that you are mistaken," said 
Miss Walsingham ; " Mrs. Beaumont dreads that her 
son should many Miss Hunter. Mrs. Beaumont thinks 
her as silly as you do, and complained to me of her 
having no taste for literature, or for any thing but dress 
and trifling conversation." 

*^ I wonder, then, that Mrs. Beaumont selects her 
continually for her companion." 

^' She thinks Miss Hunter the most insipid companion 
in the world ; but I dare not tell you, lest you should 
laugh at me again, that M- was for the sake of the late 
Lady Hunter that Mrs. Beaumont was so kind to the 
daughter ; and now Miss Hunter is so fond of her, and 
so grateful, that, as Mrs. Beaumont says, it would be 
cruelty to shake her off." 

" Mighty plausible ! But the truth of aU this, begging 
Mrs. BeaumonVs pardon, I doubt ; I will not caU it a 
falsehood, but I may be permitted to call it a Beaumont, 
Time will show ; and in the mean time, my dear daugh- 
ter, be on your guard against Mrs. Beaumont's art, and 
against your own credulity. The momentary pain I 
give my friends by speaking the plain truth, I have al- 
ways found overbalanced by the pleasure and advantage 
of mutual confidence. Our domestic happiness has 
arisen chiefly from our habits of openness and sincerity. 
Our whole souls are laid open; there is no manage- 
ment, no * intrigue de cabinet,^ no * esprit de la ligue.^ " 

Mr. Walsingham now left the room ; and Miss Wal- 
singham, absorbed in reflections more interesting to her 
than even the defence of Mrs. Beaumont, went out to 
walk. Her father's house was situated in a beautiful 
part of Devonshire, near the seashore, in the neigh- 
bourhood of Plymouth ; and as Miss Walsingham was 
walking on the beach she saw an old fisherman moor- 
ing his boat to the projecting stump of a tree. His 
fi^e was so picturesque that she stopped to sketch it ; 
and as she was drawing, a woman came from the cot- 
tage near the shore to ask the fisherman what luck he 
had had. " A fine turbot," says he, " and a john-doree." 

"Then away with them this minute to Beaumont 
Park," said the woman ; " for here's Madam Beaumont's 
man Martin called in a flustrum while you was away, 
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) 

to say madam must have the nicest of our fish, what* 
somever it might be, and a john-doree, if it could be 
had for love or money, for Tuesday." — Here the wo- 
man, perceiving Miss Walsingham, dropped a courtesy. 
'^Your humble servant, Miss Walsingham," said the 
woman. 

" On Tuesday V said Miss Walsingham : " are you 
sure that Mrs. Beaumont bespoke the fish for Tuesday!" 

" O sartin sure, miss ; for Martin mentioned, more- 
over, what he had heard talk in the servants' hall, that 
there is to be a very petliklar old gentleman, as rich ! as 
rich ! as rich can be ! from foreign parts, and a great 
friend of the colonel that's dead ; and he — ^that is, the 
oXdipettiklar gentleman — is to bo down all the way from 
London to dine at the park on Tuesday, for sartin : so, 
husband, away with the john-doree and the turbot, while 
they be fresh." 

" But why," thought Miss Walsingham, " did not Mrs. 
Beaumont tell us the plain truth, if this is the truth 1" 
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*' Voang Hermes next, a close contriving sod, 
Her brows encircled with his serpent rod ; 
Then plots and ftir excuses fill her brain, 
And views or breakii.g amVoua vows for gain." 

The information which Mrs. Beaumont's man Mar- 
tin had learned from the servants' hall, and had commu- 
nicated to the fisherman's wife, was more correct, and 
had been less amplified, embellished, misunderstood, or 
misrepresented, than is usually found to be the case with 
pieces of news which are so heard and so repeated. It 
was true that Mrs. Beaumont expected to see on Tues- 
day an old gentleman, a Mr. Palmer, who had been a 
friend of her husband's ; he had lately returned from 
Jamaica, where he had made a large fortune. It is true, 
also, that this old gentleman was a little particiUar, but 
not precisely in the sense in which the fisnerman's wife 
understood the phrase ; he was not particularly fond of 
john-dorees and turbots, but he was particularly fond of 
making his fellow-creatures happy; particularly gene 
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rous, particularly open and honest in his nature, abhor* 
ring all artifice himself, and unsuspicious of it in others. 
He was unacquainted with Mrs. Beaumonrs character, 
as he had been for many years in the West Indies, and 
he knew her only from her letters, in which she appeared 
everything that was candid and amiable. His great 
friendship for her deceased husband also inclined him to 
like her. Colonel Beaumont had appointed him one of 
the guardians of his children, but Mr. Palmer, being 
absent from England, had declined to act : he was also 
trustee to Mrs. Beaumont's marriage-settlement, and she 
had represented that it was necessary he should be 
present at the settlement of her family affairs upon her 
son^s coming of age ; an event which was to take place 
in a few days. The urgent representations of Mrs. 
Beaumont, and the anxious desire she expressed to see 
Mr. Palmer, had at last prevailed with the good old gen- 
tleman to journey down to Beaumont Park, though he 
was a valetudinarian, and though he was obliged, he said, 
to return to Jamaica with the West India fleet, which 
was expected to sail in ten days ; so that he announced 
positively that he could stay but a week at Beaumont 
Park with his good friends and relations. 

He was related but distantly to the Beaumonts, and 
he stood in precisely the same degree of relationship 
to the Walsinghams. He had no other relations, and 
his fortune was completely at his own disposal. On 
this fortune our cunning widow had speculated long 
and deeply, though in fact there was no occasion for 
art : it was Mr. Palmer's intention to leave his large 
fortune to the Beaumonts ; or to divide it between the 
Beaumont and Walsingham families ; and had she been 
sincere in her professed desire of a complete union by 
a double marriage between the representatives of the 
families, her favourite object would have been, in either 
case, equally secure. Here was a plain easy road to 
her object ; but it was too direct for Mrs. Beaumont. 
With all her abilities, she could never comprehend the 
axiom that a straight line is the shortest possible line 
between any two points: an axiom equally true in 
morals and in mathematics. No, the serpentine line 
was, in her opinion, not only the most beautiful, but the 
most expeditious, safe, and convenient. 

She had formed a triple scheme of such intricacy, 
that it is necessary distinctly to state the argument of 
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her plot, lest the action should be too complicated easily 
to be developed. 

She had, in the first place, a design of engrrossingf the 
whole of Mr. Palmer^s fortune for her own family ; and 
for this purpose she determined to prevent Mr. Palmer 
from becoming acquainted with his other relations, the 
Walsinghams ; to whom she had always had a secret 
disUke, because they were of remarkably open sin- 
cere characters. As Mr. Palmer proposed to stay but a 
week in the country, this scheme of preventing their 
meeting seemed feasible. 

In the second place, Mrs. Beaumont wished to marry 
her daughter to Sir John Hunter, because Sir John was 
heir-expectant to a large estate, called the Wigram 
estate, and because there was in his family a certain 
reversionary title, the earldom of Puckeridge, which 
would devolve to Sir John after the death of a near 
relation. 

In the third place, Mrs. Beaumont wished to marry 
her own son to Miss Hunter, who was Sir John's sister 
by a second marriage, and above twenty years yoimger 
than he was : this lady was preferred to Miss Walsingham 
for a daughter-in-law, for the reasons which Mr. Walsing- 
ham had given ; because she possessed an independent 
fortune of two hundred thousand pounds, and because 
she was so childish and silly that Mrs. Beaumont thought 
she always could manage her easily, and by this means 
retain power over her son. Miss Hunter was very pretty, 
and Mrs. Beaumont had observed that her son had some- 
times been struck with her beauty sufficiently to give 
hopes that, by proper management, he misht be di- 
verted from his serious, sober preference of Miss Wal- 
singham. 

Mrs. Beaumont foresaw many difficulties in the execu- 
tion of these plans. She knew that Amelia liked Cap- 
tain Walsingham, and that Captain Walsingham waa 
attached to her, though he had never declared his love : 
and she dreaded that Captain Walsingham, who was at 
this time at sea, should return, just while Mr. Palmer 
was with her; because she was well aware that Uie 
captain was a kind of man Mr. Palmer would infinitely 
prefer to Sir John Hunter. Indeed, she had been se- 
cretly informed that Mr. Palmer hated every one who 
had a title ; therefore she could not, while he was with 
her, openly encourage Sir John Hunter in his addresses 
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to Amelia. To conciliate these seemingly incompatible 
schemes, she determined — ^But let our heroine speak 
for herself. 

** My dearest Miss Hwiter," said she, " now we are 
by om-selves, let me open my mind to you ; I have been 
watching for an opportunity these two days, but so hur- 
ried as 1 have been ! — Where's Amelia ?" 

" Out walking, ma'am. She told me vou begged her 
to walk to get rid of her headache ; andf that she might 
look well to-day, as Mr. Palmer is to come. I would 
not go with her, because you whispered to me at 
breakfast that you had something very particular to say 
to me." 

*' But you did not give that as a reason, I hope ! Surely 
you didn't tell Amelia that I had something particular to 
say to you I" 

" O, no, ma'am ; I told her I had something to do 
about my dress — and so I had — ^my new hat to try on." 

*' True, my love ; quite right; for you know I wouldn't 
have her suspect that we had any thing to say to 
each other that we didn't wish her to hear, especially 
as it is about herself." 

''Herself! — O, is it?" said Miss Hunter, in a tone of 
disappointment. 

" And about you too, my darling. Be assured I have 
no daughter I love better, or ever shall. With such a 
son as I have, and such a daughter-in-law as I hope and 
trust I shall have ere long, I shall think myself the most 
fortunate of mothers." 

Silly Miss Hunter's face brightened up again. '' But 
now, my love," continued Mrs. Beaumont, taking her 
hand, leading her to a window, and speaking very low, 
though no one else was in the room, " before we talk 
any more of what is nearest my heart, I must get you 
to write a note for me to your brother, directly, for there 
is a circumstance I forgot — ^thoughtless creature that I 
am ! but indeed, I never can think when I feel much. 
Some people are always so collected and prudent. But 
I have none of that ! — Heigho ! Well, my dear, you 
must supply my deficiencies. You wiU write and tell 
Sir John, that in my agitation when he made his proi)Osal 
for my Amelia, of which I so frankly approved, I omitted 
to warn him, that no hint must be given that I do any 
thing more than permit him to address my daughter 
upon an equal footing with any other gentleman who 
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might addw^ss hor. Stay* my dear ; you don*t uiider« 
stnnd miN 1 8oo. In short, to 'be candid witli you— old 
Mr. Puhuer is cominir to-day* you know. ISow, my 
dear* you must Ih> awart^ that' it Is of th« jpreatost con- 
8oq\u»'nco to tht» interest of my family, of which 1 hopo 
you always consider yourself (for 1 have always consid- 
ennl you) as fonniniif a iwrt, and a ver>* distinguished 
part~l say, my darlinfr, tnat we must consider that it is 
our interest in all thinp^ to please and humour this jit)od 
oldprtMitleman. He will be with us but for a week, you 
know. NVell, the jnnnt is this. I have lH>en intonned 
fh>m umloubted authority, jHH^ple who were about him 
at the time, and knew, ihat the rt^ason he quarrelled 
with that i\ephew of his, who ditni two years ajri>, was 
tlie younjr man's hnviuf; accepted a l)tin)neta)ft^ : and at 
that tinjc old Pahner swore that no sf*ri^ of y*»«i/»/v— 
those wert^ the very wonis — should ever Inherit a s)ul- 
liiVr of his money. Such a ridiculous whim ! lUit these 
London nierchants, wlio nuUce urreat fortmies from 
Uothii\)r, art> apt to have tl\eir littfe eccentricities ; and 
tlien, they have so nujch pride in their own way, 
and so nmch self-will anti n\ercantile downri)fhtnes$ 
in their manners, that thert^'s no munai^inf; them but 
by humourinir tlieir fancies. Tm convineinl, if Mr. 
Palmer susjHH^ted tliat 1 even wishtnl Amelia to marry 
Sir John, he would never leave any of us a farthin^tr, 
and it woidd all .tft> to the Walsin^rhams. So, my dear, 
do YOU explain to your brother, that though 1 have not 
tlie least objection to his coming here while Mr. Palmer 
is Mith us, he nmst noi take umbrage at m\y seeming 
coldness in mv manner. He knows n»y heart, I trust; 
at least, you do, my Albina. And even' if I slundd Ihj 
oblifftnl to receive of to go to see the Walsinghams, which, 
bv-tne«by, I have taken niears to prt^vent ; but if it 
sfundil happeii that they wert> to hear of Palmer's Innng 
with us, and come, and Sir John should meet thenu Jio 
must not be surnristMl or jt^alous at my speaking in the 
highest terms of Ctq^tain Walsingham. This 1 shall be 
obliged to do as a blind befort^ Mr. Palmer, 1 must 
make hin\ In^Ueve that I prefer a commoner for my stui- 
in-law, or we art> all undone with him. You know it is 
my son*s inten^st, and yours, as wtdl as your brtUher*a 
lu^d Amelia^s, that I consider. So explain all this to 
hini, my dear ; you will explain it so much better, and 
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make it so much more palpable to your brother than I 
could." 

*rDear Mrs. Beaumont, how can you think so ? You 
who write so well, and such long letters about every 
thing, and so quick ! But goodness ! I shall never get it 
all into a letter, Vm afraid, and before Mr. Palmer comes, 
and then it will soon be dressing time ! La ! I could say 
it all to John in five minuter : what a pity he is not here 
to-day !" 

" Well, my love, then suppose you were to go to 
him ; as you so prudently remark, things of this sort are 
always so much easier and better said than written. And 
now I look at my watch, I see you cannot have time to 
write a long letter, and to dress. So, 1 believe, though 
I shall grieve to lose you, I must consent to your goins 
for this one day to your brother's. My carriage and 
Williamson shall attend you,'* said Mrs. Beaumont, ring- 
ing the bell to order the carriage ; " but remember, you 
promise me now to come back, positively, to-morrow, 
or next day at farthest, if I should not be able to send 
the carriage again to-morrow. I would not, upon any 
account have you away if it can possibly be helped, 
while Mr. Palmer is here, considering you, as I do— 
[The carriage to the door directly, and Williamson to 
attend Miss Hunter] — considering you, as I do, my 
dearest Albina, quite as my own daughter." 

" O my dearest Mrs. Beaumont, you are so kind !" 
said the poor girl, whom Mrs. Beaumont could always 
thus easily pay with words. 

The carnage came to the door with such prompt 
obedience to Mrs. Beaumont's summons, that oue of a 
more reflecting or calculating nature than Miss Hunter 
might have suspected that it had been ordered to be in 
resdiness to carry her away this morning. 

" Fare ye well, my own Albina ! be sure you dont 
stay long from us," said Mrs. Beaumont, accompanying 
her to the hall-door. " A thousand kind things to every- 
body, and your brother in particular. But, my dear Miss 
Hunter, one word more," said she, following to the 
carriage door, and whispering : " there's another thing 
that I must trust to your management and cleverness ; 
I mentioned that Mr. Palmer was to know nothing of 
the avprolation of Sir John's suit." 
, " yes, yes, ma'am, I understand perfectly." 

»* But stay, my love ; you must understand, too, that it 
is to be quite a secret between ourselves, not to be men^ 
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tioned to my son even ; for yon know he is sadden in 
his temper, and warm, and quite in the Walsingham in- 
terest, ami there's no knowing what might be the conse- 
quence if it were to be let out imprudently, and Sir John 
and Edward both so high-spirited. One can't be too 
cautious, my dear, to prevent mischief between gentle- 
men. So caution your brother to leave it to me to 
break it, and bring things about with Edward and 
Amelia" — [stopping Miss Hunter again as she made a 
second effort to get into the carriage]. — " You compre- 
hend, my dear, that Amelia is not in the secret yet — so 
not a word from your brother to her about my approba- 
tion ! that would ruin all. I trust to his honour ; and 
besides — " drawing the young lady back for the third 
whisper. — ^Bliss Hunter stood suspended with one foot in 
air, and the other on the step ; the coachman, impatient 
to be off, manoeuvred to make his horses resdess, while 
at the same time he cried aloud, <* So ! so ! Prancer— 
stand still, Peacock ; stand still, sir !" 

Miss Hunter jumped down on terra-firma. " Those 
horses frighten me so for you, my dear !" said Mrs. 
Beaumont. ** Martin, stand at their heads. My dear 
child, I wont detain you, for you'U be late. I had only 
to say, that — O ! that I trust impUcitly to yourbrothei^s 
honour ; but, besides this, it will not be amiss for you to 
hint, as you know you can deUcately — delicately, yon 
understand— that it is for his interest to leave me to 
manage every thing. Yet none of this is to be said as 
if from me — pray don't let it come from me. Say it idl 
from yourself. DonH let my name be mentioned at all. 
Don't commit me, you understand ?" 

" Perfectly, perfectly, ma'am : one kiss, dear Mrs. 
Beaumont, and adieu. Is my dressing-box in ? T^ 
him to drive fast, for I hate going slow. Dearest Mrs. 
Beaumont, good-by. I feel as if I were going for an 
age, though it is only for one day." 

"Dear, affectionate girl! I love heart — Good-by— 
Drive fast, as Miss Hunter desires you." 

Our fair poUtician, well satisfied with the understand- 
ing of her confidante, which never comprehended more 
than met the ear, and secure in a charg6 d'aflflEdres, 
whose powers it was never necessary to limit, stood on 
the steps before the house-door, deep in revery, for some 
minutes after the carriage had driven away, till she was 
roused by seeing her son returning from his morning's 
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CHAPTER in. 

* Will yoa hear a Spanish ladjr. 

How ahe woo^d an English man ? 
Ctarmenta gay as rich aa may be, 
Deck'd with Jewela, aha had ob.** 

Thb SrAinaa Last'* Lovk. 
Pcrc^« Rdiquu ^ AnekaU Poetry. 

Mr. Beaumont had just been at a neighbouring farm 
house, where there lived one of Mr. WaMngham's 
tenants ; a man of the name of Birch, a respectable 
farmer, who was originally from Ireland, and whose son 
was at sea with Captain Waisingham. The captain had 
taken young Birch under his particular care, at Mr. Wal- 
singham's request. 

Birch's parents had this day received a letter from 
their son ; which, in the joy and pride of their hearts, 
they showed to Mr. Beaumont, who. was in the habit of 
calling at their house to inquire if they had heaOrd any 
news of their son, or of Captain Waisingham. Mr. 
Beaumont liked to read Birch's letters, because they 
were written with characteristic simpUcity and affec- 
tion, and somewhat in the Irish idiom, which this young 
sailor's English education had not made him entirely 
forget. 

Letter from Birch to his Parents. 

«* B. M. S. PAnbOMade. 

''Honoured Parents, 
"I write this from sea, lat. N. 44. 16— long. W. 9. 45 
— wind N.N.E. — ^to let you know vou will not see me 
so soon as I said in my last, of the 16th. Yesterday, 
P. M. two o'clock, some despatches were brought to my 
good captain by the Pickle sloop, which will to-morrow, 
wind and weather permitting, alter our destination. 
What the nature of them are I cannot impart to you ; 
for it has not transpired beyond the lieutenants; but 
whatever I do under the orders of my good captain, I 
am satisfied and confident all is for the best. For ray 
own share, I long for an opportunity of fighting the 
French, and of showing the captain what is in me, and 
that the pains he has took to make a gentleman, and aa 
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honour to his majesty's service, of me, is not thrown 
aw ay. Had he been my own father, or brother, he could 
not be better, or done more, God willing, I will never 
disgrace his principles, for it would be my ambition to 
be like him in any respect ; and he says if I behave my- 
self as I ought, I shall soon be a lieutenant ; and a lieu- 
tenant in his majesty's navy is as s^ood a gentleman as 
any in England, and has a right (tell my sister Kitty) to 
hand the first woman in London out of her carriage, if 
he pleases, and if she pleases. 

" Now we talk of ladies, and as please God we shall 
soon be in action, and may not have another opportunity 
of writing to you this great while, for there is talk of 
our sailing southward with the fleet to bring the French 
and Spaniards to action, I think it best to send you all 
the news I have in this letter. But pray bid Kate, with 
my love, mind this, that not a word of the following is 
to take wind for her life, on account of my not knowing 
if it might be agreeable, or how it might affect my good 
captain, and others that shall be nameless. You must 

know then that when we were at , where we were 

stationed six weeks and two days, waiting for the winds, 
and one cause or other, we us«i to employ ourselves, I 
and my captain, taking soundings (which I can't more 
particularly explain the nature of to you, especially in a 
letter) ; for he always took me out to attend him in 
preference to any other : and after he had complete his 
soundings, and had no further use for me in that job, I 
asked him leave to go nezur the same place in the evening 
to fish, which my good captain consented to (as he always 
does to what [duty done] can gratify me), provided I was 
in my ship by ten. Now you must know that there are 
convents in this country (which you have often heard 
of, Kitty, no doubt), being damnable places, where young 
Catholic women are shut up unmarried, often it is to be 
reasonably supposed against their wills. And there is a 
convent in one of the suburbs which has a high back 
wall to the garden of it that comes down near the 
strand; and it was under this wall we two used to 
sound, and that afterward I used to be fishing. And one 
evening, when I was not thinking of any such thing, 
there comes over the wall a huge nosegay of flowers, 
with a stone in it, that made me jmnp. And this for 
three evenings running the same way, about the same 
hour ; till at last one evening as I was looking up at the 
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^all, as I had now learned to do about the time the nose- 
^ys were thrown over, I saw coming down a stone tied 
to a string, and to the stone a letter, the words of which 
I can^t particularly take upon me to recollect, because I 
gave up the paper to my captain, who desired it of me, 
and took no copy ; but the sense was, that in that con- 
vent there was shut up a lady, the daughter of an Eng- 
lish gentleman by a Spanish wife, both her parents being 
dead, and her Spanish relations and father-confessor (or 
Catholic priest of a man), not wishing she should get to 
England, where she might be what she had a right to be 
by birth, at least by her father's side (2l Protestant), shut 
her up since she was a child. And that there was a 
relative of hers in England, who, with a wicked lawyer 
or attorney, had got possession of her estate, and made 
everybody believe she was dead. And so, it being seven 
years and more since she was heard of, she is what is 
callad dead in law, which sort of death however won't sig- 
nify if she appears again. Wherefore, the letter goes on 
to say, she would be particularly glad to make her escape, 
and get over to old England. But she confesses that 
she is neither young nor handsome, and m«ybe never 
may be rich ; therefore, that whoever helps her must do 
it for the sake of doing good and nothing else ; for 
though she would pay all expenses handsomely, she 
could not promise more. And that she knew the danger 
of the undertaking to be great ; greater for them that 
would carry her oflf even than for herself. That she 
knows, however, that British sailors are brave as they 
are generous (this part of the letter was very weU in- 
dited, and went straight to my heart the minute ever 1 
read it) ; and she wished it could be in the power of 
Captain Walsingham to take her under his immediate 
protection, and that she had taken measures so as she 
could escape over the wall of the garden if he would 
have a boat in readiness to carry her to his ship ; and at 
the same hour next evening the stone should be let 
down as usual, and he might fasten his answer to it, 
which would be drawn up in due course. Concluding 
all this with, * That she would not go at all unless Cap- 
tain Walsingham came for her himself (certifying him • 
self to be hunself, I suppose), for she knew him to be a 

gentleman by reputation, and she should be safe under 
is protection, and so would her secret, she was confident 
9i all events.' This was the entire and sum total of the 
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letter. So when I had read to the end, and looked for 
the postscript and all, I found for my pains that the lady 
mistook me for my captain, or would not have written 
or thrown the nosegays. So I took the letter to my 
captain, and what he answered, and how it was settled 
(by signals, I suppose) between them after, it was not 
for me to inquire. Not a word more was said by him to 
me or I to him on the topic, till the very night we were 
to sail for England. It was then that our captain took 
me aside, and he says, *' Birch, will you assist me ? I 
ask this not as your captain, so you are at liberty to do 
as you please. Will you help me to rescue this lady, 
who seems to be unjustly detained, and to carry her 
back safe to her country and her friends V I told him I 
would do that or any thing else he bid me, confident he 
would never ask me to do a wrong thing ; and as to the 
lady, I should be proud to help to carry her off to old 
England and her lawful friends, only I thought ^f I 
might be so bold) it was a pity she was not young nor 
handsome, for his sake. At that he smiled, and only 
said, ' Perhaps it was best for him as it was.' Then he 
settled about the boat, and who were to go, and when. 
It was twelve o'clock striking by the great town clock 
when we were under the wsdls of the convent, as ap- 
pointed. And all was hush and silent as the grave for 
our very lives. For it was a matter of life or death, I 

gromise you, and we all knew as much, and the sailors 
ad a dread of the Inquisition upon them that was be- 
yond all terrible ! So we watched and waited, and 
waited and watched so long, that we thought something 
must have gone wrong, or that all was found out, and 
the captain could not delay the ship's sailing ; and he 
struck his repeater, and it was within a quarter of one, 
and he said, * It is too late ; we must put back.' Just 
then, I, that was watching with the lantern in my hand, 
gave notice, and first there comes down a white bundle, 
fastened to the stone and cord. Then the captain and I 
fixed the ladder of ropes, and down came the lady, as 
well as ever she went up, and not a word but away with, 
her : the captain had her in a trice in our boat, safe and 
snug, and off we put, rowing for the bare life, all silent 
as ever. I think I hear the striking of our oars and the 
plashing of the water this minute, which we would have 
gladly silenced, but could not any way in nature. But 
none heard it, or at least took any notice against us. I 
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csn give ycfa no idea of the tenor which the lady man- 
ifested when the boat stood out to sea, at the slightest 
squall of wind, or the least agitation of the waves ; &t 
besides being naturally cowaidly, as all or most women 
are for the first time at sea, here was a poor soul who 
had been watching, and maybe fasting, and worn out 
mind and body vrith the terror of perfecting her escape 
from the convent, where she had been immured and all 
her life as helpless as a child. So it was wonderful she 
went through it as well as she did, and without scream- 
ing, which shou]4 be an example to Kate and others. 
Glad enough ^en we men were when we reached the 
ship. There was, at that time, a silence on board you 
could have heard a pin drop, all being in perfect readi- 
ness for getting under way, the anchor a-peak, and the 
sails ready for dropping, and officers and sailors waiting 
in the greatest expectation of our boat's return. Our 
boat passed swiftly alongside, snd great beyond belief 
was the astonishment of all at seeing a woman veiled, 
hoisted out, and in, and ushered below, half-fainting. I 
never felt more comfortable in my life than when we 
found her and ourselves safe aboard TAmbuscade. The 
anchor was instantly weighed, all sail made, and the ship 
stood out to sea. To the lady the captain gave up his 
cabin : double sentries were placed, and as the captain 
ordered, every precaution that could shield her charac- 
ter in such suspicious circumstances was enforced with 
the utmost punctilio. I cannot describe, nor can you 
even conceive, Kate, the degree of curiosity shown 
about her ; all striving to get a sight of her when she 
first went down, and most zealous they were to bring 
liglits ; but that would not do, for they could not see her 
for her veil. Yet, through all, we could make out that 
she was a fine figure of a woman at any rate, and some- 
thing more than ordinary, from the air she had with her. 
The next day, when she was sitting on deck, the wind 
by times would blow aside her veil so as to give us 
glimpses of her face ; when, to our surprise, and I am 
sure to the captain's satisfaction, we found she was, be- 
yond all contradiction, young and handsome. And 
moreover, I have reason to believe she has fine jewels 
with her, besides a rinff from her own finger, which, with 
a very pretty action, she put on his, that next day on 
deck, as I noticed, when nobody was minding. So that 
no doubt she is as much richer as she is han£omer than 
Vol. VII.— B 
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she made believe, contrary to the wa3rs of other women, 
which is in her favour and my good captain's ; for from 
ttrhat I can judge, after aU he has done for her, she has 
BO disUke nor objection to him. 

" I have not time to add any thing more, but my love 
to Kitty, and Nancy, and Tom, and Mary, and little 
Bess ; and, honoured parents, wishing you good health, 
as I am in, thank God, at these presents, 

'* I am your dutiful and loving son, 

"John Birch. 

" P.S. I open my letter to tell. you wg are going south- 
ward immediately, all in high spirits, as^here is hopes 
of meeting the French and Spaniards. We have just 
hoisted the nun-lady on board an English packet. God 
send her and this letter safe to England." 

Mr. Beaumont might perhaps have been amused by 
this romantic story, and by the style in wMch it was 
told, if he had not been alarmed by the hint at the con- 
clusion of the letter, that the lady was not indifferent to 
her deliverer. Now Mr. Beaumont earnestly wished 
that his friend Captain Walsingham might become his 
brother-in-law ; and he began to have fears about this 
Spanish lady, with her gratitude, her rings, and the ad- 
vantages of the great interest her misfortunes and help- 
less condition would excite, together with the vast 
temptations to fall in love that might occur during the 
course of a voyage. Had he taken notice of the post- 
script, his mind would have been somewhat reheved. 
On this subject Mr. Beaumont pondered all the way that 
he rode home, and on this subject he was still medi- 
tatmg when he saw his mother standing on the steps, 
where we left her when Miss Hunter's carriage drove 
away 
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CHAPTER IV. 



I ibaU in all my best obey you, madnn." 

Hamlct. 



<( 



Did you meet Miss Hunter, my dear son V* said she. 

^' Yes, ma'am, I just passed the carriage in the avenue : 
fihe is going home, is not she V^ said he, rather in a tone 
of satisfaction. 

'' Ah, poor thing ! yes," said Mrs. Beaumont, in a most 
pathetic tone : " ah, poor thing !" 

*' Why, ma'am, what has happened to her ? What's 
the matter ?" 

*' Matter ? nothing! — ^Did I say that any thing was 
the matter 1 Don't speak so loud," whispered she: 
"your groom heard every word we said ; stay till he is 
out of hearing, and then we can talk." 

" I don't care if all the world hears what I say," cried 
Mr. Beaumont hastily : but, as if suppressing his rising 
indignation, he with a milder look and tone added, "I 
cannot conceive, my dear mother, why you are always 
so afraid of being overheard." 

'^ Servants, my dear, make such mischief, you know, 
by misunderstanding and misrepresenting every thing 
they hear ; and they repeat things so oddly, and raisa 
such strange reports '." 

"True — ^very true indeed, ma'am," said Mr. Beau- 
mont. " You are quite right, and I beg pardon for being 
so hasty — ^I wish you could teach me a little of your 
patience and prudence." 

" Prudence ! ah ! my dear Edward, 'tis only time and 
sad experience of the world can teach that to people of 
our open tempers. I was at your age ten times more 
imprudent and unsuspicious than you are." 

" Were you, ma'am 1 — But I don't think I am unsos* 
picious. 1 was when I was a boy — ^I wish we could 
continue children always in some tninigs. I hate suspi* 
cion in anybody — ^but more than in any one else I hate 
it in myself. And yet — " 

Mr. Beaumont hesitated, and his mother isstantiy 

B3 
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went on with a fluent panegyric upon^the hereditary 
unsuspiciousness of his temper. 

" But, madam, were you not saying something to me 
about Miss Hunter 1" 

" Was 1 1 — O, I was merely going to say that I was 
sorry you did not know she was going this morning, 
that you might have taken leave of her, poor thing !*' 

" Take leave of her ! ma'am : I bowed to her, and 
wished her a good morning, when I met her just now, 
and she told me she was only going to the hall for a 
day. Surely no greater leave-taking was requisite, 
when I am to see the lady again to-morrow, I presume." 

" That is not quite so certain as she thinks, poor soul ! 
I told her I would send for her again to-morrow, just to 
keep up her spirits at leaving me. Walk this way, Ed- 
ward, under the shade of the trees, for I am dead with 
the heat ; and you, too, look so hot ! I say I am not so 
sure that it would be prudent to have her here so much, 
especially while Mr. Palmer is with us, you know — " 
Mrs. Beaumont paused, as if waiting for an assent, or a 
dissent, or a leading hint how to proceed : but her son 
persisting in perverse silence, she was forced to repeat, 
" You know, Edward, my dear, you know V 

" I don't know, indeed, ma'am." 

" You don't know !" 

* Faith, not I, ma'am. I don't know, for the soul of 
me, what Mr. Palmer's coming has to do with Miss 
Hunter's going. There's room enough in the house, I 
suppose, for each of them, and all of us to play owe 
parts. As to the jest, the young lady's coming or going 
IS quite a matter of indiflerence to me, except, of course, 
as far as politeness and hospitality go. But all that I 
leave to you, who do the honours for me so well." 

Mrs. Beaumont's ideas were utterly thrown out of 
their order by this speech, no part of which was ex- 
actly What she wished or expected : not that any of the 
sentiments it contained or suggested were new to her, 
but she was not prepared to meet them thus clothed in 
distinct words, and io such a compact form. She had 
drawn up her forces for battle in an order which this un- 
6xpectemy*decisive movement of the enemy discomfited ; 
«nd a less able tactidan might have been, in these cir- 
eiimstance8,not only embarrassed, but utterly defeated: 
yet, however unprepared for this sadden shock, with 
admirable generalship our female Hannibal, falling btick 
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^ the centre, admitted him to adTanoe impetuous aiMt 
triumphant, till she had him completely surrounded. 

" My being of age in a few days," continued Mr. 
Beaumont, " will not make any difference, surely , I 
depend upon it, that you will always invite whomever 
you like to this house, of which I hope, my dear 
mother, you will always do me the favour to be the 
mistress — till I marry, at least. For my wife's feeU 
ings," added he, smiling, " I can't engage, before I have 
her." 

*^ And before we know who she is to be," said Mrs. 
fieaumont, carelessly. ** Time enough, as you say, to 
think of that. Besides, there are few women in ths 
world, I know scarcely one, with whom, in the relation 
of mother and daughter-in-law, I should wish to live. 
But wherever I hve, my dear son, as long as I have a 
house, I hope you will always do me the justice and 
the pleasure to consider yourself as its master. Heaven 
knows I shall never give any other man a right to dispute 
with you the sovereignty of my castle, or my cottage, 
whichever it may be. As to the rest," pursued Mrs* 
Beaumont, " you cannot marry against my wishes, my 
dear Edward; for your wishes on this, as •on all other 
subjects, will ever govern mine." 

Her son kissed her hand with warm gratitude. 

" You will not, I hope, think that I seek to prolong 
my regency, or to assume undue power or influence in 
affairs," continued Mrs. Beaumont, " if I hint to you 
in general terras what I think may contribute to your 
happiness. You must afterward decide for yourself; 
and are now, as you have ever been, master, to do as 
you please." 

" Too much — ^too much. I have had too much lib- 
erty, and have too little acqmred the habit of command- 
ing my will and my passions } y my reason. Of this I 
am sensible. My excellent friend Captain Walsing- 
ham told me, some years ago, that this was the famt 
of my character, and he charged me to watch over my- 
self; and so I have; but not so strictly, I fear, as if he 
had watched along with me. — Well, ma'am, you were 
going to give me some advice ; I am all attention." 

" My dear a m. Captain Walsingham showed his judg- 
ment more, p rhaps, in pointing out causes than effects. 
The weaknei <) of a fond mother, I am sensible, did in- 
dulge you in childhood, and, perhaps, more im^midenl]^ 
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in youth, with an unlimited liberty to Judge and act for 
yourself. Your mother's system of education came, 
alas! more from her heart than her head. Captain 
Walsinffham himself cannot be more sensible or ray 
errors than I am/' 

" Captain Walsingham, believe me, mother, never 
mentioned this in reproach to you. He is not a man to 
teach a son to see his mother's errors — if she had any. 
He always spoke of you with the greatest respect. 
And since I must, at my own expense, do him justice, it 
was, I well remember, upon some occasion where I 
spoke too hastily, and insisted upon mv will in opposi- 
tion to yours, madam, that Captain Walsin^am took 
me aside, and represented to me the fauH into which 
viff want of command over myself had betrayed me. 
Tliis he did so forcibly, that I have never from that hour 
U this (I flatter m3^8elf) on any material occasion, for- 

Sotten the impression he made on my mind. But, ma- 
am, I interrupt you : you were going to give me your 
advice about — " 

" No, no— no advice — no advice ; you are, in my opin- 
ion, fully adequate to the direction of your own con- 
duct. I was merely going to suggest, that, since you 
have not been accustomed to control from a mother, 
and since you have, thank Heaven ! a high spirit, that 
would sooner break than bend, it must be essential to 
vour happiness to have a wife of a compliant, gentle 
iemper ; not fond of disputing the right, or attached to 
her own opinions ; not one who woukl be tenacious of 
rule, and unseasonably inflexible.'* 

" Unseasonably inflexible ! Undoubtedly, ma'am. Yet 
1 should despise a mean-spirited wife." 

** I am sure yon would. But compliance that proceeds 
from aflection, you know, can never deserve to he called 
mean-spirited — nor would it so appear to you. I am 
persuaaed that there is a degree of fondness, of affec- 
tion, enthusiastic affection,, which disposes the temper 
always to a certain softness and yieldingness, which, I 
conceive, would be peculiariy attractive to you, and 
essential to your happiness : in short, I know your tem 
per could not bear contradiction." 

** O, indeed, ma'am, you are quite mistaken." 

*' Quite mistaken ! and at the very moment he reddens 
with anger, because I contradict, even in the softest, 
gentlest manner in my power^ his opinion of hiEwettr* 
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** You don^t understand me, indeed, you donH under 
stand me,*' said Mr. Beaumont, beating with his whip 
the leaves of a bush which was near him. *' Kither 
you don't understand me, or I don't understand you. I 
am much more able to bear contradiction than you think 
I am, provided it be direct. But I do not love— what 1 
am doing at this instant," added he, smiling — ** I don't 
love beating about the bush." 

" Look there now ! — Strange creatures you men are ! 
So like he looks to his poor lather, who used to Ufll me 
that he loved to be contradicted, and yet who would not, 
I am sure, have lived three days with any woman who 
had ventured to contradict him directly. Whatever 
influence I obtained in his heart, and whatever ha[)pinets 
we enjoyed in our union, I attribute to my trusting to 
my observations on his character rather than to his 0¥m 
account of himself. Therefore I may be permitted to 
claim some judgment of what would suit your hereditary 
temper." 

" Certainly, ma'am, certainly. But to come to the 
point at once, may I ask this plain question — Do yotu 
oy these reflections, mean to allude to anv particular 
persons 1 Is there any woman in the worla you at this 
instant would wish me to marry ?" 

*» Yes — Miss Walsingham." 

Mr. Beaumont started with joyful surprise, when his 
mother thus immediately pronounced the very name he 
wished to hear. 

*< You surprise and delight me, my dear mother !" 

" Surprise ! — How can that be 1 — Surely you must 
*kno\<^my high opinion of Miss Walsingham. But — " 

" But— you added but—-'" 

" There is no woman who may not be taxed with a 
^ut — ^yet it is not for her friend to lower her merit. My 
only objection to her is — I shall infallibly affront you 
if I name it." 

" Name it ! name it ! You will not aflfVont me." 

" My only objection to her then is, her superiority. 
She is so superior, that, forgive me, I don't know any 
man, yourself not excepted, who is at all her equal." 

" I think precisely as you do, and rejoice." 

" Rejoice ! why there I cannot sympathize with yon. 
I own, as a mother, I should feel a little — a little mor- 
tified to see my son not the superior; and when the 
comparison is to be daily and hourly made, and to laal 
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for life, and all the world to see it as w^ as myself. I 
own I have a mother's vanity. I should wish to see my 
son always what he has hitherto been — the superior 
and master in his own house.'' 

Mr. Beaumont made no reply to these insinuations, 
but walked on in silence ; ana his mother, unable to 
determine precisely whether the vexation apparent in 
his countenance proceeded from disapprobation of her 
observations, or from their working the effect she de- 
sired upon his pride, warily waited till he should betray 
some decisive symptom of his feelings. But she waited 
in vain — ^he was resolved not to speak. 

" There is not a woman upon earth I should wish so 
much to have as a daughter-m-law, a companioxi, and a 
friend as Miss Walsingham. You must be convinced,*' 
resumed Mrs. Beaumont, '^ so far as I am concerned, it 
is the xnost desirable thing in the world. But I should 
think it my duty to put my own feelings and wishes out 
of the question, and to make myself prefer whoever^ 
all things considered, my judgment tells me would make 
you the happiest." 

" And whom would your judgment prefer, madam ?" 

"Why — I am not at liberty to tell — unless I could 
explain all my reasons. Indeed, I know not what to 
say." 

" Dear madam, explain all your reasons, or we shall 
never understand one another, and never come to an end 
of these half-explanations." 

Here they were interrupted by seeing Mr. Twigg, a 
courtly clergyman, coming towards them. Beaiunont 
was obliged to endure his tiresome flattery upon the' 
beauties of Beaumont Park, and upon the judicious im- 
provements that were making, had been made, and 
would, no doubt, be very soon made. Mrs. Beaumont, 
at last, relieved his or her own impatience by commis- 
sioning Mr. Twigg to walk round the improvements 
by himself. By mmself she insisted it should be, that 
she might have his unbiased judgment upon the two 
lines wfuch had been marked for the new belt or screen ; 
and he was also to decide whether they should call it a 
belt or a screen. — Honoured with tiiis commission, he 
struck off into the walk to which Mrs. E^amnont pointed, 
and be^m his solitary progress. 

Mr. Beaumont then urged his mother to go on with 
her expianatioiu Mrs. Beaomont thought that she conki 
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that subject on which perhups it is most easily flattered; 
therefore, after sufficient deucacy of circnmlocutioD, sh* 
informed her son that there was a young lady who was 
actually dying for love of him ; whose extreme fondness 
would msKe her lire but in him ; and who, besides having 
a natural ductility of character and softness of temper, 
was perfectly free from any formidable superiority of 
intellect, and had the most exalted opinion of his csp9r 
city, as well as of his character and accomplishments ; 
in short, such an enthusiastic adoration as would induce 
t^.at belief in the infallibility of a husband which must 
secure to him the fullest enjoyment of domestic peace, 
power, and pre-eminence. 

Mi. Beaumont seemed less moved than his mother 
had calculated that the vanity of man must be by such 
a declaration-— discovery it could not be called. *' If I 
am to take all this seriously, madam," replied he, laugh* 
ing, '* and if, au pied de la leitre, my vanity is to believe 
that this damsel is dying for love, yet still I have so 
little chivaliy in my nature, that I cannot understand 
how it would add to my happiness to sacrifice myself 
to save her life. That I am well suited to her, I am 
as willing as vanity can make me to believe ; but how is 
it to be proved that the lady is suited to me." 

" My dear, tiiese things do not admit of logical proof." 

'' Wellr— moral, sentimental, or any kind of proof you 
please." 

" Have you no pity 1 and is not pity akin to love V 

" Akin ! O yes, ma^am, it is akin ; but for that very 
reason it may not be-a friend — ^relations, you know, ia 
these days, are as often enemies as friends." 

"Vile pun! far-fetched quibble! — provoking boy! — 
But I see you are not in a humour to be serious, so I 
will take another timcao talk to youof this affair." 

" Now or never, ma'am, for mercy's sake !" 

" Mercy's sake ! you who show none. Ah ! this is the 
way with you men ; all this is play to you, but death to us." 

" Death ! dear ma'am ; ladies, you know as well as I 
do, don't die of love these days — ^you would not make 
a fool of your son V 

" I cowl not ; nor could any other woman— ^that is 
clear : but among us, I am afraid we have, undesignedly 
indeed, but irremediaMy, made a fool of this poor con- 
fiding girl." 

B3 
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** But, ma*am, in whom did die confidel not in me, 
ru swear. I have nothing to reproach myself with, 
thank God! — My conscience is clear; I hare heen as 
imgallant as possible. I have been as cruel as my nature 
would permit. 1 am sure no one can charge me with 
ffiying false promises — I scarcely speak — nor folse hopes, 
K>r I scarcely look at the young lady." 

*^ So, then, you know who tta^ young lady in question 
isr 

" Peihaps I ought not to pretend to know." 

^ That would be useless affectation, alas f for I fear 
many know, and have seen, and heard much more tlu&i 
you liave— or I either." 

Here Mrs. Beaumont obeenred that her son's colour 
changed, and that he suddenly grew serious : aware that 
she had now touched upon the right chord, she struck 
it again '* with a master's hand and prophet's fire." She 
declarcMd that all the world took it for granted that Miss 
Hunter was to be married to Mr. Beaumont, thai ft was 
talked of everywhere, that she was asked continuaDy by 
her correspondents when the marriage was to take place : 
in confirmation of which assertion she produced bun- 
dles of letters from her pockets, from Mrs. and Miss, 
and from lady this, and lady that. 

" Nay," continued she, " if it were confined even te 
the circle of one's private friends and acquaintance I 
should not so much mind it ; for one might contradict, 
and have it contradicted, and one might send the poor 
thing away to some watering-place, and the report might 
die away, as reports do— sometimes. But all that sort 
of thing it is too late to think of now — ^for the thing is 
public ! quite public ! got into the newspapers 1 Here's 
a paragraph I cut out this very morning from my paper, 
lest the poor girl should see it. The other day, 1 believe 
you saw it yoursj^ there was ^smethmg of the same 
sort. ' We hear that as soon as he comes of age, Mr. 
Beaiunont, of Beaumont Park, is to lead to the altar of 
Hjnfnen Miss Hunter, sister to Sir John Hunter of I>ev«- 
onshire.' Well, — after you left the room, Albina took 
up the paper you had been reading; and when she saw 
this paragraph, I thought she would have dropped. I 
did not know what to do. Whatever I could say, you 
know, would only make it worse. I tried to turn H 
off, and talked of twenty things ; but it would not do— 
no, no, it is too serious for that -. well, though I bAtiei^ 
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she \ra\M rather have put her hand in the fire, she had 
the courage to speak to me about it herself.'* 

" And what did she say, ma'am V inquired Mr. Beau- 
mont, eagerly. 

" Poor simple creature ! she had but one idea — that 
you had seen it ! — ^that she would not for the world 
you had read it. What would you think of her — she 
should never be able to meet you again — ^what could 
she do ? It must be contradicted — somebody must con- 
tradict it. Then she worried me to have it contradicted in 
the papers. 1 told her I did not well know how that could 
be done, and urged that it would be much more pnident 
not to fix attention upon the parties by more paragraphs. 
But she was not in a state to think of prudence : — no. 
What would you think was the only idea in her mind 1 
— ^If I would not write, she would write that minute her- 
-self, and sign her name. This and a thousand wild 
things she said, till I was forced to be quite angry, and 
to tell her she must be governed by those who had more 
discretion than herselL Then she was so subdued, so 
ashamed — really my heart bled for her, even while I 
scolded her. But it is quite necessary to be harsh with 
her ; for she has no more foresight, nor art, nor com- 
mand of herself sometimes, than a child of five years 
old. I assure you I was rejoiced to get her away iJefore 
Mr. Palmer came, for a new eye coming into a family 
4sees so much one wouldn't wish to be seen. You know 
it would be terrible to have the poor young creature 
commit and expose herself to a stranger so early in life. 
Indeed, as it is, I am persuaded no one will ever think 
of marrying her, if you do not. In worldly prudence— 
but of that she has not an atom — ^in worldly prudence 
she might do better, or as well, certainly; for her for- 
tune will be very considerable. Sir John means to add 
to it when he gets the Wigram estate ; and the old uncle 
Wigram can't live for ever. But poor Albina, I dare 
swear, does not know what fortune she is to have, nor 
what you have. Love ! love ! idl for love ! — and all .in 
Tain. She is certainly very much to be pitied." 

Longer might Mrs. Beaumont have continued in mono- 
logue, without dancer of interruption from her son, who 
^tood resolved to near the utmost sum of all that she 
should say on the subject. Never interrupting her he 
only filled certain pauses, that seemed expectant of reply, 
with the phrases — " I am very sorry, indeed, ma'am" — 
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and, <* Really, ma'am, it is out of mT power to lualp it** 
But Mrs. Beaumont observed that the latter phrase had 
been omitted as she proceeded — and, '* 1 mn very sorry ^ 
indeedy md'am,^^ he repeated less as words of course, and 
more and more as if they came from the heart. Haying 
eo far successfuUy, as she thought, worked upon her 
40n's good-nature, and seeing her daughter through the 
trees coming towards them, she abruptly exclaimed, 
" Promise me, at all events, dearest Edward, I conjure 
you ; promise me that you will not make proposals any- 
where else J without letting me know of it oerorehand^ — 
and give me time," joining her hands in a supplicating 
attitude, '* give me but a few weeks to prepare my poor 
little Albina for this sad, sad stroke !'' 

*' I promise yon, madam, that I will not directly or 
indirectly make an offer of my hand or heart to any 
woman, without previously letting you kn9w my de- 
termination. And as for a few weeks, more or less— 
my mother, surely, need not supplicate, but simply let 
roe know her wishes — even without her reasons they 
wouM have been sufficient with me. Do I satisfy yott 
now, madam V 

" More than satisfy — ^as you ever do, ever will, my 
dear son." 

*' But you will require no more on this subject 1— I 
must be left master of myself." 

" Indubitably — certainly — ^master of yourself— most 
certainly — of course." 

Mr. Beaumont was going to add something beginning 
with, " It is better, at once, to tell you that 1 can 
never — " But Mrs. Beaumont stopped him with " Hush I 
my dear, hush ! not a word more ; for here is Amelia^ 
and I cannot talk on this subject before her, you know. 
— My beloved Amelia, how languid you look ! I fear 
that, to please me, you have taken too long a walk ; and 
Mr. Palmer won't see you in your best looks, after alL 
What note is that you have in your handl" 

/' A note from Miss Walsingluun, mamma." 

^Oh! thechickenpoK! take care! letters, notes, every 
thing may convey the infection," cried Mrs. Beaumont^ 
snatching the paper. " How could dearest Miss Wai- 
singham be so giddy as to answer mj note, after what 
I said in my postscript ! — How did this note come T" 

" By the httle postboy, mamma ; I met him at tha 
porter's lodge.'^ 
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** But what is all this strange things ^^ said Mrs. B ao- 
mont, after haying read the note twice over. — It con- 
tained a certificate from the parish minister and church- 
wardens, apothecary, and surgeon, bearing witness, one 
and all, that there was no indiridual, man, woman, or 
child, in the parish, or witliin three miles of Walsingham 
House, who was even under any suspicion of having the 
chickenpox. 

'* My father desires me to send Mrs. Beaumont the 
enclosed clean bill cfhealtk, by whi<;h she will find that 
we need be no longer subject to quarantine ; and unless 
some other reasons prevent our having the jdeasure of 
seeing her, we may hope soon that ^e will favour us 
with her long-promised visit. 

" Yours, sincerely, 

" I am delighted," said Mrs. Beaumont, *' to find it was 
a false report, and that we shall not be kept, the Lord 
knows how long, away from the dear Walsinghams." 

*^Then we can go to them to-morrow, can't we, 
mamma ? And I wiB write, and say so, shall I V said 
Amelia. 

'* No need to write, my dear ; if we promise for any 
particular day, and are not able to go, that seems un- 
kind, and is taken ill, you see. And as Mr. Palmer is 
coming, we can't leave him." 

'* But he will go with us surely," said Mr. Beaumont : 
^ the WalBingh£ns are as much his relations as we are ; 
and if he comes two hundred miles to see us, he will 
surely go seven to see them." 

'"True," said Mrs. Beaumont; ''but it is civU and 
kind to leave him to fix his own day, poor old gentle- 
man. After so long a journey we must allow him some 
rest. Consider, he can't go galloping about as you do, 
dear Edward." 

'' But," said Amelia, " as the Waliinghams know he 
is to be in the country, they will of course c(Hne to see 
him immediately." 

" How do thev know he is to be in the country V 

** I thought — ^i took it for granted you told them so, 
mamma, when you wrote alK>ut not going to Walsing- 
ham House on Mr. Walsingham's birthday." 
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"No, my dear ; I was so fuU of the chickenpox, and 
terror about you, I could think of nothing else.** 

" Thank you, dear mother : but now that is out of the 
question, I had best write a line by the return of the 
postboy, to say that Mr. Palmer is to be here to-day, 
and that he stays only one week." 

" Certainly ! love — but let me write about it, for I 
have particular reasons. And, my dear, now we are by 
ourselves, let me caution you not to mention that Mr. 
Palmer can stay but one week : in the first place, it is 
uncivil to him, for we are not sure of it, ana it is like 
driving him away ; and in the next place, there are rea- 
sons I can't explain to you, that know so little of the 
world, my dear Amelia — but, in general, it is always 
foolish to mention things." 

" Always foolish to mention things !" cried Mr. Beau- 
mont, smiling. 

" Of this sort, I mean," said Mrs. Beaumont, a little 
disconcerted. 

" Of what sort ?" persisted her son. 

" Hush ! my dear ; here's the postboy and the ass." 

" Any letters, my good little boy 1 Any letters for 
meV 

*'I has, madam, a many for the house. I does not 
know for who— the bag will tell," said the boy, unstrap- 
ping the bag from his slioulders. 

" Give it to me, then," said Mrs. Beaumont : " I am 
anxious for letters always. " She was pecuharly anxious 
now to open the post-bag to put a stop to a conversation 
which did not please her. While seated on a rustic 
seat under a spreading beech, our heroine, with her ac- 
customed looks of mystery, examined the seals of her 
numerous and important letters, to ascertain whether 
they had been opened at the post-office, or whether 
their folds might have been pervious to any prying eye. 
Her son tore the covers off the newspapers ; and, as he 
unfolded one, Amelia leaned upon his shoulder and 
whispered softly, • Any news of the fleet, brother 1" 

Mrs. Beaumont, than whom Fine-ear himself had not 
quicker auditory nerves, especially for indiscreet whis- 
pers, looked up from her letters and examined, unper- 
ceived, the countenance of AmeUa, who was searching 
with eagerness the columns of the paper. As Mr. 
Beaumont turned over the leaf, Amelia looked up, and 
Beeing her mother's eyes fixed upon her, coloured ; and 



MANonmaifo. 18 

from want of presence of mind to invent any thing 
better to say, aisked if her mother wished to have the 
papers % 

" No," said Mrs. Beaumont, coldly, ** not I, Amelia ; 
I am not such a politician as you are grown." 

Amelia withdrew her attention, or at least her eyes 
from the paper, and had recourse to the beech-tree, the 
beautiful foliage of which she studied with profound 
attention. 

" God bless me ! here's news ! news of the fleet !" 
cried Beaumont, turning suddenly to his sister ; and then 
recollecting himself, to his mother. " Ma'am, they say 
there has l^n a sreat engs^^ement between the French 
and Spaniards and the English — ^particulars not known 
yet : but, they say, ten sail of the French lino are taken, 
and four Spaniards blown up, and six Spanish men-of- 
war disabled, and a treasure-ship taken. Walsingham 
must have been in the engagement — My horse h — 111 
gallop over this minute, and know from the Walsinghams 
if they have seen the papers, and if there's any thing 
more about it in their papers." 

" Gallop ! my dearest Edward," said his mother, stand- 
ing in his path ; " but you don't consider Mr. Palmer — " 

" Damn Mr. Palmer ! L beg your pardon, mother — I 
mean no harm to the old gentleman — friend of my 
father's — great respect for him — I'll be back by dinner- 
time, back ready to receive him — he can't be here till 
six — only five by me, now ! Ma'am, I shall have more 
than time \o dress, too, cool as a cucumber, ready to 
receive the good old fellow." 

" In one short hour, my dear ! — seven miles to Wal- 
singham House, and seven back again, and all the time 
you will waste there, and to dress too— only consider !" 

" I do consider, ma'am ; and have considered every 
thing in the world. My horse will carry me there and 
back in fifty minutes, easily, and fiye to spare, I'll be 
bound. I sha'n't light — so where's the paper t I'm off." 

" Well — order your horse, and leave me the paper, at 
least whUe he is getting ready. Ride by this way, and 
you will find us here — where is this famous paragraph V 

Beaumont drew the paper crumpled from the pocket 

into which he had thrust it— ran off for his horse, and 

quickly returned mounted. " Give me the paper, good 

friends !— I'm off!" 

^ ** A^ay then, my dear, since you will heat yourself 
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for noihingr. But only let me point out to you," said 
she, holding the paper fast while she held it up to him, 
" that this whole report rests on no authority whatever ; 
not a word of it in the gazette ; not a line urom the ad- 
miralty ; no official account ; no bulletin ; no credit given 
to the rumour at Lloyd's; stocks the same. And how 
did the news come ? Not even the news-writer pre- 
tends it came through any the least respectable channeL 
A frigate in latitude the Lord knows what ! saw a fledt 
in a fog — ^might be Spanish — ^might be French — ^might 
be English — spoke another frigate some day» afterward 
who heard firing : well— firing says nothing. But the 
frigate turns this firing into an engagement and a victory ; 
and presently communicates the news to a collier, and 
the collier tells another collier, and so it goes up the 
Thames to some wonder-maker, standing agape for a par- 
agraph to secure a dinner. To the press the news goes, 
lust as our paper is coming out ; and to be sure we shall 
nave a contradiction and an apology in our next." 

'< Well, ma'am ; but I will ask Mr. Walsingham what 
he thinks, and show him the paper.'' 

" Do, if you like it, my dear ; I never control you ; 
but don't overheat yourself for nothing. What can Mr. 
Walsingham, or all the Walsinghams in the world, tell 
more than we can ; suid as to showing him the paper, 
you know he takes the same paper. But don't let me 
detain you. Amelia, who is that coming through the 
gate T Mr. Palmer's servant, I protest !" '^ 

" Well ; it can't be, I see !" said Beaumont, dismounting. 

" Take away your master's horse — quick — quick ! — 
Amelia, my love, to dress t I must have you ready to 
receive your godfather's blessing. Consider, Mr. Palmer 
was your father's earliest friend ; and besides, he is a 
relation, though distant ; and it is always a good and a 
prudent thing to keep up relationships. Many a fine 
estate has come from very distant relations most unex- 
pectedly. And even independently of all relationships^ 
when friendships are properly cultivated, there's no 
knowing to what they may lead; not that I look to any 
thing of that sort here. But before you see Mr. Palmei; 
just as we afe wajjpng home and quite to ourselves, let 
me ffive yoii sora^ leading hints about this old gentle- 
man's character, which I have gathered, no matter how 
for your advantage, my dear children. He is a hu- 
monst, and must not be opposed in any of his oddities h ' 
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he is used to be waited upon and attended to, as all these 
men are who have lived in the West Indies. A bon 
vivant of course. Edward, produce your best wine»— 
the pilau smd currie, and all that, leave to me. I hact 
special notice of his love for a john-doree, and a John- 
doree I have for him. But now I am going to five yoo 
the master-key to his heart. Ijke aU men who have 
made great fortunes, he loves to feel continually the 
importance his wealth confers ; he loves to feel that 
wealth does every thing ; is superior to every thing — to 
birth and titles especially : it is his pride to think him- 
self, though a commoner, far above any man who con- 
descends to take a title. He hates persons of quality ; 
therefore while he is here, not a word in favour of any 
titled person. Forget the whole house of peers — send 
them, all to Coventry — all to Coventry, remember. — ^And 
now you have the key to his heart, go and dress, to be 
ready for him." 

Having thus given her private instructions, and ad- 
vanced her secret plans, Mrs. Beaumont repaired to her 
toilet, well satisfied with her morning's wojiL. 



CHAPTER V. 

" Chi mi fli pin carezze clie non sole ; 
O n^ha tngannato, o ingannar me voole.'' 

*' By St. George, there's nothing like Old England for 
comfort !" cried Mr. Palmer, settling himself in his arm- 
chair in the evening ; *' nothing, after all, in any part of 
the known world, like Old En^and for comfort. Why, 
madam, there's not another^ople in the universe that 
have in any of their languages a name even for comfort. 
The French have been forced to borrow it ; but now 
they have got it, they don't know how to use it, nor 
even how to pronounce it, poor devils ! Well, there's 
nothing like Old England for comfort." 

*' Ah ! nothing like Old England for comfort," echoed 
Mrs. Beaumont in a sentimental tone, though at that 
instant her thoughts were far distant from li^ words ; 
for this declaration of his love for Old England alarmed 
her with the notion that he might change Ms mind aboul 
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returning immediately to Jamaica, and that he might 
take root again and flourish for years to come in his 
pative soil — perhaps in her neighbourhood, to the bane 
of all her favourite projects. What would become of 
her scheme of marrying Amelia to the baronet, and her 
son to the docile Albina 1 What would become of the 
scheme of preventing him from being acquainted with 
the Walsinghams ? For a week it might be practicable 
to keep them asunder by policising, but this could never 
be effected if he were to settle, or even to make any 
long stay, in the country. The Walsinghams would 
be afiironted, and then what would become of their in- 
terest in the county! Her son could not be returned 
without that. And, worse than all the rest, Mr. Palmer 
might take a fancy to see these Walsinghams, who were 
as nearly related to him as the Beaumonts ; and seeing, 
he might prefer, and preferring, he might possibly leave 
half, nay, perhaps the whole, of his large fortune to them, 
— and thus all her hopes and projects might at once be 
trustrated. Little aware of the long and perplexing 
trains of ideas which his honest ejaculation in favour of 
his native coimtry had raised, Mr. Palmer went on with 
his own comfortable thoughts. 

" And of all the comforts our native land affords, I 
know of none so grateful to the heart," continued he, 
" as good friends, which are to be found nowhere else 
in such perfection. A man at my time of life misses 
many an old friend on his return to his native country ; 
but then he sees them still in their representatives, and 
loves them again in their children. Mr. Beaumont 
looked at me at that instant so hke his father — ^he is the 
image of what my friend was when I first knew him.*^ 

'* I am rejoiced you see the likeness," said Mrs. Beau- 
mont. " AmeUa, my dear, pour out the coffee." 

" And Miss Beaumont, tab, has just his expression of 
countenance, which surjnisefi me more, in her delicate 
features. Upon my word, I have reason to be proud of 
my god-daughter, as far as appearances go ; and with 
EngUshwomen appearances, fair as they may be, seldom 
are even so good as the truth. There^s her father's 
smile agaii>for me — young lady, if that smile deceives, 
^ere^s no truth in woman." 

*' Do not you find our coffee here very bad, compared 
with what you ha^e been used to abroad 1" said Mis 
Beaunont 
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**4 do rejoice to find myself here quiet in the country/' 
continued Mr. Palmer, ^vithout hearing the ladv^s ques 
tion ; ** nothing, after all, like a good old English family« 
where' every thing speaks plenty and hospita&ty, without 
waste or ostentation ; and where you are received with 
a hearty welcome, without compliments ; and let do just 
as you please, without form, and without being perse- 
cuted by politeness." 

This was the image of an English country family im- 
pressed early upon the good old gentleman^s imagina- 
tion, which had remained there fresh and unchanged 
since the days of his youth ; and he now took it for 
granted that he should see it realized in the family of hi» 
late friend. 

*^ I was afraid," resumed Mrs. Beaumont, *^ that after 
being so long accustomed to a West Indian life, you 
would find many things unpleasant to your feelings here. 
But you are so kind, so accommodating. Is it really 
possible that you have not, since your return to England, 
experienced any uncomfortable sensations, suffer^ any 
serious injury to your health, my dear sir, from the 
damps and chills of our climate 1" 

" Why, now 1 think of it, I have — I have a cough,'* 
said Mr. Palmer, coughing. 

Mrs. Beaumont officiously shut the window. 

" I do acknowledge that England is not quite so supe- 
rior to all other countries in her climate as in every 
thing else : yet I don't * damn the climate like a lord.' 
At my time of life, a man must expect to be a valetudi- 
narian, and it would be unjust to blame one's native 
climate for that. But a man of seventy-five must live 
where he can, not where he will ; and Dr. Y — ; — tells 
me that I can live nowhere but in the West Indies." 

" O, sir, never mind Dr. Y ," exclaimed young 

Beaumont : " live with us in England. Many English- 
men live to a great age surely, let people say what they 
will of the climate." 

" But, perhaps, brother," interposed Amelia, " those 
who, like Mr. Palmer, have lived much in a warm cli- 
mate, might find a return to a cold country dangerous ; 
and we should consider what is best for him, not merely 
what is most agreeable to ourselves." 

"True, my dearest Amelia," said Mrs. Beaumont; 
" and, to be sure. Dr. Y — — is one of our most skilfdl 
physicians. I could not be so rash or so seUi^ smi to 
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set my private wishes, or my private opinion, in oppo- 
sition to Dr. Y' 's advice ; but surely, my dear sir, you 

wonH let one physician, however eminent, send you 
away from us dh, and banish you again from Eng^land ? 
We have a very clever physician here. Dr. Wheeler, in 
whom I have the greatest confidence. In my own case, 
I confess, I should prefer his judgment to any of the 
London fashionable physicians, who are so fine and sa 
hurried, that they can't take time to study one's particu- 
lar constitution, and hear all one has to say to them. 
Now that is Wheeler's great excellence — ^and I should 
so Uke to hear his opinion. I am sure, if he gives it 
against me, I will not say a word more : if he decides 
for Jamaica, I may be vexed, but I should make it a 
point of conscience to submit, and not to urge my good 
mend to stay in England at his own peril. Happy they 
who can live where they please, and whose fortime 
puts it in their power to purchase any climate, and to 
combine the comforts and luxuries of all countries." 

Nothing more was said upon the subject : Mrs. Beau- 
mont turned the conversation to the different luxuries 
of the West and East Indies. Mr. Palmer, fatigued by 
his journey, retired early to rest, little dreaming that his 
kind hostess waked, while he slept, for the purpose of 
preparing a physician to%give a proper opinion upon his 
case. Mrs. Beaumont left a note to her favourite Dr. 
Wheeler, to be sent very early in the morning. As if 
by accident, the doctor dropped in at breakfast time, 
and Mrs. Beaumont declared that it was the luckiest 
chance imaginable, that he should happen to call just 
when she was wishing to see him. When the question 
in debate was stated to him, he, with becoming gravity 
of countenance and suavity of manner, entered into a 
discussion upon the efiect of hot and cold cUmates upon 
the solids and fluids, and nervous system in general; 
then upon EngUsh constitutions in particular; and, 
lastly, upon idiosyncrasies. 

This last word cost Mr. Palmer half his breakfast ; 
on hearing it he turned down his cup with a profound , 
sigh, and pushed his plate from him ; indications which ' 
did not escape the physician's demure eye. Gaining con- 
fidence from the weakness of the patient. Dr. Wheeler now 
boldly pronounced, that, in his opinion, any gentleman 
who, after having habituated himself long to a hot cli • 
mate, as Jamaica, for instance, shovdd come late in lif^ 
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to reside in a colder climate, as England, for example, 
must run very great hazard indeed— nay, he could 
almost venture to predict, would fall a victim to the 
Budden tension of the lax fibres. 

Though a man of sound good sense in most things, 
Mr. Palmares weakness was, on medical subjects, as 
great as his ignorance ; his superstitious faith in phy- 
sicians was as implicit as either Dr. Wheeler or Mrs* 
Beaumont could desire. 

" Then," said Mr. Palmer, with a sigh still deeper than 
the first — for the first was for himself, and the second 
for his country — ^**then England, Old England '. farewell 
for ever ! All my judges pronounce sentence of trans- 
portation upon me !" 

Mr. Beaumont and Amelia, in eager and persuasive 
tones of remonstrance and expostulation, at once ad- 
dressed the doctor, to obtain a mitigation or suspension 
of his sentence. Dr. Wheeler, albeit unused .to the 
imperative mood, reiterated his dictum. Though little 
accustomed to hold his opinion against the arguments 
or the wishes of the rich and fair, he upon this occasion 
Btood his ground against Miss and Mr. Beaumont won- 
derfnlly well for nearly five mihutes ; till, to his utter 
perplexity and dismay, he saw Mrs. Beaumont appear 
among his assailants. 

" Well, I said I would submit, and not say a word^ if 
Dr. Wheeler was against me," she began ; " but I can- 
not sit by silent : I must protest against this cruel, cruel 
decree, so contrary too to what I hoped and expected 
would be Dr. Wheeler's opinion." 

Poor Dr. Wheeler twinkled and seemed as if he would 
have rubbed his eyes, not sure whether he was awake 
or in a dream. In his perplexity, he apprehended that, 
he had misunderstood Mins. Beaumont's note, and he 
now prepared to make his way round again through the 
solids and the fluids, and the whole nervous system, 
till, by favour of idiosyncrasy, he hoped to get out of 
his difficulty, and to allow Mr. Palmer to remain on 
British ground. Mrs. Beaumont's face, in spite of her 
powers of simulation, lengthened and lengthened, and 
•darkened and darkened, as he proceeded in his recanta- 
tion ; Imt when the exception to the general axiom was 
fairly made out, and a clear permit to remain in England 
granted^ \xy such high medical authority, she forced a 
smile, and joined lewdly in the general congratulations. 
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While her son was triumphing and shaking hands with 
Mr. Palmer, she slipped down stairs after Dr. Wheeler. 

" Ah, doctor ! What have you done ! Ruined me ! 
ruined me! Didn't you read my note! Didn't you 
understand iti — I thought a word to the wise was 
enough." 

" Why ! — ^Then it was as I understood it at first % So 
I thought ; but then I fancied I must be mistaken after- 
ward ; for when I expected support, my dear madam, 
you opposed my opinion in favour of Jamaica more 
warmly than any one, and what was I to think ?" 

" To think ! Oh, my dear doctor, you might have 
guessed that was only a sham opposition." 

" But, my dear ma'am," cried Dr. Wheeler, who, though 
the mildest of men, was now worked up to something 
like indignation, ** my dear ma'am — sham upon sham is 
too much for any man !" 

The doctor went down stairs murmuring. Thus, by 
excess (ff hypocrisy, our heroine disgusted even her 
own adherents, in which she has the honour to resemble 
some of the most wily politicians famous in English 
history. But she was too wise ever to let any one who 
could serve or injure her go discontented out of her 
presence. 

" My dear, good Dr. Wheeler, I never saw you angry 
before. Come, come," cried Mrs. Beaumont, sliding a 
douceur into his hand, " friends must not be vexed for 
trifles ; it was only a mistake de part et d'autre, and 
you'll return here to-morrow, in your way home, and 
breakfast with us ; and now we understand one another. 
And," added she, in a whisper, "we can talk over things, 
and have your cool judgment best, when only you, and 
. I, and Mr. Palmer are present. You comprehend V 

Those who practise many manoeuvres, and carry on 
many intrigues at the same time, have this advantage, 
that if one fails, the success of another compensates 
for the disappointment. However she might have been 
vexed by this slight contre-temps with Dr. Wheeler, Mrs. 
Beaumont had ample compensation of different sorts 
this day ; some due to her own exertions, some owing 
to accident. Her own exertions prevented her dear 
Albina Hunter from returning ; for Mrs. Boaumont never 
sent the promised carriage — only a note of apology — a 
nail had run into one of the coach-horse's feet. To ac- 
cident she owed that the Walsinghams were not at 
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homo when her son ^^oped over to tee them the next 
morning, and to inquire what news from Captain WaJ- 
singham. That day's paper also brought a contradiction 
of the report of the engagement and victory ; so that Mrs. 
Beaumont's apprehensions on this subject were allayed ; 
and she had no doubt that, by proper management, with 
a sufficient number of notes and messages, misunder- 
standings, lame horses, and crossings upon the road, she 
might actually get through the week without letting the 
Walsinghams see Mr. Palmer ; or at least without more 
than a via, or a morning visit, from which no great dan- 
ger could be apprehended. ** Few, indeed, have so much 
character,'' thought she, ** or so much dexterity in show- 
ing it, as to make a ^mgerous impression in the course 
of a formal morning visit." 
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Tri third day went off still more successfully. Dr. 
Wheeler called at breakfast, frightened Mr. Palmer out 
of his senses about his health, and convinced him that 
his life depended upon his immediate return to the cli- 
mate of Jamaica : so this pjoint was decided. 

Mrs. Beaumont, calculating justly that the Walsing- 
hams would return Mr. Beaumont's visit, and come to 
pay their respects to Mr. Palmer this morning, settled, 
as soon as breakfast was over, a plan of operations 
which should keep Mr. Palmer out till dinner-tmie. He 
must see the charming drive which her son had made 
round his improvements; and she must have the plea- 
sure of showmg it to him herself; and she assuredfhim 
that he might trust to her driving. 

• So into Mrs. Beaumont's garden-chair he got^and 
when she had him fairly prisoner, she carried him far 
away from all danger of intruding visiters. It may 
readily be supposed that our heroine made good ose of 
the five or six hours* leisure for manoeuvring which sht 
tiius secured. 
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80 fhink ami cordial wim thlfi iiimt>la-h«iirtail old matit 
«ity oua hut MrM. Jlnmimutit wouia Imvo thouirht Uml 
with him no tnunceuvHtiir w»h nftcttMitry ; thut Aw nood 
onlv to hftvo truNtiid to iiiH (ViondMhip utui KciitaroMltyf 
ttnd hiivd dirortly toid hint hor wiMheM. Hci wtui ho ur«. 
poNMifNM^l in h(^r fHvour, tm \mina tim widuw of hin 
frioiid, thnt \w wnn ulntoMt incii|mlUti of f»uM|mctinir UtiV 
of any unhandMornii iHnuUwi ; IxiMidt^Mi imvutg tnui littJa 
convf^rMii with modurn liulinN, hiM iniuKinutton wuh m$ 
pmpoHNfNMud with tho (dd-fiiMiiionnd ni(!tur« of a rnMpnoi- 
libld widow Judy m\t\ (fnardinn mother, that im tool( it 
for ffrantiMi Mm. Jhmnniont waa juat liltd onu of tho 

food mfitrona of former tim^a, likii l^ady Ihmntiful, or 
ttu\y Li/ard; and, aa auoh, ho apoka to hitr of hor 
fannly cioncfirim, in ail tim o\mmumti of a heart which 
knciw no ixxiiU^. 

** Now, my ffooci Miatnma JUtatunont, you muMt iook 
upon mo JuNt hn my fritmd thn ooiomii woul(i imvn dono ; 
aa a nutn wiio haN your famiiy int^rMata at Intiirt jtmt aa 
mu<!li aa if J >v«r<i ono of ycmrxoivtm. And Ud mo into 
all vour littid utt'mrn^ and truat mn witii all ytmr litthi plana, 
and idt ua talk ov<tr thintfM toc(othor, and a<Htiii iitiw nvfiry 
thiuK (7fm bo dono for tiio noat for tho youni/ pnopld. 
You know, i Itavi) no ndationa in tim world tnii your 
fandly and tlio WalMinirlnnnM, of wiiom, liy tlnvby, I 
know nothing. No ono living haa any olaini upon mn : 
f cun Icavo or (fivo my own JuMt aa 1 plr*aM(i ; utui you 
and youra aro, of rourMn. my flrat ohJoota--aiMi /or tim 
how, and tho wtiut, and tho wh«<n, J muMt c^onauit you ; 
and only \mg you to koitp it in miiai titat I would aa 
NOon fi^ift! at bfti^itath^ and rathor ; for aa to wiutt a nnui 
laavtia to \\\h (r\t%\\i\n^ iio can only liavo tim aattafaction 
of thinkinf( that timy will bo tito bottor for him aftur ho 
ia doail and ffoim, wiijr*h Im Intt cold comfort ; Init what 
ho givoa ho iuia t)m warm comfort of afioina: tiiom »tUoy 
whfli? ho ia aliv« with thimi." 

'* Huoii a ((onurouM aontimont T* oxoiaimo<l Mra. Doau- 
mont, ** and ao unliko p<*raona in tfonoral who have iarifo 
fortunoM at tlnur diM(>oaal ( i fool ao much obJiKod, ao 
wril^aaivoly — ** 

** Not at all, not at all, not at all— no mora <»f that, no 
mora of that, my ^ood lady. Tha ooloiud and I woro 
IHamla ; ao tnara can hh tio obligation batwoan tia, nor 
ihanka, tun Moeeohaa . Hut, Itiat aa ii ytm wara t«iklnK 
to youraalf, tall mo your mfml. And if thoro aro any 



littie embanraasmeato that the son may want to dear off 
on coming of age; <^ if there's any thing wanting to 
yo«r jointure, my dear madam ; or if there dtould be any 
marriages in the wind, where a few thousands, more or 
less, might be the making or the breaking of a heart }— 
let me hear about it all : and tio me the justice to let me 
have the pleasure of making the young u>lks, and the old 
folks too, happy their own way ; for I have no notion 
of insisting on all people being happy my way — ^no, no 1 
I've too much English liberty in me for that ; and Fm 
sure, you, my good lady, are as great a foe as I am to all 
family managements and mysteries, where the old don't 
know what the young do, nor the young what the old 
think. No, no— that's aU nonsense and French convent 
work — ^nothing like a good old English family. So, my 
dear Mistress Beaumont, out with it all, and make me 
one of yourselves, free of the family from this minute. 
Here's my hand and heart upon it — ^an old friend may 
presume so far." 

This frankness would have opened ai\y heart except 
Mrs. Beaumont's ; but it is the misfortune of artnil 
people that they cannot believe others to be artless : 
either they think simplicity of character folly, or else 
they suspect that openness is only affected as a bait to 
draw them into snares. Our heroine balanced for a 
moment between these two notions. She could not be- 
lieve Mr. Palmer to be an absolute fool, — no ; his having 
made such a large fortune forbade that thought. Then 
he must have thrown himself thus open merely to try 
her^ and to come at the knowledge of debts and embar- 
rassments, which, if brought to light, would lower his 
opinion of the prudence of the family. 

" My excellent friend, to be candid with you," she 
began, " there is no need of your generosity at present, 
to relieve my son from any embarrassments ; for I know 
that he has no debts whatever. And I am confident he 
will make my jointure every thing, and more than every 
thing I could desire. And as to marriages, my Amelia 
is so young, there's time enough to consider." 

" True, true ; and she does weU to take time to con- 
sider. But though I don't imderstand these matters 
much, she looks mightily like the notion I have of a girl 
that's a little bit in love." 
" In love. ! O my dear sir ! you don't say so— In love 1" 
** Why, I suppose I should not say in lave; there's 
Vol. VII.— C 
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some other way of expressing it come into fashion since 
my time, no doubt. And even then, I know that was 
not to be said of a yoimg lady till signing and sealing 
day ; but it popped out, and I can't get it back again, so 
you must even let it pass. And what harm 1 for you 
Know, madam, without love, what would become of the 
world! — ^though I was jilted once and away, I acknow- 
ledge — ^but forgive and forget. I don't like the girl a 
whit the worse for being a little bit tender-hearted. For 
I'm morally certain, even from the little I have heard 
her say, and from the way she has been brought up, and 
from her being her father's daughter, and her mother's, 
madam, she could not fix her affections on any one that 
would not do honour to her choice, or — ^which is only 
saying the same thing in other words — ^that you and I 
should not approve." 

" Ah ! there's the thing!" said Mrs. Beaumont, sighing. 

" Why now I took it into my head from a blush I saw 
this morning, though how I came to notice it I don't 
know ; for to my recollection I have not noticed a girl's 
blushing before these twenty years — ^but, to be sure, here 
I have as near an interest, almost, as if she was my own 
daughter — I say, from the blush I saw this morning, 
when young Beaumont was talking of the gallop he h£l 
taken to inquire about Captain Walsingham, I took it 
into my head that he was the happy man." 

" O ! my dear sir, he never made any proposals for 
AmeUa." That was strictly true. " Nor, I am sure, 
ever thought of it, as far as ever I heard." 

The saving clause of " as far as ever I heard,^^ pre- 
vented this last assertion from coming under that de- 
scription of falsehoods denominated downright Ues. 

" Indeed, how could he V pursued Mrs. Beaumont, 
" for you know he is no match for Ameha ; he has^ no- 
thing in the world but his commission. No; there 
never was any proposal from that quarter ; and of course 
it is impossible my daughter could think of a mac u-l^^ 
has no thoughts of her." 

" You know best, my good madam ; I mereiy spoke 
at random. I'm the worst guesser in the world, espe- 
cially on these matters : what people tell me I know ; 
and neither more nor less.'' 

Mrs. Beaumont rejoiced in the simpficity of her com- 
panion. " Then, my good friend, it is but fair to tell 
you," said she, " that Amelia has an admirer." 
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*« A lover, hey! WhoV' 

*' Ah, there's the misfortune ; it is a thing I nerer can 
consent to." 

"Hal then now it is out! There's the reason the 
girl blushes, and is so absent at times." 

A plan now occurred to Mrs. Beaumont's scheming 
imagmation, which she thought the masterpiece of 
policy. She determined to account for whatever symp- 
toms of embarrassment Mr. Pahner might observe m 
her daughter, by attributing them to a thwarted attach- 
ment for Sir John Hunter ; and Mrs. Beaumont resolved 
to make a merit to Mr. Palmer of opposing this match, 
because the lovervras a baronet, and she thought that 
Mr. Painter would be pleased by her showing an aver- 
sion to the thoughts of her daughter's marrymg a sprig 
of Quality, This in^emous method of pa3ang her court 
to ner open-hearted friend, at the expense equally of 
truth ana of her daughter, she executed with her usual 
address. 

" Well, I am heartily glad, my dear good madam, to 
iind that you have the same prejudices against sprigs of 
quality that I have. One good commoner is worth a 
million of them, to my mind. So I told a puppy of a 
nephew of mine, who would go and buy a baronetage, 
forsooth — disinherited him ! but he is dead, poor puppy." 

" Poor young man I But this is all new to me,'* said 
Mrs. Beaumont, with weU-feigned surprise. 

" But did not you know, my dear madam, that I had a 
nephew, and that he is dead V 

" O yes ; but not the particulars." 

" No, the particulars I never talk of — not to the poor 
dog's credit. It's well he's dead, for if he had Hved I 
am afraid I should have forgiven him. No, no, I never 
would. But there is no use in thinking any more of that. 
What were we sa5dng? O, about your Amelia — our 
Amelia, let me call her. If she is so much attached, 
poor thing, to this man, though he is a baronet, which I 
own is against him, to my fancy, yet it is to be pre- 
sumed he has good qualities to balance that, since she 
values him ; and young people must be young, and have 
their little fooUsh prepossessions for title, and so forth. 
To be sure, 1 should nave thought my friend's daughter 
above that, of such a good family as she is, and with 
such good sense as she inherits too. But we have all our 
foibles, I suppose. And since it is so with Amelia, why 



13 TALB8 OV FASBI019A9LX JJWE. 

do let me see this baronet-swain of hers, and let me try 
Ifhat ffood 1 can find out in him, and let me bring my- 
self, if I can, over my prejudices. And then you, mv 
dear madam, so good and kind a mother as you are, will 
make an effort too on your part ; for we must see the 
girl happy, if it is not out of all sense and reason. And 
u the man be worthy of her, it is not his fault that he 
is a sprig of quality ; and we must forgive and forget, 
and ffive our consent, my dear Mrs. Beaumont." 

" And would you ever give your consent to her mar- 
rying Sir John Hunter 1" cried Mrs. Beaumont, breath- 
less with amazement, and for a moment thrown off her 
guard so as to speak auite naturally. The sudden differ- 
ence in her tone and manner strudK even her unsus- 
picious companion, and he attributed it to displeasure at 
this last hint. * 

" Why, my very dear good friend^s wife, forgive me," 
said he, ** for this interference, and for, as it seems, op- 
posing your opinion about your daughter's marriage, 
which no man has a right to do — ^but if you ask me 
plump whether I could forgive her for marrying Sir 
John Hunter, I answer, for I can speak nothing but the 
truth, I would, if he is a worthy man." 

'I I thouffht," said Mrs. Beaumont, astonished, ** you 
disinherited your own nephew, because he took a baro- 
net*s title against your will." 

*' Bless you ! no, my dear madam — ^that did displease 
me, to be sure — but that was the least cause of dis- 
pleasure I had. I let the world fancy and say what they 
would, rather than bring faults to light. But no more 
about that." 

*' But did not you take an oath that you would never 
leave a shilling of your fortune to any sprig of quality T* 

" Never ! my dearest madam ! never," cried Mr. 
Palmer, laughing. " Never was such a gander. See 
what oaths people put into one's mouth." 

" And what lies the world tells," said Mrs. Beaumont. 

" And believes," said Mr. Palmer, with a sly smile. 

The surprise that Mrs. Beaumont felt was mixed with 
a strange and rapid confusion of other sentiments, 
regret for having wasted such a quantity of contrivance 
and mancBuvring against an imaginary difficulty. All 
this arose from her too easy belief of secret underhand 
information. 

Through the maze of artifice in which she had in- 



▼olved aflfairs, she now, with some difficulty, perceired 
that plaiQ truth would have served her purpose better. 
But re^et for the past was not in the least mixed with 
any thmg^ like remorse or penitence ; on the contrary, 
she instantly began to consider how she could best 
profit by her own wrong^. She thou^t she saw two of her 
favourite objects almost within her reach, Mr. Pahner^s 
fortune, and the future title for her daugiiter : no obsta- 
cle seemed likely to ojmose the aocomplislmtent of her 
wishes, except Amelia^s own inclinatiolis : these she 
thouffht she could readily prevail upon her to giye up ; 
for she knew that her daughter was both of a timid and 
of an affectionate temper ; that she had never in any 
instance withstood, or even disputed her maternal te- 
thority ; smd that dread of her displeasure had onoD 
proved.gttffioi0«t to make Amelia suppress or sacrifice 
]b«mt^nleeling8. Combining all these reflections with 
her wonted rapidity, Mrs. Beaumont determined wIm^ 
her play rtiould now be. She saw, or thought she saw, 
that she ought, either by gentle or strong means, to lure 
or intimidate Amelia to ner purpose -, and Uiat, while 
she carried on this part of the idot with her daughter m 
}>rivate, she should appear to Mr. Palmer to yieS to his 

KrsuasiOns by degrees, to make the young people 
ppy their own way, and to be persuaded reluctanu^ 
out of her aversion to sprigs ef oualUy, To be sure^ il 
would be necessary to give fresn explanations and in* 
structions to Sir John Hunter, tluK>iigh his sister, with 
the new parts that he and she were to act in this do* 
mestic drama. As soon as Mrs. Beaumont returned 
from her airing, therefore, she retired to her own apart- 
ment and wrote a note of explanation, with a projMr 
proportion of sentiment and verbiage, to her dear Albmai 
begging to see her and Sir John Hunter the very next 
day. The horse which had been lamed by the nail now 
of course had recovered ; and it was found by Mrs. 
Beaumont that she had been misinformed, and that he 
had been lamed only by sudden cramp. Any excuse 
she knew would be sufficient, in the present state of 
affairs, to the young lady, who yns more read^ to be 
deceived than even our heroine was disposed to deceive. 
Indeed, as Machiavel says, " as there are peofde willing 
to cheat, there will always be those who are ready to be 
cheated.** 
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CHAPTER VII. 

« < vooa m Vnehantet, maia Tons in^^poaTum ; 
C« ptogM lA MOt-Us bten i^uttia ? 
Cnlf nes tous point de vous laltMr aurprendrt 
Dans l«a fUeta qua Toa nuUna aavant tandra V 

VOLTAUUt. 

To prepare Amelia to receive Sir John Hunter jfnfp^ 
eriy was Mrs. Beauniont^s next attempt; for as she had 
represented to Mr. Pabner that her daughter was attached 
to Sir Jolm, it was necessary that her manner should in 
some degree accord with this representation, that at 
least it should not exhibit any symptoms of (Ulsapptvbsu 
Hon or disUke ; whatever coldness or reserve might 
appear, it would be easy to attribute to bashfulness and 
^ad of Mr. Palroer^s observation. When Amelia was 
ondressing at ni^ht, her mother went into her room, 
and having dismissed the maid, threw herself into an 
arm-chair, and exclaimed, half-yawning, ** How tired I 
am ! No wonder, such a long airing as we took to-day. 
But, my dear Amelia, I could not sleep to-night without 
telling you how glad I am to find that you are such a 
favourite vrith Mr. Palmer." 

**! am glad he likes me," said Amelia; "I am sure 
I like him. What a benevolent, excellent man he seems 
lobe." 

" Excellent, excellent — ^the best creature in the world ! 
And so interested about you ! and so anxious that you 
should be well and soon established ; almost as anxious 
about it as I am myself." 

•• He is very good, and you are very good, mamma ; 
but there is no occasion that I should be soon established^ 
as it is called ; is there 1" 

" That is the regular answer you know, in these cases, 
flpom every young lady that ever was born, in or out of 
a book within the memory of man. But we will suppose 
an that to be said prettily on your part, and answered 
properly on mine : so give me leave to go on to some- 
thing more to the purpose ; and donH look so aJarmed, 
my love. You know 1 am not a hurrying person ; you 
shall take your own time, and every thing snail be done 
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as you like, and the whole shall be kept among ounelvea 
entirely; for nothing is so disadvantageous and distress- 
ing to a young woman as to have these things talked of 
in the world long before they take place.'* 

"But, ma'am! — Sorely there is no marriage deter- 
mined upon for me, without my even knowing it 1*' 

''Determined upon! — O dear no, my darlmg. You 
shall decide every thing for yourself." 

** Thank you, mother ; now you are kind indeed.'* 

** Indubitably, my dearest Amelia, I would not decide 
on any thing without consulting you: for I have the 
greatest dependence on your prudence and judgment. 
With a silly romantic girl, who had no discretion, 1 
should certainly think it my duty to do otherwise ; and 
if I saw my daughter following headlong some idle fancy 
of fifteen, I should interpose my authority at once, and 
say it must not be. But I know my Amelia so well, 
that I am confident she will Judge as prudently for her- 
self as I could for her ; and, indeed, I am persuaded that 
our opinions will be now, as they almost always are, my 
sweet girl, the same." 

" I hope so. mammo bui — " 

*' Well, well, ril allow a maidenly but — and you will 
allow that Sir John Hunter shall be the man at last." 

" 0, mamma, that can never be," said Amelia, with 
much earnestness. 

" Never — a young lady's never, Amelia, I will allow 
too. Don't interrupt me, my dear — ^but give me leave to 
tell you again, that you shall have your own time — Mr. 
Palmer has given his consent and approbation." 

** Consent and approbation !" cried Amelia. ** And is 
it come to this ? without even consulting me ! And is 
this the way I am left to judge for myseln Oh, mother, 
mother ! what will become of me V 

Amelia, who had long had experience that it was vain 
for her to attempt to coimteract or oppose any scheme 
that her mother had planned, sat down at this instant in 
despair : but even from despair she took counure, and, 
rising suddenly, exclaimed, ^* I never can nor wm marry 
Sir John Hunter, for I love another person; mother, 
you know I do ; and I will speak truth, and abide by it, 
let the consequences be what they may." 

" Well, my dear, don't speak so loud, at all events ; 
for though it may be very proper to speak the truth, it is 
lM)t necessary that the whole universe should hear it 
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V<Nl MpBtk of mao^ber altei^iiiiODt; is it possible Ihsl 
3WW allude to Captain Waiamgham ! AH Captain Wal- 
gingham has never pit^[)osed for yom^ nor eren given 

Cia any reason to thudL he wookl ; or if he has, he most 
¥e deceived me in the grossest manner.** 

** He is incapable of deceiving anybody," said Amdia. 
**Iie never gave me any reason to think he would pro- 
pose for me ; nor ever made the slightest attempt to 
engage my alfections. Yon saw his conduct: it was 
always nmfonn. He is incapable of any dooUe or nn- 
dmrhand practices." 

** In Hfe warmth of your eulocium on Captain 1^* 
singfaam, you seem, Amelia, to rorget that vou reflect, 
in thB most severe manner, upon yomrself : for what 
woman, vi^al young woman especially, who has either 
Mioaey, pride, or prudence, can avow that she loves a 
man* who has never given, even by her own statement 
of ^le mattw, the sl^test reason to believe that he 
thinks of her." 

Amelia stood abashed, and for s<mie instants inciqpable 
of reply i but at last, approaching^hermothM*, and hiding 
her face, as she hung over her shoulder, she said, in a 
low and timid voice, **It was only to my motlier; I 
thought that could not be wrong ; and wlten it was lo 
prevent a greater wrcmg, the ei^faging mjrself to another 
person." 

^ Engaging yourself, my foolish child ! but did I not 
loll yon that you should have your own time !" 

** But no time, mother, will do." 

^ Try, my dear love ; that is all 1 ask of you ; and 
this you cannot, in duty, in kindness, in inrudence, or with 
decency, refuse me." 

« Cannot 1 1" 

*^ Indeed you cannot. So say not a word more that 
can lessen -the high opinion I have of you ; but show 
me that you have a becoming sense of your ovm and 
of female dignity, and that you are not the poor, 
mean-spirited creature to pine for a man who disdains 

yoo.** 

** Disdain^ I never saw any disdain. On the con- 
trary, though he never gave me reasooi to think so, I 
cannot help fancying — ^ 

^ That he likes you. And jret he never proposed foip 
you ! Do not believe it ; a man may coquet as weU as 
n woman, and often more ; but till he makes his i«oposal» 



never, if you have any value liorTOinr own happijiewi or 

dignity, fancy for a moment that ne lovee yoa«^ 

'* But he cannot marry, becauee he ie eo poor,** 

" True ; and if so, what stronger argument can bo 
brought against your thinking of mm V^ 

*' I do not think of him^-I endeavour not to think of 
him." 

''That is my own girl! Depend tmon it, be think* 
not of you. He is all in his profeseion: wttttm it t# 
every woman u|>on earth. I nave heard nim ear bo 
would not give it up for any conaideratioiL Au iBr 
glory, you see ; nothmg for love.'* 

Amelia sighed. Her mother rose, and kissing hor^ 
said, as if she took every thing she wished for granted* 
" So, my Amelia, I am glad to see you reasonaI>le, and 
ready to show a spirit that becomes you ; Sir John Hunter 
breakfasts here to-morrow." 

'* But," said Amelia, detaining her mother, who would 
have left the room, " I cannot encourage 8ir John Hun- 
ter, for I do not esteem him ; therefore I am sure I can 
never love him." 

''You cannot encourage Sir John Hunter, Amelia f^ 
replied Mrs. Beaumont. *' It is extraordinary that this 
should appear to you an impossibility the very mometti 
the gentleman proposes for you. It was not always so. 
Allow me to remind you of a ball last year, where you 
and I met both Sir John Hunter and Captain Walsingham ; 
as I remember, you gave all your attention that evening; 
to Sir John." 

" Oh, mother, I am ashamed of that evening ; I regret 
It more than any evening of my life. I did wrong, verf 
wrong; and bitterly have I suffered for it, as peopra 
always do, sooner or later, by deceit. I was afraid tnat 

?ou should see my real feelings ; and, to conceal them, 
, for the first and last time of my life, acted like a 
coquette. But if you recollect, dear mother, the very 
next day I confessed the truth to you. My friend 
Miss Walsingham urged me to have the courage to be 
sincere." 

"Miss Walsingham! On every occasion 1 And the 

secret influence of these Walsingnams operating in my 

family," cried Mrs. Beaumont, from a sudden impulse of 

anger, which threw her oflf her guard. 

** Surely their influence has always been beneficial to 

C3 
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US afl. To me Miss Walsmgfaam*s friendship has been of 
the greatest service." 

"Yes; by secretly encouraging yon, against your 
mother's approbation, in a ridiculous passion for a man 
who neither can nor will marry you." 

'* Far from encouraging me, madam, in any thing con- 
trary to your wishes, and far from wishing to do any 
thing secretly. Miss Walsingham never spoke to me on 
this sidject but once ; and that was to advise me strongly 
not to conceal the truth from you, and not to make use 
oTany artifices or manoeuvres." 

"Possibly, very possibly; but I presume you could 
conduct yourself properly without Miss Walsingham's 
interference or advice." 

" I thought, mamma, you liked Miss Walsingham par- 
ticularly, and that you wished I should cultivate her 
friendship." 

"Certainly; I admire Miss Walsingham extremely, 
and wish to be on the best terms with the frimily ; but 
I will never permit any one to interfere between me and 
my children. We should have gone on better without 
advisers." 

" I am sure her advice and friendship have preserved 
me frt>m man^ faults, but never led ine into any. I 
might, from timidity, and from fear of your superior 
admress and abilities, have become insincere and artful ; 
but she has given me strength of mind enough to bear 
tlfe present evil, and to dare at all hazards to speak the 
truth." 

" But, my dearest Amelia," said Mrs. Beaumont, soft- 
ening her tone, " why so warm ? What object can your 
mother have but your good t Can any Miss Walsing- 
ham, or any other friend upon ^arth, have your interest 
so much at heart as I have 1 Why am I so anxious, if 
it is not from love to you T' 

Amelia was touched by her mother's looks and words 
of affection, and acknowledged that she had spoken with 
too much warmth. 

Mrs. Beaumont thought she could make advantage of 
this moment. 

" Then, my beloved child, if you are convinced of my 
affection for you, show at least some confidence in me 
in return : show some disposition to oblige me. Here 
is a match I approve ; here is an establishment every 
way suitable." 
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*^ But why, mamma, mutt I be married 1** interrnpted 
Amelia. ** I will not think, at least 1 will try not to 
think, of any one of whom you do not approve ; but 1 
cannot marry any other man while I feel such a par- 
tiality for—. So, dear mother, pray do not let Sir 
John Hunter come here any more on my account. It 
is not necessary that I should marry." 

" It is necessary, however," said Mrs. Beaumont, 
withdrawing her hand haughtily, and darting a look of 
contempt and anger upon her daughter, ** it is necessary, 
however, that I should be mistress in my own house, 
and that I should invite here whomever I please. And 
it is necessary that you should receive them without 
airs, and with politeness. On this, observe, 1 insist, and 
will be obeyed." 

Mrs. Beaumont would receive no reply, but left the 
room seemingly in great displeasure : but even half her 
anger was affected, to intimidate this ^ntle girl. 

Sir John Hunter and his sister amved to breakfast. 
Mrs. Beaumont played her part admirably ; so that she 
seemed to Mr. Palmer only to be enduring Sir John 
from consideration for her daughter, and from compli- 
ance with Mr. Palmer*s own request that she would try 
what could be done to make the young people happy ; 
yet she, with infinite address, drew Sir John out, and 
dexterously turned every thing he said into what she 
thought would please Mr. Palmer, though all the time 
she seemed to oe misimderstanding or confuting him. 
Mr. Palmer's attention, which was generally fixed ex- 
clusively on one object at a time, had ample occupation 
in studying Sir Jolm, whom he examinea, for Amelia's 
sake, with all the honest penetration which he possessed. 
Towards Amelia herself he scarcely ever looked ; for, 
without any refinement of delicacy, he had sufficient 
feeling and sense to avoid what he thought would em- 
barrass a young lady. Amelia's silence and reserve 
appeared to him, therefore, as her politic mother had 
foreseen, just what was natural ana proper. He had 
been told that she was attached to Sir John Hunter; 
and the idea of doubting the truth of what Mrs. Beau- 
mont had asserted could not enter his confiding mind. 

In the mean time, our heroine, to whom the conduct 
of a double intrigue was by no means embarrassing, 
did not neglect the affairs of her dear Albina : she had 
found time before breakfast, as she met Miss Hunter 
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Mtting out of her carriage, to make herself sure that 
Eer notes of explanation had been understood ; and she 
BOW, by a multitude of scarcely perceptible innuendoes, 
and seemingly suppressed looks of piW, contrived to 
carry on the representation she had made to her son of 
this damsel's helpless and lovelorn state. Indeed, the 
young lady appeared as mtfch in love as could have been 
desired for sta^e effect, and rather more than was ne- 
eessary for propriety. All Mrs. Beaumont's .art, there- 
fote, was exerted to throw a veil of becoming delicacy 
0ver what might have been too flaring, by mding half 
to improve the whole. Where there was any want of 
management on the part of her young coactiutrix, she, 
with exquisite skill, made advantage even of these errors 
by looks and sighs, that implied almost as emphatically 
as words could have said to her son — " Tou see what I 
told you is too true. The simple creature has not art 
enough to conceal her passion. She is undone in the 
eyes of the worlds if you do not confirm what report 
has said." 

This she left to work its natural effect upon the vanity 
of man. And in the midst of these multiplied manoeu- 
vres, Mrs. Beaumont sat with ease and unconcern, 
sometimes talking to one, sometimes to another; so 
that a stranger would have thought her a party uninter- 
ested in all that was going forward, ana might have 
wondered at her blindness or indifference. 

But, alas ! notwithstanding her utmost art, she failed 
this diy in turning and twistmg Sir John Hunter's con- 
versation and character so as to make them agreeable 
to Mr.-P^mer. This she knew by his retiring at an 
early hour at night, as he sometimes did when company 
was not agreeable to him. His age gave him this privi- 
lege. Mrs. Beaumont followed to inquire if he would 
not wish to take something before he went to rest. 

" By St. George, Madam Beaumont, you are right,'* 
said Mr. Palmer, " jtou are right in not uking this baro. 
net. I'm tired of mm — sick of him — can't Dke him ! — - 
sorry for it, since Amelia likes him. But what can a 
daughter of Colonel Beaimiont find in this man to be 
pleased with ? He is a baronet, to be sure, but that is 
alL Tell me, my good madam, what it is the girl likes 
in him?'* 

Mrs. Beaumont cotdd only answer by an equivocal 
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smile, and a shrug, that seemed to say— there's no ac* 
comiting for these things. 

'* But, my dear madam,** pursued Mr. Pahner, " the 
man is neither handsome nor youn^ he is old enough 
for her father, though he gives hmiself the airs oTa 
youngster ; and his manners are — I can aUow for fash* 
lonable manners. But, madam, it is his character I 
don't like — selfishr-cold-— designinf^— not a generous 
thought, not a {food feeling about him. You are right, 
madsmn, quite n^ht. In sfi his conversation such mean- 
ness, and even m what he means for wit, such a con- 
tempt of what is fair and honourable ! Now, that feUow 
does not believe that such a thinff as virtue or patriotism, 
honour or friendship, exists. Tne jackanapes ! — and as 
for love ! why, madam, I'm convinced he is no more in 
love with the girl than I am, nor so much, ma'am, nor 
half so much ! — does not feel her merit, does not value 
her accomplishments, does not — Madam! madam! he 
is thinking of nothing but himself, and her fortune — 
fortune! fortune! fortune! that's all. The man's a 
miser. Madam, they that know no better fancy that 
there are none but old misers ; but I can teU them there 
are young misers, and middle-aged misers, and misers 
of aU ages. They say such a man canH be a miser, 
because he is a spendthrift ; but, m^dam, you know a 
man can be both — yes, and that's what many of your 
young men of fashion are, and what. 111 engage, this 
fellow is. And can Amelia like him ! my poor child ! 
and does she think he loves her 1 my poor, poor child ! 
how can she be so blind 1 but love is always blind, they 
say. I've a great mind to take her to task, and ask her, 
between oiurselves, what it is she likes in her baronet." 

" O, my dear sir ! she would sink to the centre of the 
earth if you were to speak. For Heaven's sake, don't 
take her to task, foolish as she is ; besides, she would 
be so angry with me for telling you." 

" Angry ! the gipsy ! Am not I her godfather and her 
guardian 1 though I could not act, because I was abroad, 
yet her guardian I was left by her father, and love her 
too as well as 1 should a daughter of her father's — and 
she to have secrets and mysteries ! that would be worse 
than all the rest, for mysteries are what I abhor. Ma* 
dam, wherever there are secrets and mysteries in a 
family, take my word for it, there is something wro^g.'* 

^* True, my aear sir; but Amelia has no idea of mys- 
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teries or art. I only meant that young girls, yoa know, 
will be ashamed on these occasions, and we must make 
allowances. So do not speak to her, I conjure you.*' 

" Well, madam, fou are her mother, and must know 
best. I have only her interest at heart: but I won't 
speak to her, since it will so distress her. But what 
shall be done about this lover ? You are quite right about 
him, and I have not a word more to say." 

" But I declare I think you judge him too harshly. 
Though J am not inclined to be his friend, yet I must do 
him the justice to say, he has more good qualities than 
you allow, or rather than you have seen yet. He is 
passionately fond of Amelia. O, there you're wrong, 
quite wrong; he is passionately in love, whatever he 
may pretend to the contrary." 

"Pretend! and why should the puppy pretend not to 
be in love T" 

" Pride, pride and fashion. Young men are so gov- 
erned hy fashion, and so afraid of ridicule. There is a 
set oi fashionables now, with whom love is a horcy you 
know." 

" I know ! no, indeed, I know no such thing," said Mr. 
Palmer. " But this I kiiow, that I hate pretences of all 
sorts ; and if the man is in love, I should, for my part, 
like him the better for showing it." 

" So he will, when you know him a little better. You 
are quite a stranger, and he is bashful." 

"Bashful! Never saw so confident a man in any 
country." 

" But he is shy under all that." 

" Under ! But I don't like characters where every thing 
is under something different from what appears at top." 

" Wen, take a day or two more to study him. Though 
I am his enemy, I must deal fairly by him, for poor 
Amelia's sake." 

" You are a good mother, madam, an indulgent mother, 
and I honour and love you for it. Ill follow your ex- 
ample, and bear with this spendthrift-miser-coxcomb 
spng of quality for a day or two more, and try to like 
him for Amelia's sake. But, if he's not worthy of her 
he sha'n't have her, by St. George, he shall not — shaD 
he, madam T" 

" O, no, no ; good night, my good sir." 

What the manceuvres of the next day might, have 
effected, and how far Sir John Hunter profited by the 
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new instructioiis which were ghren to him ^in conse- 
quence of this conyersation, can never be accuratel]r ae- 
certained, because the whole united plan of operations 
was disturbed by a new and unforeseen event 



CHAPTER Vin. 



"Un Tolto 
Vn p«tto Mnu core, un oor MOiPalaMt 
Un' alma wnsa fMe.** — QuAJiim. 

** Hire's glorious news of Captain Walstngfaam !** 
cried youn^ Beaumont ; ** I always knew he would dis- 
tinguish himself if he had an opportunity ; and, thank' 
God ! he has had as fine an opportunity as heart could 
wish. Here, mother ! here, Mr. Palmer, is an account 
of it in this day's paper ! and here is a letter from him- 
self, which Mr. Walsmgham has just sent me." 

" O, ffive me the letter," cried Mrs. Beaumont, with 
affected eagerness. 

" Let me have the paper, then," cried Mr. Palmer. 
" Where are my spectacles ?" 

" Are there any letters for me ?" said Sir John Hun- 
ter. "Did my newspapers cornel Albina, I desired 
that they should be forwarded here. Mrs. Beaumont, 
can you tell me any thing of my papers ?" 

" Dear Amelia, how interesting your brother looks 
when he is pleased!" Albina whispered, quite loud 
enough to be heard. 

" A most gallant action, by St. George !" exclaimed 
Mr. Palmer. " These are the things that keep up the 
honour of the British navy and the glorv of Britain." 

" This Spanish ship that Captain Walsingham cap- 
tured the day afler the engagement is likely to turn out 
a valuable prize, too," said Mrs. Beaumont. "I am 
vastly fflad to find this by his letter, for the money will 
be useful to him, he wanted it so much. He does 
not say how much his share vriU come to, does he, 
Edward 1" 

"No, ma'am : you see he writes in a great hurry, and 
he has only timoi as he says, to mention the nee^/W." 
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** And is not the money tht nee^fid V* said SUr John 
Himter, with a genetic smile. 

^ With Walsingham it is only a secondary considera- 
tion,^' replied Beaumont ; '* honour is Captain Walsing- 
ham's first object. I dare say he has never yet calcu- 
lated what his prize-money will be." 

" Right, right !" reiterated Mr. Palmer ; " then he is 
the right sort. Long may it be before our naval officers 
think more of prize-money than of glory ! Long may 
it be before our nonest tars turn into calculating pirates !" 

" They never will, nor can while they have such offi- 
cers as Captain Walsingham," said Beaumont. 

" By St. George, he seems to be a fine fellow, and you 
a warm friend," said Mr. Palmer. " Ay, ay, the colo- 
nel's own son. But why have I never seen any of 
these WaUinghams since I came to the country ? Are 
they ashamed of being related to me because I am a 
merchant ?" 

*' More likely they are too proud to pay court to you 
because you are so rich," said Mr. Beaumont. " But 
they did come to see you, sir, — ^the inorning yon were 
out so late, mother, you know." 

" O, ay, true — how unfortunate !" 

" But have not we horses ! have not we carriages T 
have not we legs 1" said Mr. Palmer. " 111 go and see 
these Walsinghams to-morrow, please God I live so 
long : for I am proud of my relationship to this young 
hero ; and I won't be cast of[ by good people, let them 
be as proud as they will — that's their fault — but I Will 
not stsuid on idle ceremony: so, my good Mistress Beau- 
mont, we will aU go in a body, and storm their castle to- 
morrow morning." 

" An admirable plan ! I like it of all things !" said 
Mrs. Beaumont. '* How few, even in youth, are so 
active and enthusiastic as our good friend. But, my 
dear Mr. Palmer—" 

" But 1 wish I could see the captain himself. Is there 
any chance of his coming home 1" 

'' Home ! yes," said Beaumont ; '* did you not read his 
letter, sirt here it is ; he will be at home directly. He 
says, * perhaps a few hours after this letter reaches you, 
you'll see me.' " 

'* See him ! Odds my life, I'm glad of it. And you, 
my Uttle Amelia," said Mr. Palmer, tapping her shoul- 
ders as she stood with her back to mm reading the 
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newspaper; ^'end yom, my IttHe silent one, not one 
word have I heard from you all this time. Does not 
some spark of your father's spirit kindle vrilhin yoU on 
hearing of this heroic relation of ours V 

*^ Luckily for the ladies, sir,'' said 8ir Jdhn Hunter, 
coming up, as he thought, to the ktdy's assistance—- 
*' luckily for young ladies, sir, they are not o^ed upon 
to be heroes ; and it would be luckier still for ns men* 
if they never set themselves up for heroines^— Ha ! ha ! 
ha! Miss Beaumont," continued he, "the shower is 
Over ; I'll order the horses out, that we may have our 
ride." Sir John left the room, evidently pleased with 
his own wit. 

** Amelia, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, who drew 
up also to give assistance at this critical juncture, " ff0| 
this moment, and write a note to your friend Miss wal- 
singham, to say that we shall all be with them early t»* 
morrow : I will send a servant directly, that we may b6 
sure to meet with them at home this time ; youll find 
pen, ink, and paper in my dressing-room, love." 

Mrs. Beaumont drew Amelia's arm within hers, and 
dictating the kindest messafi^s for the Walsinghams, led 
her out of the room. Havmg thus successfully covered 
her daughter's retreat, our s£lful mantsuvrer retumedi 
i^ self-complacent, to the company. And nelrt, t6 
please the wariA-hearted Mr. Palmer, she seemed to 
Sympathize in his patriotic enthusiasm for the British 
navy : sh^ pronounced a panegyric on the young herot 
Captain Walsingham, which made the good old man rub 
his hands with exultation, and which irradiated with joy 
the countenance of her son. But, alas ! Mrs. Beaa« 
mont's endeavours to please, or rather to dupe all parties, 
could not, even with her consummate address, alwajrs 
succeed : though she had an excellent memory, and jpfreat 
presence of mind, with pecuUar quickness both of eye 
and ear, yet she could not always register, arrange, and 
recollect all that was necessary for the various parts i^e 
imdertook to act. Scarcely had she finished her eulo* 
gium on Captain Walsiogham, when, to her dismay, she 
saw close behind her Sir John Hunter, who had entered 
the room without her perceiving it. He said not one 
word ; but his clouded brow showed his suspicions, and 
his extreme displeasure. 

" Mrs. Beaumont," said he, after some minutes' si- 
lence. " I find I must haye the honour of wishing you a 
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good morning, for I ha^e an indispensable engagement 
at home to dmner to-day. '* 

" I thought. Sir John, you and Amelia were going to 
ride." 

" Ma'am, Miss Beaumont does not choose to ride-^ 
she told me so this instant, as I passed her on the stairs. 
Oh ! don't disturb her, I beg — she is writing to Miss Wal- 
singham — ^I have the honour to wish you a good morn- 
ing, ma'am." 

" Well, if you are determined to go, let me say three 
words to you in the music-room, Sir John : though," 
added she, in a whisper intended to be heard by Mr. 
Palmer, " I know you do not look upon me as your 
friend, yet depend upon it I shall treat you and all the 
world with perfect candour." 

Sir John, though sulky, could not avoid following the 
lady ; aikl as soon as she had shut all the doors and 
double-doors of the music-room, she exclaimed, *' It is 
always best to speak openly to one's friends. Now, my 
dear Sir John Hunter, how can you be so childish as to 
take ill of me what I really was forced to say, for your 
interest, about Captain Walsingham, to Mr. Palmer^ 
You know old Palmer is the ^dest, most self-willed 
man imaginable ! humour and please him 1 must, the few 
days he is with me. You know he goes on Tuesday— 
that's decided — Dr. Wheeler has seen him, has talked to 
him about his health, and it is absolutely necessary that 
he should return to the West Indies. Then he is per- 
fectly determined to leave all he has to AmeUa." 

" Yes, ma'am ; but how am I sure of being the better 
for that 1" interrupted Sir John, whose decided selfish- 
ness was a match for Mrs. Beaumont's address, because 
it went without scruple or ceremony straight to his ob- 
ject ; " for, ma'am, you can't think I'm such a fool as 
not to see that Mr. Palmer wishes me at the devil. Miss 
Beaumont gives me no encouragement ; and you, ma'am, 
I know, are too good a poUtician to offend Mr. Palmer : 
8!0, if he declares in favour of this young hero, Captain 
Wsdsingham, I may quit the field." 

** But you don't consider that Mr. Palmer's young hero 
has never made any proposal for Amelia." 

" Pshaw ! ma'am — But I know, as well as you do, that 
he likes her, and propose he will for her now that he 
has money." 

" Granting that ; you forget that aU this takes time. 
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and that Palmer will be gone to the West Indies before 
they can bring out their proposal ; and as soon as he is 
gone, and hd^ left his will, as he means to do, with me, 
you and I have the game in our own hands. It is very 
extraordinary to me that you do not seem to understand 
my play, thoi%h I explained the whole to Albina ; and I 
thought she h^ made you comprehend the necessity for 
my seeming^ for this one week, to be less your friend 
than I could wish, because of your title, and that odd 
whim of Palmer, you know : but I am sure we under- 
stand one another now." 

" Excuse me," said the invincible Sir John : " I con- , 
fess, Mrs. Beaumont, you have so much more abilities^ 
and finesse, and all that sort of thing, than I have, that I 
cannot help being afraid of— of not understanding the 
business rightly. In business there is nothing like un- 
derstanding one another, and going on sure grounds. 
There has been so much going backwards and forwards, 
and esgplanations and manoeuvres, that I am not clear 
how it is ; nor do I feel secure even that I have the 
honour of your approbation." 

" What ! not when I have assured you of it, Sir John, 
in the most unequivocal manner 1" 

It was singular that the only person to whom in this 
affair Mrs. Beaumont spoke the real truth should not be- 
lieve her. Sir John Hunter continued obstinately sus- 
picious and incredulous. He had just heard that his unde 
Wigram, his rich uncle Wigram, was taken ill, and not 
likely to recover. This intelUgence had also reached Mrs. 
Beaumont, and she was anxious to secure the baronet and 
the Wigram fortune for her daughter ; but nothing she 
could say seemed to satisfy him that she was not double- 
dealing. At last, to prove to him her sincerity, she gave 
him what he required, and what alone, he said, could make 
his mind easy, could bring him to make up his mind — a 
toritten assurance of her approbation of his addresses to 
Amelia. With this he was content ; " for," said he, 
*' what is written remains, and there can be no misun- 
derstandings in future, or changing of minds." 

It was agreed between these confidential friends, that 
Sir John should depart, as it were, displeased ; and she 
begged that he would not return till Mr. Palmer should 
have left the country. 

Now there was a numerous tribe of hangers-on, who 
were in the habit of frequenting Beaumont Park, whom 
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IM. Beaiimont loved to see at her house ; hecanse, be- 
ilides making her feel her own importance, they were 
fteqnently useful to carry on the subordi^te parts of 
her perpetual manceuvres. Among these secondary 
personages who attended Mrs. Beaumont abroad, to in- 
crease her consequence in the eyes of cdhmion specta- 
tors, and who at home filled the stage, and added to the 
bustle and effect, her chief favourites were Mr. Twigg 
(the same gentleman who was deputed to decide upon 
the belt or the screen) and Captain Liffhtbody. BCr. 
Twigg was the most elegant flatterer of the two, but 
» CapSun Lightbody was the most assured, and upon the 
whole made his way the best. He was a handsome 
man, had a good address, could tell a eood story, sing a 
good song, and make things go off well, when there was 
company ; so that he was a promgious assistance to tl^ 
mistress of the house. Then he danced with the younf^, 
ladies when they liad no other partners ; he mounted 
guard regularly beside the piano-forto, or the harp, when 
the ladies were placing ; and at dinner it was always ibit 
etiquette for him to sit beside Miss Beaumont, or Mis* 
Hunter, when the gentlemen guests were not such as 
Mrs. Beaumont thought entitled to that honour, oriindk 
as she deemed iafe companions. Th^ae arrangements 
imply that Captain Li^tbody thought himself in Mts. 
Beaumont's confidence : and so he was to a certain de^- 
gree, just enough to flatter^ him into doing her high or 
low behests. Whenever she had a report to circidale, 
or to contradict. Captain Lightbody tfas put in play ^ aud 
tM) man could be better calculated for this purpose^ both 
from his love of talking and of locomotion. He gal- 
loped about from place to place, and from one great 
house to another; knew all the lords and ladies, and 
generals and colonels, and brigade-miyors and aids-'de^ 
camp in the land. Could any mortal be better qualified 
to fetch and carry news for Mrs. Beaumont ? besides 
nesirs, it was his office to carry compliments, aiMl to 
speed the intercourse, not perhaps from soul to soul, but 
fin^m house to house, which is necessary in a visiting 
country to keep up the character of an agreeable neigh- 
bour. Did Mrs. Beaumont forget to send a card of in- 
vitation, or neglect to return a visit, Lightbody was to 
set it to rights for her, Lightbody, the ready bearer of 
pretty notes, the maker always, the fabricator some- 
times, of the civilest speeches imaginable. This expert 
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opeechifier, this ever idle, ever busy scampeier, our 
heroine despatched to engage a neigm>ounng family to 
pay her a morning; visit the next day, just about the 
time which was fixed for her going to see the Walsing- 
hams. The usual caution was given — "Pray, Light- 
body, do not let my name be us^ ; do BOt let me be 
mentioned ; but take it upon yourself, sChd say, as if 
from yourself, that you have reason to beheve I take it 
ill that they have not been here lately. And then you 
can mention the hour that would be most convenient. 
But let me have nothing to do with it. I must not appear 
in it on any account. '^ 

In consequence of Captain Lightbody^s faithful execu- 
tion of his secret instructions, a barouche full of morn- 
ing visiters drove to the door, just at the time when 
Mrs. Beaumont had proposed to set out for Walsingham 
House. Mrs. Beaumont, with a well-dissembled look 
of vexation, exclaimed, as she looked out of the window 
at the carriage, "How provoking! Who can these 
people be ? I hope Martin will say I am not at home. 
King — ^rii^, Amelia. Oh, it^s too late ; they have seen 
me ! and Martin, stupid creature ! has let them in." 

Mr. Palmer was much discomfited, and grew more 
and more impatient, when these troublesome visiters 
protracted their stay, and proposed a walk to see some 
improvements in the grounds. 

" But, my good Mistress Beaumont," said he, " you 
know we are engaged to our cousin Walsingham this 
morning ; and if you will give me leave I will go on be- 
fore you with Mr. Beaumont, and we can say what de- 
tains you." 

Disconcerted by this simple determination of this 
straight-forward, plain-spoken old gentleman, Mrs. Beau- 
mont saw that further delay on her part would be not 
only inefficacious, but dangerous. She now was eager 
to be relieved from the difiSculties which she had her- 
self contrived. She would not, for an^r consideration, 
have trusted Mr. Palmer to pay this visit without her ; 
therefore, by an able counter-movement, she extricated 
herself, not only without loss, but with advantage, from 
this perilous situation. She made a handsome apology 
to her visiters for being obliged to run away from them. 
" She would leave Amelia to have the pleasure of show- 
ing them the grounds." 

Mrs. Beaumont was irresistible in her arrangements. 
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Amelia, disappointed, and afraid to show how deeply 
she felt the disappointment, was obliged to stay to do 
the honours of Beaumont Park, while her mother drove 
off rejoicing in half the success, at least, of her strata- 
gem ; but even as a {)olitician she used upon every oc- 
casion too m^ch artifice. It was said of Cardinal Ma- 
zarin, he is a great politician, but in all his politics 
there is one capital defect — " CPest qu'il veut toujaurs 
trompery 

" How tiresome those people were ! I thought we 
never should have got away from them," said Mrs. 
Beaumont. " What possessed them to come this morn- 
ing, and to pay such a horrid long visit 1 Besides, those 
Buttons, at all times, are the most stupid creatures upon 
the face of the earth : I cannot endure them ; so awk- 
ward and ill-bred too ! and yet of a good family — ^who 
could think it 1 They are people one must see, but 
they are absolutely insufferable." 

" Insufferable !" said Mr. Palmer ; " why, my good 
madam, then you have the patience of a martyr ; for 
you suffered them so patiently, that I never should have 
guessed you suffered at all. I protest I thought they 
were friends and favourites of yours, and that you were 
very glad to see them." 

" Well, well, 'tis the way of the world," continued Mr. 
Palmer; "this sort of— what do you call it! double- 
dealing about visiters, goes on everywhere. Madam 
Beaimiont. But how do I know, that when I go away, 
you may not be as glad to get rid of me as you were to 
get away from these Duttons ?" added he, in a tone of 
forced jocularity. " How do I know but that the minute 
my back is turned, you may not benn to take me to 
pieces in my turn, and say, ' That old Palmer ! he was 
the most tiresome, humorsome, strange, old-fashioned 
fellow ; I thought we should never have got rid of 
himV 

" My dear, dear sir, how can you speak in such a 
manner V cried Mrs. Beaumont, who had made several 
vain attemi)ts to interrupt this speech. " You, who are 
our best friend ! is it possible you could suspect % Is 
there no difference to be made between friends and 
common acquaintance 1" 

" I am sure I hope there is," said Mr. Palmer, smiling. 

There was something so near the truth in Mr. Pri- 
mer's raillery, that Mrs. Beaumont could not take it with 



as much easy unconcern as the occasion required, es- 
pecially in the presence of her son, who maintained a 
provoking silence. Unhappy indeed are those who 
cannot, in such moments of distress, in their own fami- 
lies, and in their nearest connexions, find any relief 
from their embarrassments, and who look round in vain 
for one to be responsible for their sincerity. Mrs. Beau- 
mont sat uneasy, and almost disconcerted. Mr. Palmer 
felt for his snuff-box, his usual consolation ; but it was 
not in his pocket ; he had left it on his table. Now 
Mrs. Beaumont was relieved, for she had something to 
do, and something to say with her wonted politeness : 
in spite of all remonstrance from Mr. Palmer, her man 
Martin was sent back for the snuff-box ; and conjectures 
about his finding it, and his being able to overtake them 
before they arrived at Walsingham House, supplied con- 
versation for a mile or two. 

^^ Here's Martin coming back full gallop, I vow,*' said 
Miss Hunter, who could also talk on this topic, 

"Come, come, my good lady," said Mr. Palmer, 
(taking the moment when the young lady had turned 
her back as she stretched out of the caitiage for the 
pleasure of seeing Martin gallop) — " come, come, my 
good Mrs. Beaumont, shake hands and be Mends, and 
han^ the Duttons ! I did not mean to vex you by what 
I said. I am not so polite as I should be, I know, and 
you perhaps are a httle too polite. But that is no great , 
harm, especially in k woman." 

Martin and the snuff-box came up at this instant ; and 
all was apparently as weU as ever. Yet Mrs. Beaumont, 
who valued a reputation for sincerity as much as Char- 
tres valued a reputation for honesty, and nearly upon 
the same principle, was seriously vexed that even this 
transient light had been let in upon her real character. 
To such accidents duplicity is continually subject. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

*< Led br BUnpUcitj diTiiia, 
She pl«u*d, and nerer tri«d to fbiiMj 
0ta« save to chance each u m cfaort'd mtnre. 
And left lier canae toamae and mttve."— Jfosn. 

Abriteo at Walsingham Park, they met Miss Walsing- 
ham walking at some distance from the house. 

'< Is Captain Walsingham come t*' was the first ques- 
tion asked. " No, but expected every hour." 

That he had not actually arrived was a comfortable 
reprieve to Mrs. Beaumont. Breathing more freely, and 
in refreshed spirits, she prepared to ali^ from her car- 
riage to walk to the house with Miss Walsingham, as 
Mr. Palmer proposed. Miss Hunter, who was dressed 
with uncommon elegance, remonstrated in favour of 
her delicate slippers: not that she named the real 
object of her sohcitude— no ; she had not spent so much 
time with Mrs. Beaumont, that gr^at mistress of the art 
of apologizing^, without learning at least the inferior 
practices of the trade. Of course she had all the Httle 
common arts of excuse ever ready : and instead of say- 
ing that she did not like to walk because she was afraid 
to spoil her shoes, she protested she was afraid of the 
heat, and could not walk so far. But Mr. Beaumont had 
jumped out of the carriage, and Mrs. Beaumont did not 
wish that he should walk home tite-d-Ute. with Miss 
Walsingham; therefore Miss Hunter^s remonstrances 
were of no avail. 

" My love, you will not be heated, for our walk is 
through this charming shady grove ; and if you are tired^ 
here's my son will give you BTs arm." 

Satisfied with this arrangement, the young lady, thus 
supported, found it possible to walk. Mr. Palmer walked 
his own pace, looking round at the beauties of the place, 
and desiring that nobody might mind him. This was his 
way, and Mrs. Beaumont never teased him with talking 
to him, when he did not seem to be in the humour for 
it. She, who made something of every thing, began to 
manage the conversation with her other companions 
during the walk, so as to favour her views upon the 



veveral parties. Pursuing her principle, that love is in 
men^s minds generally independent of esteem, and be- 
lieving that her son might be rendered afraid of t*ie 
superiority of Miss Walsingham^s understanding, Mrs. 
Beaumont took treacherous pains to draw her out. Start- 
ing from chance seemingly, as she well knew how, a 
subject of debate, she went from talking of the late 
marriage of some neighbouring couple to mscuss a ques 
tion on which she believed that Miss Walsingham*s 
opinion would differ from that of her son. The point 
was, whether a wife should or should not have pin- 
money. Miss Walsingham thought that a wife's accept* 
ing it would tend to establish a separate interest between 
married people. Mr. Beaumont, on the contrary, was 
of opinion that a wife's having a separate allowance 
would prevent disputes. So Miss Hunter thought of 
coiurse, for she had been prepared to be precisely of Mr. 
Beaumont's opinion ; but reasons she had none in its 
support. Indeed, she said, with a pretty simper, she 
thought women had nothing to do with reason or rea- 
soning; that she thought a woman who really loved 
anybody was always of that person's opinion ; and es- 
pecially in a wife she did not see of what use reasoning 
and all that could be, except to make a woman contra 
diet, and be odd, and fond of ruling ; that for her part 
she had no pretensions to any understanding, and if she 
had ever so much, she should be glad, she declared upon 
her honour, to get rid of it if she could ; for what use 
could it possibly be of to her, when it must be the hus- 
band's understanding that must always judge and rule, 
and a wife ought only to obey, and be always of the 
opinion of the man of her choice.— Having thus mado 
her profession of folly in broken sentences, with pretty 
confusion and all-becoming graces, she leaned upon 
Mr. Beaumont's arm with a bewitching air of languid 
delicacy, that solicited support. Mrs. Beaumont, sup- 
pressing a sigh, which, however, she took care that her 
son should hear, turned to Miss Walsingham, and, in a 
whisper, owned that she could not help loving abilities, 
and spirit too, even in her own sex. Tnen she observed 
aloud that much might be urged on her side of the ques- 
tion with regard to pin-money ; for not only, as Miss 
Walsingham justly said, it might tend to make a sepa- 
rate interest between husband and wife, but the wife 
would probably be kept in total ignorance of her has- 
Vol. Vn.— D 
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baiid*8 affairs ; and that in some cases might beTerydk^ 
advantageous, as some women are more capable, from 
their superior understanding, of managing every thing 
than most men ; indeed, than any man she could name. 

Even under favour of this pretty compliment, which 
was plainly directed by a glance of Mrs. Beaumont*8 
eye, Miss \Valsingham would not accept of this painful 
pre-eminence. She explained and made it clear, that 
she had not any ambition to rule or manage. 

"That I can readily believe," said A&. Beaumont; 
** for I have observed that it is not always the women 
who are the most able to decide who are the most am- 
bitious to govern." 

This observation either was not heard or was not un- 
derstood by Miss Hunter, whose whole soul was oc- 
cupied in settling some fold of her drapery ; but Mr. 
BeaumonCs speech had its full effect on Mrs. Beaumont, 
who bit her lip, and looked reproachfully at her son, as 
if she thought this an infringement of his promised 
truce. A moment afterward she felt the imprudence 
of her own reproachful look, and ¥^s sensible that she 
would have done better not to have fixed the opinion or 
feeling in her son^s mind by noticing it thus with dis- 
pleasure. Recovering herself, for she never was discon- 
certed for more than half a minute, she passed on with 
easy grace to discuss the merits of the heroine of some 
new novel — an historic novel, which gave her oppor- 
tunity of appealing to Miss Walsingham on some dis- 
puted points of history. She dexterously attempted to 
draw her weU-informed young friend into a display of 
literature, which might alarm Mr. Beaumont. His edu- 
cation had in some respects been shamefully neglected; 
for his mother had calculated that ignorance would en- 
sure dependence. He had endeavoured to supply, at a 
late period of his education, the defects of its commence- 
ment ; but he was sensible that he had not supplied all 
his deficiencies, and he was apt to feel, with painful im- 
patient sensibility, his inferionty, whenever hterary sub- 
jects were introduced. Miss Walsingham, however, was 
so perfectly free from all the affectation and vanity of a 
bel-esprit, that she did not alarm even those who were 
inferior to her in knowledge ; their self-complacency, in- 
stead of beii^depressed by the comparison of their attain- 
ments with hers, was insensibly raised, by the percep- 
tion that notwithstanding these, she could take pleasure 



MAIKXinriUHO. 76 

in their conversation, could appreciate their good sense 
or originality of thought, without recurring to the au- 
thority of books, or of great names. In fact, her mind 
had never been overmielmed by a wasteful torrent of 
learning. That the stream of literature had passed over 
it was apparent only from its fertility. Mn>. Beaumont 
repented of having drawn her into conversation. In- 
deed, our heroine had trusted too much to some expres- 
sions which had at times dropped from her son, about 
learned ladies, and certain conversaziones. She had con- 
cluded that he would never endure literature in a wife ; 
but she now perceived her mistake. She discerned it 
too late ; and at this moment she was doubly vexed, for 
she saw Miss Hunter produce herself in most disadvan- 
tageous contrast to her rival. In conformity to instruc- 
tions which Mrs. Beaumont had secretly given her, not 
to show too much sense or learning, because gentlemen 
in general,* and in particular Mr. Beaumdnt, disliked it ; 
this young lady now professed absolute ignorance and 
incapacity upon all subjects ; and meaning to have an 
air of pretty childish innocence or timidity, really made 
herselr appear quite like a simpleton. At the same time 
a tinge of ineffectual malice and envy appeared through 
her iU-feigned humility. She could give no opinion of 
any book — Oh, she would not give any judgment for the 
whole world ! She did not think herself (qualified to 
speak, even if she had read the book, which indeed she 
had not, for, really, she never read — she was not a read- 
ing lady. 

As Miss Hunter had no portion of Mrs. Beaumont's 
quick penetration, she did not see the unfavourable im- 
pression these words made : certain that she was follow- 
ing exactly her secret instructions, she was confident 
of being in the right line ; so on she went, while Mrs. 
Beaumont sighed in vain ; and Miss Walsingham, who 
now saw and understood her whole play, almost smiled 
at the comic of the scene. 

"Odear, Mrs. Beaumont," continued Miss Huntei*, 
" how can you ever appeal to me about books and those 
sort of things, when you know 1 know nothing about the 
matter 1 For mercy's sake, never do so any more, for 
you know I've no taste for those sort of things. And 
besides, I own, even if I could, I should so hate to be 
thought a blue-stocking — I would not have the least bit 
of blue in my stockings for the whole world — ^I'd rather 

D3 
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have any other colour, black, white, red, green, yeQow^ 
any other colour. So I ovm Vm not sorry I*m not what 
they call a genius ; for though genius to be sure's a very 
fascinating sort of thing in gentlemen, yet in women it 
is not so becoming, I think, especially in ladies : it does 
very well on the stage, and for artists, and so on ; bnt 
really, now, in company, I think it's an awkward thing, 
and would make one look so odd ! Now, Mr. Beaumont, 
I must tell you an anecdote — " 

*^ Stop, my dear Miss Himter, your earring is coming 
out. Stay ! let me clasp it, love !" exclaimed Mrs. 
Beaumont, determined to stop her in the career of non- 
sense, by giving her sensations, since she could not give 
her ideas, a new turn. 

'' Oh, ma'am ! ma'am ! Oh ! my ear ! you are killing 
me, dearest Mrs. Beaumont! pinching me to deatl^ 
ma'am !" 

'* Did I pinch, my dear t It was the hinge of the ear- 
ring, I su[^se." 

" I don't know what it was ; but here's blood, I declare !'* 

" My love, I beg you a thousand pardons. How could 
I be so awkward ! But why could not you for one mo 
ment hold your little head stiU ?" 

Miss Walsingham appUed a patch to the wound. 

" Such a preUy ear as it is," continued Mrs. Beaumont ; 
•* I am sure it was a pity to hurt it." 

" You really did hurt it," said Mr. Beaumont, in a tone 
of compassion. 

" O, horridly !" cried Miss Hunter — " and I, that always 
faint at the sight of blood !" 

Afraid that the young lady would again spoil her part 
in the acting, and lose all the advantages which might 
result from the combined effect of the pretty ear and of 
compassion, Mrs. Beaumont endeavoured to take off* hei 
attention from the wound by attacking her earrings. 

" My love," said she, " don't wear these earrings any 
more, for I assure you there is no possibility of shutting 
or opening them without hurting you." 

This expedient, however, nearly proved fatal in its 
consequences. Miss Hunter entered most warmly into 
the defence of her earrings ; and appealed to Mr. Beau- 
mont to confirm her decision, that they were the prettiest 
«nd best earrings in the world. Unluckily, they did not 
particularly suit his fancy ; and the young lady, who had, 
but half an hour before, professed that She could never 
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be of a different opinion in any thing from that of the 
man she loved, now pettishly declared that she could 
not and would not give up her taste. Incensed still 
more by a bow of submission, but not of conviction, 
from Mr. Beaumont, she went on regardless of her 
dearest Mrs. Beaumont's frown, and vehemently main* 
tained her judgment, quoting, with triumphant volubility, 
innumerable precedents of ladies, " who had just bougnt 
the very same earrings, and whose taste she believed no- 
body would dispute.'' 

Mr. Beaumont had seen enough, now and upon many 
other occasions, to be convinced that it is not on mat- 
ters of consequence that ladies are apt to grow most 
angry ; and he stood confirmed in his belief that those 
who in theory profess to have such an humble opinion 
of their own abilities that they cannot do or understand 
any thing useful, are often, in practice, the most prone 
to insist upon the infaUibility of their taste and judgment. 
Mrs. Beaumont, who saw with one glance of her quick 
eye what passed at this moment in her son's mind, 
sighed, and said to herself, " How impossible to manage 
a fool, who ravels, as fast as one weaves, the web of her 
fortune !" 

Yet though Mrs. Beai^mont perceived and acknow* 
ledged the impracticability of managing a fool for a 
single hour, it was one of the favourite objects of her 
manoBuvres to obtain this very fool for a daughter-in-law, 
with the hope of governing her for life. So inconsistent 
are cunning people, even of the best abilities; so ill do 
they calculate the value of their ultimate objects, how* 
ever ingeniously they devise their means, or adapt them 
to their ends. 

During this walk Mr. Palmer had taken no part in the 
conversation; he had seemed engrossed with his own 
thoughts, or occupied with observing the beauties of the 
place. Tired with her walk — for Mrs. Beaumont always 
complained of being fatigued when she was vexed, thus 
at once concealing her vexation, and throwing the faults 
of her mipd upon her body — she stretched herself upon 
a sofa as soon as she reach^ the house, nor did she 
recover from her exhausted state till she cast her eyes 
upon a tambarine, which she knew would afford means 
of showing Miss Hunter's figure and graces to advantage* 
Slight as this resource may seem, Mrs. Beaumont weU 
knew that slighter still have often produced great effect 
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8oon afterward she ohserved her son smile repeated 
as he read a passage in some book that lay npon tM 
table, and she had the curiosity to take up the book when 
he turned away. She found that it was Cumberland^ 
Memoirs, and saw the following Uttle poem maiieed with 
reiterated lines of approbation : — 

** Wby, Affectation, why this mock Krimaee? 
Go, silly thing, and hide that simp'ring GMe. 
Thy lisping prattle, and thy mincing ^t, 
All thy false mimic fooleries I hate ; 
For thou art Folly's counterfeit, and she 
Who is right foolish haih the better plea^ 
Nature^ true idiot 1 prefer to thee. 

Why that soft languish T Why thM drawling tooe ! 
Art sick, art sleepy 1 Get thee hence : begone. 
I laugh at all thy pretty baby tears. 
Those flnti'rings, fSuntmgs, and onreid ftitra. 

Can they deceive us t Can sneh mam*riea more. 
Touch us with pity, or inspire with Ioto I 
No, Affiictation, Tain is all thy art! 
Those eyes may wander over ev'ry part ; 
Tbeyll neTer lud their passage to the heui." 

Mrs. Beaumont, the moment she had read these lines, 
perceived why her son had smiled. The portmit seemed 
really to have been drawn fr^m Miss Hunter, and the 
lines were so dpropos to the scene which had just passed 
during the walk, that it was impossible to avoid the ap- 

Slication. Mrs. Beaumont shut the book hastily as her 
ear Albina approached, for she was afraid that the 
young lady would have kAown her own picture. So 
few people, however, even of those much wiser than 
Miss Hunter, know themselves, that she need not have 
been alarmed. But she had no longer leisure to devote 
her thoughts to this subject, for Mr. Walsingham, who 
had been out riding, had by this time returned : and the 
moment he entered the room, Mrs. Beaumont's attention 
was directed to him and to Mr. Palmer. She introduced 
them to each other, with many expressions of regret 
that they should not sooner have met. 

Characters that are free from artifice immediately 
coalesce, as metals that are perfectly pure can be readily 
cemeut«*4 together. Mr. Palmer and Mr. Walsingham 
were intunate in half an hour. There was an air of 
openness and sincerity about Mr. Walsingham ; a free* 
dom and directness in his conversation which delighted 
Mr, Palmer 
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I am heartily glad we have met at last, my good 
cousin Walsingham/^ said he ; '' very sorry should I 
have been to have left the country without becoming 
acquainted with you : and now I wish your gallant cap- 
tain was arrived. I am to set off the day after to-morrow, 
and I am sadly afraid I shall miss seeing him.** 

Mr. Walsingham said, that as they expected him every 
hour, he hoped Mr. Palmer would persuade Mrs. Beau- 
mont to spend the day at Walsingham House. 

Mrs. Beaumont dared not object. On the contrary, it 
was now her policy to pretend the fondest friendship 
for all the Walsingham family : yet, all the time, pursu- 
ing her plan of preventing Mr. Palmer from discerninff 
their real characters and superior merit, she managed 
with great dexterity to keep the conversation as much 
as possible upon general topics, aiid tried to prevent 
Mr. Palmer from t^ing much alone with Mr. Walsing- 
ham, for she dreaded their growing intimacy. After 
dinner, however, when the ladies retired, the gentlemen 
drew their chairs close together, and had a great deal of 
conversation on interesting subjects. The most inter- 
esting was Captain Walsingham : Mr. Palmer earnestly 
desired to hear the particulars of his history. 

" And from whom,** said young Beaumont, turning to 
Mr. Walsingham, " can he hear them better than fiom 
Captain Wsdsingham's guardian and friend V* 



CHAPTER X. 

^'Tet never eeaman more serenely brare 
Led Britain's oonqa*ring squadrons o'er tbe ware." 

** Friends are not always the best biographers,** said 
Mr. Walsingham ; " but I will try to be impartial. My 
ward's first desire to be a sailor was excited, as he Ym 
often since told me, by reading Robinson Crusoe. 
When he was scarcely thirteen he went out in the 
Resolute, a frigate, under the coftamand of Captain 
Campbell. Campbell was an excellent officer, and very 
strict in all that related to order and discipline. It was 
liis principle and his practice never to forgive a first 

• 
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i09nc€ ; by which the number of second faults was con- 
siderably diminished. My ward was not much pleased 
at first with hia captain; but he was afterward con- 
Tinced that this strictness was what made a man of him. 
He was bufTeted about, and shown the rough of life ; 
made to work hard, and submit to authority. To reason 
he was always ready to yield ; and by degrees he learned 
that his first duty as' a sailor was implicit obedience. 
In due time he was made a lieutenant : in this situation, 
his mixed duties of command and obedience were diffi- 
cult, because his first lieutenant, the captain's son, was 
jealous of him. 

" Walsingham found it a more difficult task to win 
the confidence of the son than it had been to earn the 
friendship of the father. His punctuality in obeying 
orders, and his respectful mamier to the lieutenant, 
availed but little ; for young Campbell stiU viewed him 
¥rith scornful yet with jealous eyes, imagining that he 
only wanted to show himself the better officer. 

'*Of the falsehood of these suspicions Walsingham 
had at last an opportunity of giving unquestionable 
proof. It happened one day that Lieutenant Campbell, 
mi patient at seeing a sailor doing some work awkwardly 
on the outside of the vessel, snatched the rope from his 
hand, and swore he would do it himself. In his hurry, 
Campbell missed his footing, and fell overboard: he 
could not swim. Walsingham had the presence of 
mind to order the ship to be put about, and plunged in- 
stantly into the water to save his rival. With much 
exertion he reached Campbell, supported him till the 
boat was lowered down, and got him safe aboard 
again." 

" Just like himself!" cried young Beaumont ; " all he 
ever wanted was opportunity to show his soul." 

"The first lieutenant's jealousy was now changed 
into gitititude," continued Mr. Walsingham ; " and from 
this time forward, instead of suffering from that petty 
livalship by which he used to be obstructed, Walsing- 
ham enjoyed the entire confidence of young CampbelL 
This good understanding between him and his brother 
officer not only made their every day lives pleasant, but 
in times of difficuWy secured success. For three years 
that they lived together after this period, and during 
which time they were ordered to every quarter of the 
globe, they never had the sl^hte&t dLspute. either io the 
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busiest or the idlest times. At length, in some ennge* 
ment with a Dutch ship, the particulars of which I for- 
get, Lieutenant Campbell was mortally wounded : his 
last words were — ^Walsingham, comiort my father.' 
That was no easy task. Stern as Captain Campbell 
seemed, the loss of his son was irreparable. He never 
shed a tear when he was told it was all over, but said* 
* God's will be done ;' and turning into his cabin, desired 
to be left alone. Half an hour afterward he sent for 
Walsingham, who found him quite calm. 'We must 
see and do our duty together to the last,' said he. 

" He exerted himself strenuously, and to all outward 
appearance was, as the sailors said, the same man as 
ever ; but Walsingham, who knew him better, saw thai 
his heart was broken, and that he wished for nothing 
but an honourable death. One morning as he was on 
deck looking through his glass, he called to Walsin^ 
ham ; ' Your eyes are better than mine,' said he ; * look 
here, and teU me, do you see yonder sail — she's French 1 
La Magnanime frigate, if I'm not mistaken.' — ' Yes,' 
said Walsingham, 'I know her by the patch in her 
mainsail.' — * We'll give her something to do,' said Camp- 
bell, ' though she's so much our superior. Please God, 
before this sun's over our heads, you shall have her in 
tow, Walsingham.' — * We shall, I trust,' said Walsin^ 
ham. — ' Perhaps not we ; for I own I wish to fall,' said 
Campbell. ' You are first lieutenant now ; I can't leave 
my men under better command, and I hope the Admir 
ralty will give you the ship, if you give it to his ma? 
jesty.' Then turning to the sailors. Captain Campbell 
addressed them with a countenance unusually cheerful ; 
and, after a few words of encouragement, gave orders to 
clear decks for action. 'Walsingham, you'll see to 
every thing while 1 step down to write.' He wrote, as 
it was afterward found, two letters, both concerning 
Walsingham's interests. The frigate with which they 
had to engage was indeed far superior to them in force ; 
but Campbell trusted to the good order and steadiness 
as well as to the courage of his men. The action was 
long and obstinate. Twice the English attempted to 
board the enemy, and twice were repulsed. The third 
time, just as Captain Campbell had seized hold of the 
French colours, which hung in rags over the side of the 
enemy's ship, he received a wound in his breast, feU 
back into Walsingham's arms, and almost instantly ex- 
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«ired. The event of this day was different from waaf 
Campbell had expected, for Le Suce^, of fifty gmis, ap- 
peared in sight; and, after a desperate engagement 
with her, in which Wailsingham was severely wounded, 
and every other officer on board kiUed or wounded, 
Walsingham saw that nothing was left but to make a 
wanton sacrifice of the remainder of his crew, or to 
gtrike. 

" After a contest of six hours, he struck to Le Succis. 
Perfect silence on his deck ; a loud and insulting shout 
from the enemy ! 

" No soon<?r had Walsingham struck, than La Force, 
the captain of Le Succes, hailed him, and ordered him to 
come m his own boat, and to deliver his sword. Wal- 
singham readied, that ^ his sword, so demanded, should 
never be delivered but with his kfe.'* The Frenchman 
did not think proper to persist ; but soon after sent his 
lieutenant on board the Resolute, where the men were 
found at their quarters with lighted matches in their 
hands, ready to be as ffood as their word. La Force, 
the captain of Le Succis, was a sailor of fortune, who 
had risen by chance, not nr^rit." 

"Ay, ay," interrupted Mr. Palmer, "so I thought; 
and there was no great merit, or glory either, in a 
French fifty-gun taking an English frigate, after standing 
a six hours' contest with another ship. Well; my dear 
sir, what became of poor Walsingham V How did this 
rascally Frenchman treat his prisoners 1" 

" Scandalously !" cried Beaumont ; " and yet Wal- 
singham is so generous that he will never let me damn 
the nation, for what he sajrs was only the fault of an in- 
dividual, who disgraced it." 

" Well, let me hear and judge for myself," said Mr. 
Palmer. 

" La Force carried the Resolute in triumph into a 
French port," continued Mr. Walsingham. "Vain of 
displaying his prisoners, he marched them up the country, 
Under pretence that they would not be safe in a sea- 
port. Cambray was the town in which they were con- 
fined. Walsingham found the officers of the garrison 
very civil to him at first ; but when they saw that he 
was not fond of high play, and that he declined bein^ 
of their parties of billiards and vin^t-un, they grew tirea 

* Lift of Admiral Roddam, Moatbly Bfagazioe. 
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of him; for without these reisources they declared 
they should perish with ennui in a country town* 
Even under the penalty of losing all society, Walsing* 
ham resisted every temptation to game, and submitted 
to live with the strictest economy, rather than to run in' 
debt." 

" But did you never send him any money ? Or did 
not he get your remittances V said Mr. Palmer. 

" My dear sir, by some delays of letters, we did not 
hear for two months where he was imprisoned." 

" And he was reduced to the greatest distress," pur- 
sued Beaumont ; '' for he had shared all he had, to the 
utmost farthing, with his poor fellow-prisoners." 

" Like a true British sailor !" said Mr. Palmer. <* Well, 
sir, I hope he contrived to make his escape V * 

*' No, for he would not break his parole," said Beau- 
mont. 

*' His parole ! I did not know he was on his parole,'*, 
said Mr. Palmer, " Then certainly he could not breaJL 
it." 

"He had two tempting opportunities, I can assure 
you," said Beaumont ; ** one offered by the command* 
ant's lady, who was not insensible to his merit; the 
other, by the gratitude of some poor servant, whom he 
had obliged — ^Mr. Walsingham can tell you all the par- 
ticulars." 

" No, I need not detail the circumstances ; it is enough 
to tell you, sir, that he withstood the temptations, would 
not break his parole, and remained four months a prisoner 
in Cambray. Lnke the officers of the garrison, he should 
have dnink or ^med, or else he must have died of vexa- 
tion, he says, if he had not fortunately had a taste for 
reading, and luckily procured books from a good old 
priest's library. At the end of four months the garrison 
of Cambray was changed ; and instead of a set of dissi- 
pated officers, there came a well-conducted regiment, 
under the command of M. de Villars, an elderly officer 
of sense and discretion." 

" An excellent mait!" cried Beaumont : " I love him 
with all my soul, though I never saw him. But I beg 
your pardon for interrupting you, Mr. Walsingham." ^ 

"A prattlin^hair-dresser at Cambray first prepossessed 
M. de Villars m Walsingham's favour, by relating a num- 
ber of anecdotes intended to throw abuse and ridicule 
upon the English captain, to convict him of misanthropy 
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Imd economy ; of having had his hair dressed but time 
•ince he canie to Cambray ; of never having frequented 
the society of Madame la Marquise de MarsiUac, the 
late commandant's lady, for more than a fortnight after 
his arrival, and of having actually been detected in 
working with his own hands with smiths' and carpen- 
ters' tools. Upon the strength of the hair-dresser's in- 
formation, M. de Yillars paid the English captain a visit ; 
Was pleased by his conversation, and by all that he ob- 
served of his conduct and character. 

" As M. de Villars was going down stairs, after having 
spent an evening with Walsingham, a boy of twelve 
years old, the son of the master of the lodging-house, 
equipped in a military uniform, stood across the landing- 
place, ^ if determined to stop him. ' Mon petit miU- 
laire,' said the commandant, * do you mean to dispute 
my passage V — * No, mon general,' said the boy ; " I 
know my duty too well. But I post myself here to de- 
mand an audience, for I have a secret of importance to 
communicate.' M. de Villars, smiling at the boy's air 
of consequence, yet pleased with Ae steady earnest- 
ness of his manner, took him by the hand into an ante- 
chamber, and said that he was ready to listen to what- 
ever he had to impart. The boy then told him that he 
had accidentally overheard a proposal which had been 
made to facilitate the English captain's escape, and that 
the captain refused to comply with it, because it was 
not honourable to break his parole. The boy, who had 
been struck by the circumstance, and wlw, besides, 
was grateful to Walsingham for some little instances 
of kindness, spoke with much enthusiasm in his favour : 
and, as M. de Villars afterward repeated, finished his 
^>eech by exclaiming, * I would give every thing I have 
in the world, except my sword and my honour, to pro- 
cure this English captain his liberty.' 

" M. de Villars was pleased with the boy's manner, 
and with the fact which he related ; so much so, that 
he promised, that if Walsingham'S liberty could be ob 
tained he would procure it. * And you, my good little 
friend, shall, if I succeed,' added he, ' have the pleasure 
of being the first to tell him the good news.' 

" Some days afterward the boy burst into Walsing- 
hani's room, exclaiming, ' Liberty ! liberty ! you are at 
liberty !' He danced and capered with such wild joy, 
that it was some time before Walsingham could obtaui 
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any explanation, or could prevail on him to let him look 
at a letter which he held in his hand, flourishing it aboul 
in triumph. At last he showed that it was an order 
from M. de Villars, for the release of Captain Walsing- 
ham, and of all the English prisoners belonging to the 
Resolute, for whom exchanges had been effected. No 
favour could be granted in a manner more honourable to 
all the parties concerned. Walsingham arrived in Eng- 
land without any further difficulties." 

" Thank God !" said Mr. Palmer. " Well, how he has 
touched English ground again, I have some hopes for 
him. What next 1" 

" The first thing he did, of course, was to announce 
his return to the Admiralty. A court-martial was held 
at Portsmouth ; and, fortunately for him, was composed 
of officers of the highest distinction, so that the first 
men in his profession became thoroughly acquainted 
with the circumstances-of his conduct. The enthusiasm ' 
with which his men bore testimony in his favour was 
gratifying to his feelings, and the minutes of t^ evidence 
were most honourable to him. The court pronounced, 
that Lieutenant Walsingham had done all that could be 
effected by the most gallant and judicious officer in the 
defence of his majesty's ship Resolute. The ministry 
who had employed Captain Campbell were no longer in 

Slace, and one of the lords of the Admiralty at this time 
appened to have had some personal quarrel with him. 
A few days after the trial, Walsingham was at a public 
dinner, at which Campbell's character became the sub- 
ject of conversation. Walsingham was warned, in a 
whisper, that the first lord of the Admiralty's private 
secretary was present, and was advised to be prudent ; 
but Walsingham's prudence was not of that sort which 
can coolly hear a worthy mat's memory damned with 
faint praise ; his prudence was not of that sort which 
can tamely sit by and see a friend's reputation in danger. 
With all the warmth and eloquence of friendship he 
spoke in Captain Campbell's defence, and paid a just 
and energetic tribute of praise to his memory. He 
spoke, and not a word more was said against Campbell. 
The politicians looked down upon their plates ; and there 
was a pause of that sort which sometimes in a company 
of interested men of the world results from surprise at 
the imprudent honesty of a good-natured novice. Wal- 
singham, as the company soon afterward broke up» 
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heard one gentleman say of him to another, as tliey 
went away, * There's a fellow now who has ruined him- 
self without knowing it, and all for a dead man.' It was 
not without knowing it : Walsingham was well aware 
what he hazarded, but he was then, and ever, ready to 
sacrifice his own interests in the defence of truth and 
of a friend. For two long years afterward Walsingham 
was, in the technical and elegant phrase, left on the shelf ^ 
and the door of promotion teas shut against Aim.'' 

" Yes, and there he might have remained till now," 
said Beaumont, "if it had not been for that good Mr. 
Caspar, a clerk in one of their offices ; a man who, 
though used to live among courtiers and people hack- 
neyed in the political ways of the world, was a plain, 
warm-hearted friend, a man of an upright character, who 
prized integrity and generosity the more because he 
met with them so seldom. But 1 beg your pardon, IVfr. 
Walsingham ; will you go on, and tell Mr. Palmer how 
and why Gaspar served our friend 1" 

" One dli|r Walsingham had occasion to go to Mr. 
Caspar's office to search for some papers relative to 
certain charts which he had drawn, and intended to pre- 
sent to the Admiralty. In talking of the soundings of 
some bay he had taken while out with Captain Camp- 
bell, he mentioned him, as he always did, with terms of 
affection and respect. Mr. Gaspar immediately asJced, 
* Are you, sir, that Lieutenant Walsingham, of the Reso- 
lute, who at a public dinner about two years ago made 
such a disinterested defence of your captain ? If it is 
in my power to serve you, depend upon it I will. Leave 
your charts with me ; I think I may have an opportunity 
of turning them to your advantage and that of the ser- 
vice.' Caspar, who was thoroughly in earnest, took a 
happy moment to presenf Walsingham's charts before 
the Admiralty, just at a time when they were wanted. 
The Admiralty were glad to employ an officer who had 
some local information, and they sent him out in the 
Dreadnaught, a thirty-six gun frigate, with Captain Jem- 
mison, to the West Indies." 

" And what sort of a man was his new captain 1" said 
Mr. Palmer. 

" As unlike his old one as possible," said Beaumont. 

" Yes," continued Mr. Walsingham ; " in every point, 
except courage, Captain Jem mison was as complete a 
contrast as could be imagined to Captain Campbell. 
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Whatever else he might be, Jemmison was certainly a 
man of tindaunted courage/' 

*' That's of course, if he was a captain in the Bntiah 
navy," said Mr. Pahner. 

" From his appearance, however, you would never 
have taken him for a gallant sailor," said Mr. Waking- 
ham; ^^ abhorring the rough, brutal^ swearing, grog- 
drinking, tobacco-chewing race of sea-officers, the Bens 
and the Mirvans of former times, Captain Jemmisoiu re- 
solving, I suppose, to avdid their faults, went into the 
contrary extreme of refinement and effeqninacy A 
superlative coxcomb, and an epicure more from fashion 
than taste, he gloried in descanting, with technical pie- 
cision, on the merits of dishes and of cooks. His table, 
even on shipboard, was to be equalled in elegance only 
by his toilet." 

"The puppy!" exclaimed Mr. Palmer. "And how 
could Captain Walsingham go on with such a coxcomb 1^ 

" Very ill, you may be sure," said Beaumont ; " for 
W^singham, I'll answer for it, never could conceal or 
control his feelings of contempt or indignation." 

" Yet, as Captain Jemmison's lieutenant, he always 
behaved with perfect propriety," said Mr. W^singham, 
"and bore with his foppery and impertinence with the 

?atience becoming a subordinate officer to his superior, 
einmison could not endure a lieutenant whose cnarac- 
ter and manners were a continual contrast and reproach 
to his own, and he disliked him the more because he 
could never provoke him. to any disrespect. Jemmison 
often replied even to Walsingham's silent contempt ; as 
a French pamphleteer once published a book, entitled 
Riponse au Silence de M. de la Motte. On some points, 
where duty and principle were concerned, Walsingham, 
however,, could not be silent. There was a lad of the 
name of Birch on board the Dreadnaught, whom Wal- 
singham had taken under his immediate care, and whom 
he was endeavouring to train up in every good habit. 
Jemmison, to torment Walsingliam, made it his pleasure 
to counteract him in these eiSeavours, and continually 
did all he could to spoil Birch by fooUsh indulgence. 
Walsingham's indignation was upon these occasions 
vehement, and his captain and he came to frequent quar- 
rels. Young Birch, who had* sense enough to know 
which was his true friend, one day threw himself on his 
knees to beseech his lieutenant not to hazard so much 
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on his account, and solemnly 8.wore that he wovrid nerer 
be guilty of the slightest excess or negligence during 
the remainder of the voyage. The young man was 
steady to his promise, and by his resolution and temper 
prevented Walsingham and his captain from coming to 
a serious rupture. When they arrived at their place of 
destination, Jamaica, Captain Jemmison went on shore 
to divert himself, and spent his time in great dissipation 
at Spanish Town, eating, dressing, dancing, gallanting, 
and glorying in its being observed by all the ladies that 
he had nothing of a sea-captain about him. The other 
officers, encouraged by his precept and example, left the 
ship ; but Walsingham staid on board, and had severe 
duty to perform, for he could not allow the crew to go 
on shore, because they got into riots with the towns- 
people. Soon after their arrival, and even during the 
course of their voyage, he had observed among the 
sailors something like a disposition to mutiny, encour- 
aged probaJbly by the ne^igence and apparent effeminacy 
or their captain. Though they knew him to be a m^n 
of intrepidity, yet they ridiculed and despised his cox- 
combry, and his relaxation of discipline gave them hopes 
of succeeding in their mutinous schemes. Walsingham 
strongly and repeatedly represented to Captain Jemmi- 
son the danger, and remonstrated with him and the other 
officers upon the imprudence of leaving the ship at this 
juncture ; but Jemmison, in a prettily rounded period, 
protested he saw no penumbra of danger, and that till ho 
was called upon by Mars, he owned he preferred the 
charms of Venus. 

" This was vastly elegant ; but, nevertheless, it hap- 
pened one night, when the captain, after having eaten 
an admirable supper, was paying his court to a Creole 
lady of Spanish Town, news was brought him that the 
crew of the Dreadnaught had mutinied, and that Lieu- 
tenant Walsingham was killed. One half of the leport 
was tnie, and the other nearly so. At midnight, after 
having been exhausted during the preceding week by 
his vigilance, Walsingham had just thrown himself into 
his cot, when he was roused by Birch at his cabin-door, 
crying, " A mutiny ! a mutiny on deck !' Walsingham 
seized his drawn cutlass, and ran up^ the ladder, deter- 
mined to cut down the ringleader ; but just as he reached 
t^ top, the sailors shut down the hatchway, which 
struck his head with such violence, that he fell, stunned, 
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and, to an appearance, dead. Birch contrived in the 
midst of the bustle, before he was himself seized by the 
mutineers, to convey, by signals to shore, news of what 
had happened. But Captain Jemmison could now be 
of no uae. Before he could take any measures to pre- 
vent them, the mutineers weighed anchor, and the 
Dreadnaught, under a brisk breeze, was out of the bay ; 
all the other vessels in the harbour taking it for granted 
that her captain was on board, and that she was sailing 
imder Orders. In the mean time, while Walsingham was 
senseless, the bailors stowed him into his cabin, and set 
a guard over him . The ringleader, Jefferies, a revengeful 
villain, who bore malice against him for some just pun- 
ishment, wanted to murder him, but the rest would not 
consent. Some would not dip their hands in blood; 
others pleaded for him, and said that he was never cruel. 
One man urged that the lieutenant had been kind to him 
when he was sick. Another suggested, that it would 
be well to keep him alive to manage the ship for them 
in case of difficulties. Conscious of their ignorance, 
they acceded to this advice ; Jefferies' proposal to murder 
him was overruled : and it was agreed to keep Walsing- 
ham close prisoner till they should need his aissistance. 
He had his timekeeper and log-book locked up with 
him, which were totally forgotten by these miscreants. 
Never seaman prayed more fervently for fair weather 
than Walsingham now did for a storm. At last, one 
night he heard (and he says it was one of the pleasantest 
sounds he ever heard in his life) the wind rising. Soon 
it blew a storm. He heard one of the sailors say, * A 
stiff gale, Jack!' and another, * An ugly night!' Pres- 
ently, great noise on deck, and the punips at work. 
Every moment he now expected a deputation from the 
mutineers. The first person he saw was the carpenter, 
who came in to knock in the dead lights in the cabin 
windows. The man was surly, and would give no an- 
swer to any questions ; but Walsingham knew, by the 
hurry of his work, that the fellow thought there was no 
time to be lost. Twice, before he coHld finish what he 
was about, messages came from Captain Jefferies , to order 
him to something else. Then a violent crash above 
from the fall of a mast ; and then he hear4 one cry, * 111 
be cursed if I should care, if we did but know where- 
abouts we are.' Then all was in such uproar, that no 
voices could be distinguished. At last his cabin-door 
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uBlocked, and many voices called upon him at once to 
come upon deck that instant and save the ship. Wal- 
singham absolutely refused to do any thing for tliem till 
they returned to their duty, delivered up to him their 
arniis, and their ringleader, Jefferies. At thi^ answer 
they stood aghast. Some tried entreaties, seme threats : 
aU in vain. Walsingham coolly said he would go to the 
bottom along with the ship rather than say a word to 
save them till they submitted. The storm blew stronger 
— the danget every moment increasing. One of the 
mutineers came with a drawn cutlass, another levelled 
a blunderbuss at Walsingham, swearing to despatch him 
that instant, if he would not tell them where they were 
'Murder me, and you will be hanged; persist in your 
mutiny, you'll be drowned,' said Walsingham. * You'll 
never make me swerve from my duty, and you know it 
— you have my answer.' The enraged sailors seized 
him in their arms, and carried him by force upon deck, 
where the sight of the danger and the cries of * Throw 
him overboard ! — over with him !' only seemed to fortify 
his resolution. Not a word, not a sign could they get 
from him. The rudder was now unshipped I At this 
the sailors' fury turned suddenly upon Jeflferies, who 
between terror and ignorance was utterly incapacitated. 
They seized, bound, gave him up to Walsingham, re- 
turned to their duty ; and then, and not till then, Wal- 
singham resumed his command. Walsingham's voice, 
once more heard, inspired confidence, and with the 
hopes revived the exertions of the sailors. I am not 
seaman enough to tell you how the ship was saved ; but 
that it was saved, and saved by Walsingham, is certain. 
I remember only that he made the ship manageable by 
some coiv^rivance which he substituted in place pf the 
rudder, that had been unshipped. The storm abating, 
he made for the first port, to repair the ship's damages, 
intending to return to Jamaica, to deliver her up to her 
captain ; but, from a vessel they spoke at sea, he learned 
that Jemmison was gone to England in a. merchantman. 
To Sngland then Walsingham prepared to follow." 

" And with this rebel crew !" cried Beaumont ; " think, 
Mr. Palmer, what a situation he was in, knowing, as he 
did, that every rascal of them would sooner go to the 
devil than go', home, where they knew they must be 
tried for their mutiny." 

** WeU, sir, well !" said ftjr. Pataaer. " Did they rwi 
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away with the ship a second time ? or how did he 
manage ?" 

" He called them all one morning together on deck; 
and pointing to the place where the gunpowder waa 
kept, he said, ' I have means of blowing up the ship. 
If ever you attempt to mutiny again, the first finger you 
lay upon me, I blow her up instantly.' They had found 
him to be a man of resolution. They kept to their 
duty. Not a symptom of disobedience during the rest 
■"of the voyage. In their passage they fell in with an 
"enemy's ship, far superior to them in force. * There, 
my lads J.' said Walsingham, *if you have a mind to 
earn your pardons, there's your best chance. Take her 
home with you to your captain and your king.' A loud 
cheer was their answer. They fought like devils to 
redeem themselves. Walsingham — ^but without stop- 
ping to make his panegyric, I need only tell you that 
Walsingham's conduct and intrepidity were this time 
crowned with success. He took the enemy's ship, and 
carried |t in triumph into Portsmouth. Jemmison was 
on the platform when they came in ; and what a mortify- 
ing sight it was to him, and what a proud hour to Wal- 
singham, you may imagine! Having deUvered the 
Dreadnaught and her prize over to his captain, the next 
thing to be thought of was the trial of the mutineers. 
All except .Tefferies obtained a pardon, in consideration 
of their return to duty, and their subsequent services. 
JefFeries was hanged at the yard-arm. The trial of the 
mutineers brought on, as Jemmison foresaw it must, 
many animadversions on his own conduct. Powerful 
connexions, and his friends in place, silenced, as much 
as possible, the public voice. Jemmison gave excellent 
dinners, and endeavoured to drown the whole affair in 
his choice champaign and London particular Madeira ; so 
his health, and success to the British navy, was drunk 
in bumper toasts." 

" Ay, ay, they think to dp every thing now in Eng- 
land by dinners, and bumper toasts, and three times 
three," said Mr. Palmer. 

" But it did not do in this instance," said Beaumont, in 
a tone of exultation : " it did not do." 

" No," continued Mr. Walsingham ; " though Jemrai- 
son's dinners went down vastly Well with a party, they 
did not satisfy the public. The opposition papers grew 
clamorous, and the business was taken up so strongly« 



9t TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

and it raised such a cry against the ministry, that they 
were obliged to bring Jemmison to a court-martial." 

" The puppy ! I'm glad of it, with all my soul. And 
how did he look then 1" said Mr. Palmer. 

** Vastly like a gentleman ; that was all that even his 
friends could say for him. The person he was most 
afraid of on the trial was Walsingham. In this appre- 
hension he was confirmed by certain of his friends, 
who had attempted to sound Walsingham as to the na- 
ture of the evidence he intended to give. They all 
reported, that they could draw nothing out of him, and 
that he was an impracticable fellow; for his .constant 
answer was, that his evidence should be given in court, 
and nowhere else." 

" Even to his most intimate friends," interrupted Mr. 
Beaumont, " even to me, who was in the house with 
him all the time the trial was going on, he did not teU 
what his evidence would be." 

" When the day of trial came — " pursued Mr. Wal- 
singham. 

** Don't forget Admiral Dashleigh," — said Mr. Beau- 
mont. 

" No ; who can forget him that knows him 1" said 
Walsingham : " a warm, generous friend, open-hearted 
as he is brave — he came to Captain Walsingham the 
day before the court-martial was to sit. * I know, Wal- 
singham, you don't like my cousin Jemmison,' said he, 
' nor do I much, for he is a puppy, and 1 never could like 
a puppy, related to me or not ; be that as it may, you'll 
do him justice, I'm sure ; for though he is a puppy he 
is a brave fellow — and here, for party purposes, they 
have raised a cry of his being a coward, and want to 
shoot him pour encourager les auires. What you say 
will damn or save him ; arid I have too good an opinion 
of you to think that any old grudge, though you might 
have cause for it, would stand in his way.' Walsing- 
ham answered as usual, that his opinion and his evi- 
dence would be known on Ihe day of trial. Dashleigh 
went away very ill-satisfied, and persuaded that Wal- 
singham harboured revenge against his relation. At 
last, when he was called upon in court, W^alsingham's 
conduct was both just and generous; for though his 
answers spoke the exact truth, yet he brought forward 
nothing to the disadvantage of Jemmison, but what 
truth compelled him to state; and in his captain*a 
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favour, on the contrary, he spoke so strongly of his in- 
trepidity, and of the gallant actions which in former 
instances he had performed in the service, as quite to 
efface the recollection of his foppery and epicurism, and, 
as much as possible, to excuse his negligence. Wal- 
singham^s evidence absolutely confuted the unjust charge 
or suspicion, of cowardice that had been raised against 
Jemmison ; and made such an impression in his favour, 
that, instead of being dismissed the service, or even 
having his ship taken from him, as was expected, Jem- 
mison got off with a reprimand." 

" Which 1 am sure he well deserved," said Mr. Pal- 
mer. 

** But certainly Walsingham was right not to let him 
be run down by a popular cry, especially as he had used 
him ill," said Mr, Beaumoift. 

" Well, well ! — I don't care about the puppy," cried 
Mr. Palmer; "only go on." 

'* No sooner was the trial over, and the sentence of 
the court made known, than Admiral Dashleigh, full of 
joy, admiration, and gratitude, pushed his way towards 
Walsingham, and stretching out his liand, exclaimed, 
' Shake hands, Walsingham, and forgive me, or I can't 
forgive myself. I suspected you yesterday morning of 
bearing malice against that coxcomb, who deserved to 
be laughed at, but not to be shot. By G— -, Walsing- 
ham, you're an honest fellow, I find.' — * And have you 
but just found that out, admiral V said Walsingham, with 
a proud smile. ' Harkee, my lad,' said Dashleigh, call- 
ing after him, * remember, I'm your friend, at all events. 
T^e it as you will, I'll make you mine yet, before I've 
done with you.' Walsingham knew that at this time 
Admiral Dashleigh's friends were in power, and that 
Dashleigh himself had great influence with the Admi- 
ralty ; and he probably treated the admiral thus haugh- 
tily to show that he had no interested views or hopes. 
Dashleigh understood this, for he now comprehended 
W^alsingham's character perfectly. Immediately after 
the trial, Walsingham was made commander, in conse- 
quence of his having saved the Dreadnaught, and his 
having taken 1' Ambuscade. With this appointment 
Dashleigh had nothing to do. But he never ceased ex- 
erting himself, emplojring all the interest of his high 
connexions, and all the personal influence of his great 
abilities, to have Walsingham made post, and to get him 
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a ship. He succeeded at last : but he never gave the 
least hint that it was done by his interest ; <br, he said, 
he knew that Walsingham had such nice notions, and 
was such a proud principled fellow, that he would not 
enjoy his promotion, if he thought he owed it to any 
thing upon earth but his own merit. So a handsome 
lett*^r was written by the secretary of the Admiralty to 
Captain Walsingham, by their lordships' desire, inform- 
ing him, * that in consideration of his services and merit, 
hip majesty had been pleased to make him post-captain, 
and tu appoint him to the command of T Ambuscade (the 
prize he took), which would be sent out on the first oc- 
casion.' The secretary * begged leave to add expres- 
sions of his private satisfaction on an appointment so 
likely to be advantageous to the public,' &c. In short, 
it was all done so properly and so plausibly, that even 
Waisingham never suspected any secret influence, nor 
did he And out the part Dashleigh had taken in the busi- 
ness till several months afterwmxl, when a discreet friend 
mentioned it by accident." 

" I was that discreet friend," said Mr. Beaumont. 

" Well, all this is very good, but there's no love in this 
story," said Mr. Palmer. " I hope your hero is not too 
proud to fall in love V 

" Too proud ! — We are told, you know, that the great- 
est hero, in the intervals of war, resigned 

* To tender passions all his mighty mind.* " 

" Tender passions ! — Captain Waisingham is in love, 
then, hey ?" said Mr. Palmer. " And may I ask — Bless 
me ! I shall be very sorry if it is with anybody but— 
May I ask to whom he is attached 1" 

" That is a question that I am not quite at libei-ty per- 
haps to answer," said Mr. Waisingham. " During the 
interval between his return in the Dreadnaught and his 
being appointed to TAmbuscade, an interval of abont 
eighteen months, which he spent in the country here 
with me, he had time to become thoroughly acquainted 
with a very amiable young lady — ^" 

" A very amiable young lady ! and in this neighbour- 
hood !" interrupted Mr. Palmer ; " it must be the very 
person I mean, the very person I wish." 

" Do not ask me any more," said Mr. Waisingham ; 
^ for my friend never' declared his attachment, and I 
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bave no right to declare it for him. He was not, at the 
time I speak of, in circumstances to marry ; therefore 
he honourably concealed, or rather suppressed, his pas- 
sion, resolving not to attempt to engage the young lady's 
affections till he should have made a fortune sufficient 
to support her in her own rank in hfe." 

"Well, now, that's all done, thank Heaven!" cried 
Palmer : " he has fortune enough now, or we can help 
him out, you know. This is excellent, excellent! — 
Come, is it not time for us to go to the ladies ? I'm im- 
patient to tell this to Mrs. Beaumont." 

** Stay, my good Mr. Palmer," said Mr. Walsingham. 
" What are you jjoing to do !" 

" Let me alone, let me alone — 111 only tell what I 
guess— depend upon it, I guess right — and it may do a 
^eat deal of good to tell it to Mrs. Beaumont, and 
it will give her a great deal of pleasure — trust me — 
trust me." 

" I do trust you — but perhaps you may be mistaken." 

'^ Not at all, not at all, depend upon it ; so, let me go 
to her this minute." 

" But stop, my dear sir," cried Mr. Beaumont, " stop, 
for another reason ; let me beg you to sit down again — 
I am not clear that Captain Walsingham is not at this 
instant in love with — perhaps, as it is reported, married 
to a Spanish lady, whom he has carried off out of a con- 
vent at ******, and whom I understand he is bringing 
home with him." 

" Heyday ! a Spanish lady !" said Mr. Palmer, return- 
ing slowly to his seat with a fallen countenance. " How's 
this 1 — By St. George, this is unlucky ! But how's this, 
I say 1" 

" You did not let us finish our story," said Mr. Beau- 
mont, " or we should have told you." 

" Let me hear the end of it now," said Mr. Palmer, 
sitting down again, and preparing himself with several 
pinches of snuff. But just at this instant a servant came 
to say that coffee was ready. 

" I will never stir from this spot for coffee or any 
thing else," said Mr. Palmer, " tiJlI know the history of 
the Spanish lady." 

" Then the shortest and best way 1 have of telling it 
to you is, to beg you to read this letter, which contains 
all I know of the matter," said Mr. Beaumont. " This 
letter is from young Birch to his parents : we have never 
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heard a syllable directly from Walsingham himself ask 
this subject. Since he reached Lisbon we have had no 
letters from him, except that short epistle which brou^rht 
us an account of his taking the treasure-ship. But we 
shall see him soon, and know the truth of this story ; 
and hear whether he prefers his Spanish or his £ngiish 
mistress." 

*^ Tore George ! I wish this Spanish woman had staid 
in her convent," said Mr. Palmer ; " I don't like runaway 
ladies. But J»»t us see what this letter says for her." 

The letter is the same that Mr. Beaumont read some 
time ago, therefore it need not here be inserted. Before 
Mr. Palmer had finished perusing it, a second message 
came to say that the ladies waited tea, and that Mrs. 
Beaumont wished not to be late going home, as there 
was no moon. Mr. Palmer, nevertheless, finished the 
letter before he stirred : and then, with a heavy sigh, he 
rose and said, ** I now wish, more than ever, that our 
captain would come home this night, before I go, and 
dear up this business. I don't like this Spanish plot, this 
double intrigue. Ah, dear me ! — I shall be obliged to 
sail — I shall be in Jamaica before the fifth act." 

*' How expectation loads the wings of time !" ex* 
claimed Mrs. Beaumont, as the gentlemen entered the 
drawing-room. " Here we have been all day expecting 
our dear Captain Walsingham, and the time has seemed 
so long ! — The only time 1 ever found long in this house." 

" I should like to know," said Mr. Walsingham, after 
a bow of due acknowledgement to Mrs. Beaumont for 
her compliment, " I should like to know whether time 
appears to pass most slowly to those that hope or those 
that fear." 

Mrs. Beaumont handed cofiee to Mr. Palmer, without 
attempting to answer this question. 

*' To those that hope, I should think," said Mr. 
Palmer ; *' for hope long deferred maketh the heart sick ; 
and time, I can answer for it, passes most slowly to 
those who are sick." 

" * Slow as the year's doll circle seems to ran, 
Wlien the brisk miaor pants Tor twenty-one.' ** 

said Mr. Walsingham, smiling, as he looked at young 
Beaumont. ** But I think it is the mixture of fear with 
hope that makes time appear to pass slowly." 
*' And is hope ever free from that mixture f" said Miss 
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Walsin^ham. ** Does not hope without fear become 
certainty, and fear without hope despair? Can hope 
over be perfectly free from some mixture of fear 1" 

" O, dear me ! yes, to be sure," said Miss Hunter ; 
^' for hope's the most opposite thing that ever was to 
fear : as different as black and white ; for, surely, every- 
body knows that hope is just the contrary to fear ; and 
when one says / hope, one does not ever mean / fear — 
surely, you know, Mrs. Beaumont ?" 

" I am the worst metaphysician in the world," said 
Mrs. Beaumont ; '* I have not head enough to analyze 
my heart." 

" Nor I neither," said Miss Hunter : " Heigho !" (very 
audibly.) 

'* Hark !" cried Mr. Beaumont, '* I think I hear ahorse 
galloping ! It is he ! it is Walsingham !" 

Out ran Beaumont, full speed, to meet his friend ; 
while, with more sober joy, Mr. Walsingham waited on 
the steps, where all the company assembled, Mr. Palmer 
foremost, with a face full of benevolent pleasure ; Mrs. 
Beaumont congratulating everybody, but nobody listen- 
ing to her ; luckily for her, all were too heartily occu- 
pied with their own feehngs to see how ill her counte- 
nance suited her words. The sound of the galloping of 
the horse ceased for a minute — then recommenced ; but 
before it could be settled whether it was coming nearer 
or going farther away, Mr. Beaumont returned with a 
note in his hand. 

" Not Walsingham— only Birch— confound him !" said 
Mr. Beaumont, out of breath. " Confound him, what a 
race I took, and how disappointed I was when I saw 
Birch's face ; and yet it is no fault of his, poor lad 1" 

'* But why did not he come up to the house 1 Why 
did not you let us see him ?" said Mr. Walsingham. 

" I could not keep him, he was in such a hurry to go 
home to his father and mother, he would only stop to 
give this note." 

" From Walsingham t Read, quick." 

" Plymouth, 5 o'clock, A. M. Just landed 

" Dear Friends — I cannot have the pleasure of seeing 
you, as I had hoped to do, this day — I am obliged to go to 
London instantly, on bujiness that must not be delayed— 
Cannot tell when I can be with you — ^hope in a few days. 
Well and happy, and ever yours, H. Walsinobliu '* 

Vol. Vn.— E 
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All stood silent with looks of disappointment, except 
Mrs. Beaumont, who reiterated, " What a pity ! What 
a sad pity ! What a disappointment ! What a terrible 
disappHointment !" 

*' Business !" said Mr. Beaumont. *' Curse his business ! 
he should think of his friends first. '^ 

*' Most likely his business is for his friends,^^ said Miss 
Walsingham. 

" That's right, my dear little defender of the absent," 
said Mr. Walsingham. 

" Business !" repeated Mr. Palmer. " Hum ! I like 
business better than pleasure — I will be patient, if it is 
really business that keeps him away from us." 

" Depend upon it," said Miss Walsingham, " nothing 
but business can keep him away from us ; his pleasure 
is always at home." 

'' I am thinking," said Mr. Palmer, drawing Mr. Wal- 
singham aside, " I am thinking whether he has really 
brought this Spanish lady home with him, and what wiU 
become of her — of him, I mean. I wish 1 was not going 
to Jamaica !" 

" Then, my dear sir, where is the necessity of your 
going 1" 

" My health — my health — the physicians say I cannot 
live in England." 

Mr. Walsingham, who had but little faith in physicians, 
laughed, and exclaimed, " But, my dear sir, when you 
see so many men alive in England at this instant, why 
should you believe in the impossibility of your living 
oven in this pestiferous country t" 

Mr. Palmer half-smiled, felt for his snuff-box, and 
then replied, " I am sure I should like to live in Eng- 
land if my health would let me ; but," continued he, his 
face groMring longer, and taking the h}rpochondriac cast 
as he pronounced the word, " but, Mr. Walsingham, you 
don't consider that my health is really — ^really — " 

" Really very good, I see," interrupted Mr. Walsing. 
ham, " and I am heartily glad to see it." 

" Sir ! sir ! you do not see it, I assure you. I have 
a great opinion of your judgment, but as you are not a 
physician— " 

" And because I have not taken out my diploma, you 
think I can neither see nor understand," interrupted Mr, 
Walsingham. " But, nevertheless, give me leave to feel 
your pulse." 



#• 



** Do you really understand a poise ?" said Mr. Palmert 

tKuring his wrist, and sighing. 

^' As good a pulse as ever man had," pronounced Bfr. 
Walsinghank 

" You don't say so ! why the physicians tcU rae— " 

" Never mind what they tell you — ^if they told you the 
truth, they'd tell you they want fees." 

Mrs. Beaumont, quite startled by the tremendously 
loud voice in which Mr. Walsingham pronounced the 
word truth, rose, and rang the beU for her carriage. 

" Mr. Palmer," said she, " I am afraid we must run 
away, for I dread the night air for invalids." 

" My good madam, I am at your orders," answered Mr, 
Palmer, buttoning himself up to the chin. 

^' Mrs. Beaumont, surely you don't think this gentle« 
man an mvalid 1" said Mr. Walsingham. 

" I only wish he would not think himself such," re- 
plied Mrs. Beaumont. 

" Ah ! my dear friends," said Mr. Palmer, " I really 
am, I certainly am a sad — sad — " 

" Hypochondriac," said Mr. Walsingham. " Pardon 
me — ^you are indeed, and everybody is afraid to tell you 
so but myself." 

Mrs. Beaumont anxiously looked out of the window 
to see if her carriage was come to the door. 

*' Hypochondriac ! not in the least, my dear sir," said 

Mr. Palmer. " If you were to hear what Dr. and 

Dr. say of my case, and your own Dr. Wheeler 

here, who has a great reputation too — shall I tell you 
what he says V 

In a low voice, Mr. Palmer, holding Mr. Walsingham 
by the button, proceeded to recapitulate some of Dr. 
Wheeler's prognostics ; and at every pause Mr. Wal- 
singham turned impatiently, so as almost to twist oflf the 
detaining button, repeating, in the words of the King of 
Prussia to his physician, " CPest un Ane ! (Test un dne ! 
UPest un Ane /" — " Pshaw ! I don't understand French," 
cried Mr. Palmer, angrily. His warmth obliged him to 
think of unbuttoning his coat, which operation (after 
stretching liis neckcloth to remove an uneasy feeling in 
his throat) he was commencing) when Mrs. Beaumont 
graciously stopped his hand. 

'^ The carriage is at the door, my dear sir : instead 
of unbuttoning your coat, had not you better put this cam-. 

E2 
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brie handkerchief round your throat before we go i&io 
♦he cold air 1" 

Mr. Palmer put it on, as if in defiance of Mr. Walsinff- 
hara, and followed Mrs. Beaumont, who led him off m 
triumph. Before he reached the carriage-door, however, 
his anger had spent its harmless force ; and stopping to 
shake hands with him, Mr. Palmer said, " My good Mr. 
Walsingham, I am obliged to you. I am sure you wish 
me well, and I thank you for speaking so freely ; I love 
honest friends — but as to my being hypochondriac, be- 
lieve me, you are mistaken !" 

" And as to Dr. Wheeler," said Mrs. Beaumont, as 
she drew up the glass of the carriage, and as they drove 
from the door, " Dr. Wheeler certainly does not deserve 
to be called un Ane, for he is a man of whose medical 
judgment 1 have the highest opinion. Though I am 
sure I am very candid to acknowledge it in the present 
case, when his opinion is so much against my wishes, 
and all our wishes, and must, I fear, deprive us so soon 
of the company of our dear Mr. Palmer." 

" Why, yes, 1 must go, I must go to Jamaica," said 
Mr. Palmer, in a more determined tone than he had yet 
spoken on the subject. 

Mrs. Beaumont silently rejoiced ; and as her son im- 
prudently went on arguing in favour of his own wishes, 
she leaned back in the carriage, and gave herself up to 
a pleasing revery, in which she anticipated the suc- 
cessful completion of all her schemes. Relieved from the 
apprehension that Captain W^alsingham's arrival might 
disconcert her projects, she was now still further reas- 
sured by Mr. Palmer's resolution to sail immediately. 
One day more, and she was safe. Let Mr. Palmer but 
sail without seeing Captain Walsingham, and this was 
all Mrs. Beaumont asked of fortune ; the rest her own 
genius would obtain. She was so absorbed in thought, 
that she did not know she was come home, till the car- 
riage stopped at her door. Sometimes, indeed, her 
revery had been interrupted by Mr. Palmer's praises 
of the Walsinghams, and by a conversation which she 
heard going on about Captain Waisingham's life and 
adventures : but Captain Walsingham was safe in Lon- 
don ; and while he was at that distance, she could hear 
to hear his eulogium. Having lamented that she had 
been deprived of her dear Amelia all this day, and hav- 
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Ing arranged her plan of operations for the mOTTOW, 
Mrs. Beaumont retired to rest. And even in dreams her 
genius invented fresh expedients, wrote notes of apol- 
ogy, or made speeches of circumvention. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" And DOW, atf oft in some diatMnpei'd stale. 
On one nice trick depends the general flite."-- Pors. 

That old politician, the Cardinal of Lorraine, used to 
say, that '* A lie believed but for one hour doth many 
times in a nation produce effects of seven years' con- 
tinuance." At this rate what wonderful effects might 
our heroine have produced, had she practised in public 
life, instead of confining her genius to family politics I 
The game seemed now in her own hands. The day, 
the important day, on which all her accounts with her 
son were to be settled ; the day when Mr. PaJmer's will 
was to be signed, the last day he was to stay in Eng- 
land, arrived. Mr. Beaumont's birthday, his coming of 
age, was of course hailed with every possible demon- 
stration of joy. The village bells rang, the tenants were 
invited to a dinner and a dance, and an ox was to be 
roasted whole ; and the preparations for rejoicing wer« 
heard all over the house. Mr. Palmer's benevolent 
heart was ever ready to take a share in the pleasures 
of his fellow-creatures, especially in the festivities of 
the lower classes. He ai^eared this morning in high 
good-humour. Mrs. Beaumont, with a smile on her lips, 
yet with a brow of care, was considering how sne 
could ma^e pleasure subservient to interest, and how she 
could get business done in the midst of the amusements 
of the day. Most auspiciously did her day of business 
begin by Mr. Palmer's declaring to her that his will was 
actually made ; that with the exception of certain lega- 
cies, he had left his whole fortune to her during her life, 
with remainder to her son and daughter. "By this 
arrangement," continued he, " I trust I shall ultimately 
serve my good friends the Walsinghams, as I wish ; for 
though I have not seen as much of that family as I 
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sliotQd have been glad to have done, yet the little I have 
seen convinces me that they are worthy people." 

"The most worthy people upon earth. You know 
I have the greatest regard for them," said Mrs. Beau- 
mont. 

" I am really sorry," pursued Mr. Palmer, " that I 
have not been able to maJce acquaintance with Captain 
Walsingham. Mr. Walsingham told me his whole his- 
tory yesterday, and it has prepossessed me much in his 
favour." 

" He is, indeed, a charming, noble-hearted young 
hero," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " and I regret, as much as 
you do, that you cannot see him before you leave Eng- 
land." 

" However," continued Mr. Palmer, " as I was saying, 
the Walsinghams wiU, I trust, be the better sooner or 
later by me ; for I think I foresee that Captain Walsing- 
ham, if a certain Spanish lady were out of the question, 
would propose for Amelia, and would persuade her to 
give up this foohsh fancy of hers for that baronet." 

Mrs. Beaumont shook her head, as if she believed 
tJiis could not possibly be done. 

" Well, well, if it can't be, it can't. The girl's incli- 
nation must not be controlled. I dont wonder, how- 
ever, that you are vexed at missing such a husband for 
her as young Walsingham. But, my ^ood madam, we 
must make the best of it — ^let the girl marry her bar- 
onet. I have left a legacy of some thousands to Cap- 
tain Walsingham, as a token of my esteem for his 
character ; and I am sure, my dear Mrs. Beaumont, his 
interests are in good hands, when I leave them in yours. 
In the mean time, I wish you, as the representative of 
my late good friend, Colonel Beaumont, to enjoy all I 
have during your life." 

Mrs. Beaumont poured forth such a profusion of kind 
and grateful expressions, that Mr. Palmer was quite 
disconcerted. " No more of this, my dear n^adam, no 
more of this. But there was something I was going to 
say, that has gone out of my head. O, it was, that the 
Walsinghams will, I think, stand a good chance of being 
the better for me in another way." 

" How 1" 

" Why you have seen so much more of them than I 
have — don't you, my dear madam, see that Miss Wal- 
singham has made a conquest of your scm ? I thought 
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I was remarkably slow at seeing these things, and yel 
I saw it." 

'' Miss Walsingham is a prodigious favourite of mine. 
But you know Edward is so young, and men don't like 
now-a-days, to marry young," said Mrs. Beaumont. 

" Well, let them manage their affairs their own way," 
said Mr. Palmer ; " all I wish upon earth is to see them 
happy, or rather to hear of their happiness, for I shaD 
not see it, you know, in Jamaica." 

" Alas !" said Mrs. Beaumont, in a most affectionate 
tone, and with a sigh that seemed to come from her 
heart ; '^ alas ! that is such a melancholy thought." 

Mr. Palmer ended the conversation by inquiring whom 
he had best ask to witness his will. Mrs. Beaumont 
proposed Captain Lightbody and Dr. Wheeler. The 
doctor was luckily in the house, for he had been sent 
for this morning, to see her poor Amelia, who had 
caught cold yesterday, and had a slight feverish com* 
plaint. 

This was perfectly true. The anxiety that Amelia 
had suffered of late — ^the fear of being forc^ or en- 
snared to marry a man she disliked — apprehensions 
about the Spanish incognita, and at last the certainty 
that Captain Walsingham would not arrive before Mbr. 
Palmer should have left England, and that consequenthr 
the hopes she had formed from this benevolent friend^ 
interference were vain — all these thin|;s had over- 
powered Amelia ; she had passed a feverish night, and 
was really iU. Mrs. Beaumont at any other time would 
have been much alarmed ; for, duplicity out of the ques- 
tion, she was a fond mother: but she now was well 
contented that her daughter should have a day's con- 
finement to her room, for the sake of keeping her sstfe 
out of the way. So leaving poor Amelia to her fever- 
ish thoughts, we proceed with the business of the day 

Dr. Wheeler, Captain Lightbody, and Mr. Twigg wit- 
nessed the will ; it was executed, and a copy of it de- 
posited with Mrs. Beaumont. This was one great point 
gained. The next object was her jointure. She had 
employed her convenient tame man,* Captain Light- 
body, humbly to suggest to her son that some increase 
of jointure would be proper ; and she was now in anxiety 

* This reminds ua of an exprtssion of Charles the Second :— *' It to rerj 
strange, that erery one of my friends keeps a tame kaave.'''—Jfcte bf tk$ 
SdUar, 
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lo know how these hints, and others which had heed 
made by more remote means, would operate. As she 
was waiting to see Mr. Lightbody in her dressing-room, 
to hear the result of his suggestions^ the door opened 

" Well, Lightbody ! come in — ^what success t" 

She stopped short, for it was not Captain Lightbody, 
it was her son. Without taking any notice of what 
she said, he advanced towards her, and presented a 
deed. 

" You will do me the favour, mother, to accept of this 
addition to your jointure," said he. " It was sdways 
my intention to do this, the moment it should be in my 
power ; and I had flattered myself that you would not 
nave thought it necessary to suggest to me what I knew 
I ought to do, or to hint to me your wishes by any in- 
termediate person." 

Colouring deeply, for it hurt her conscience to be 
found out, Mrs. Beaumont was upon the point of dis- 
avowing her emissary, but she recollected that the 
words which she had used when her son was coming 
into the room might have betrayed her. On the other 
hand, it was not certa|n that he had heard them. She 
hesitated. From the shame of a disavowal, which 
would have answered no purpose but to sink her lower 
in her son's opinion, she was, however, saved by his 
abrupt sincerity. 

" Don't say any thing more about it, dear mother," 
cried he, " but pardon me the pain I have given you at 
a time when indeed I wished only to give pleasure. 
Promise me, that in future you will let me know your 
wishes directly, and from your own lips." 

" Undoubtedly—depend upon it, my dearest son. I 
am quite overpowered. The fact was, that I could not, 
however really and urgently necessary it was to me, 
bring myself to mention with my own lips what, rs a 
direct request from me, I knew you could not and would 
not refuse, however inconvenient it might be to you to 
comply. On this account, and on this account only, I 
wished you not to know my wants from myself, but 
from an intermediate friend." 

" Friend !" — Mr. Beaumont could not help repeating 
with an emphasis of disdain. 

" Friend, I only said by courtesy ; but I wished you 
to know my wants from an intermediate person, that 
you might not feel yourself in any way bound, or qaUed 
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upon, and that the refusal might be imphed and tacit, as 
it were, so that it could lead to no unpleasant feelings 
between us." 

" Ah ! my dear mother," said Mr. Beaumont, " I have 
not your knowledge of the world, or of human nature ; 
but from all I have heard, seen, and felt, I am convinced 
that more unpleasant feelings are created in familieSy 
by these false delicacies, and managements, and hints» 
and go-between friends by courtesy, than ever would 
have been caused by the parties speaking directly to 
one another, and telling the plain truth about their 
thoughts and wishes. Forgive me if I speak too plainly 
^at this moment ; as we are • to live together, 1 hope, 
many years, it may spare us many an ui3iappy hour." 

Mrs. Beaumont wiped her eyes. Her son found it 
difficult to go on, and yet, upon his own principles, it 
was right to proceed. 

" Amelia, ma'am ! I find she is ill this morning." 

" Yes — ^poor child !" 

" I hope, mother — " 

" Since," interrupted Mrs. Beaumont, " my dear son 
wishes always to hear from me the plain and direct 
truth, I must tell him, that, as the guardian of his sister, 
I think myself accountable to no one for my condiwt 
with respect to her ; and that I should look upon any 
interference as an unkind and unjustifiable doubt of m^ 
afiection for my daughter. Rest satisfied with this 
assurance, that her happiness is, in all I do, my first 
object; and, as I have told her a thousand times, na 
force shall be put on her inclinations." 

" I have no more to say, no more to ask," said Mr. 
Beaumont. " This is a distinct, positive declaration, in 
which I will confide, and in future not suffer appear* 
ances to alarm me. A mother would not keep the word 
of promise to the ear, and break it to the hope." 

Mrs. Beaumont, feeling herself change countenance, 
made an attempt to blow her nose, and succeeded in 
hiding her face with her handkerchief. 

"With respect to myself," continued Mr.' Beaumont, , 
*' I should also say, lest you should be in any doubt con-» 
cerning my sentiments, that though I have complied with 
your request to delay for a few weeks — " 

" That you need not repeat, my dear," interrupted Mrs, 
Beaumont. " I understand all that perfectly." 

" Then at the end of this month I shallr-and, I hope 

£3 
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with your entire approbation propose for Miss Walsing- 
ham." 

" Time enough," said Mrs. Beaumont, smiling, and 
tapping her son playfully on the shoulder, " time enough 
to talk of that when the end of the month comes. How 
often have I seen young men like you change their minds, 
and fall in and out of love in the course of one short 
month ! At any rate," continued Mrs. Beaumont, " let us 
pass to the order of the day ; for we have time enough 
to settle other matters ; but the order of the day — a 
tiresome one I confess — is to settle accounts." 

" I am ready — " 

« So am I." 

" Then let us go with the accounts to Mr. Palmer, Who 
is also ready, I am sure." 

" But before we go," said Mrs. Beaumont, whispering, 
" let us settle what is to be said about the debts — your 
debts, you know. I fancy youll agree with me, that the 
less is said about this the better ; and that^ in short, the 
best will be to say nothing." 

" Why so, madam ? surely you don't think I mean to 
conceal my debts from our friend Mr. Palmer, at the 
very moment when I profess to tell him all my affairs, 
and to settle accounts with him and you as my guar- 
dians." 

" With him ! But he has never acted, you know, as one 
of the guardians ; therefore you are not called upon to 
settle accounts with him." 

" Then why, ma'am, did you urge him to come down 
from London, to be present at the settlement of these 
accounts 1" 

" As a compliment, and because I wish him to be 
present as your father's friend; but it is by no means 
essential that he should know every detail." 

" I will do whichever you please, ma'am: I will either 
settle accounts with or without hdm." 

" Oh ! mith him, that is, in his presence, to be sure." 

" Then he must know the whole." 

" Why so ? Your having contracted such debts will 
alter his opinion of your prudence and- of mine, and may 
perhaps essentially alter — alter — ^" 

" His will ] Be it so ; that is the worst that can 
happen. As far as I am concerned, I would rather a 
thousand times it were so, than deceive him into a better 
opinion of me than I deserve." 



" Nobly said ! so like yourself, and like every thing I 
could wish ; but forgive me, if I did for you vrhat indeed 
I would not vnsh you to do for yourself. 1 have already 
told Mr. Palmer that you had no embarrassments; 
therefore you cannot, and I am sure would not, unsay 
what I have said." 

Mr. Beaumont stood fixed in astonishment. 

" But why, mother, did not you tell him the whole V* 

" My dear love, delicacy prevented me. He offered to 
relieve you from any embarrassments, if you had any ; 
but I, having too much delicacy and pride to let my son 
put himself under pecuniary obligations, hastily an- 
swered that you had no debts ; for there was no other 
reply to be made, without offending poor Palmer, and 
hurting his generous feelings, which 1 would not do for 
the universe : and I considered too, that as all Palmer'^ 
fortune will come to us in the end — " 

" Well, ma'am," interrupted Mr. Beaumont, impatient 
of ail these glosses and excuses, ^^ the plain state of the 
case is, that I cannot contradict what my mother has 
said ; therefore I will not settle accounts at all with Mr. 
Palmer." 

" And what excuse can I make to him, after sending for 
him express from London V 

" That I must leave to you, mother." 

" And what reason can I give for thus withdrawing 
our family-confidence from such an old friend, and at the 
very moment when he is doing so much for us all 1" 

" That 1 must leave to you, mother. 1 v^dthdraw no 
confidence. I have pretended none — ^1 will break none." 

"Good heavens! was not all I did and said for your 
interest V 

" Nothing can be for my interest that is not for my 
honour, and for yours, mother. But let us never go over 
the business again. Now to the order of the day." 

" My dear, dear son," said Mrs. Beaumont, "don't speak 
so roughly, so cruelly to me." 

Suddenly softened by seeing the tears standing in his 
mother's eyes, he besought her pardon for the bluntness 
of his manner, and expressed his entire belief in her 
affection and zeal for his interests ; but on the main 
point, that he would not deceive Mr. Palmer, or directly 
or indirectly assert a falsehood, Mr. Beaumont was 
immoveable. In the midst of her entreaties a message 
came from Mr. Palmer^ to say that be was waiting for 
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ihe accounts, which Mrs. Beaumont wished* to settles 
«* WeU," said she, much perplexed, "well, come down to 
him — come, for it is impossible for me to find anj excuse 
after sending for him from London; he would thmk there 
was sometlung worse than there really is. Stay — ^I'U 
ffo down first, and sound him ; and if it won't do without 
we accounts, do you come when I ring the bell ; then 
all I have for it is to run my chance. Perhaps he may 
never recollect what passed about your debts, for the 
dear good old soul has not the best memory in the world ; 
and if he should obstinately remember, why, after all, it's 
(Moly a bit of false dehcacy, and a white he for a friend 
and a son, and we can colour it." 

Down went Mrs.' Beaumont to sound Mr. Palmer; but 
though much might be expected from her address, yet 
she found it unequal to the task of convincing this gen- 
tleman's plain good sense that it would fatigue him to see 
those accounts, which he came so many miles on purpose 
to settle. Perceiving him begin to waken to the sus- 
picion that she had some interest in suppressing the ac- 
counts, and hearing him, in an altered tone, ask, '^ Madam^ 
is there any mystery in these accounts, that I must not 
see them V she instantly rang the bell, and answered, '' O 
none, none in the world ; only we thought — ^that is, I 
feared it might fatigue you too much, my dear friend, 
tost the day before your journey, and I was unwilling to 
k>se so many hours of your good company ; but since 
you are so very kind — there's my son and the papers." 



CHAPTER Xn. 

** A fiice untaught to fdgn ; a jadging eye, 
That darts severe upon a rising fie, 
And strikes a blush through nrontless flattery.** 



To the settlement of accounts they sat down in due 
form ; and it so happened, that though this dear good old 
soul had not the best memory in the world, yet he had 
an obstinate recollection of every word Mrs. Beaumont 
had said about her son's having no debts or embarrass- 
ments. And great and unmanageable was his astonish- 
ment when the truth came to light. " It is not," said he, 
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taming to Mr. Beaumont, " that I am astonished at your 
having debts ; I am sorry for that, to be sm'e ; but youn^ 
men are often a little extravagant or so, and I dare say 
— ^particularly as you are so candid and make no excuses 
about it — I dare say you will be more prudent in future, 
and give up the race-horses, as you promise. But — why 
did not Madam Beaumont tell me the truth ! Why make 
a mystery, when I wanted nothing but to serve my 
friends ? It was not using me well — it was not using 
yourself well. Madam, madam, I am vexed to the heart, 
and would not for a thousand pounds, — ay, fool as I am, 
not for ten thousand poimds, this had happened to me 
from my good friend the colonel's widow — a man thai 
would as soon have cut his hand off. Oh, madam! 
Madam Beaumont ! you have struck me a hard blow at 
my time of Ufe. Any thing but this I could have borne ; 
but to have one's confidence and old friendships shaken 
at my time of life!" 

Mrs. Beaumont was, in her turn, in unfeigned astonish^ 
ment ; for Mr. Palmer took the matter more seriously, 
and seemed more hurt by this discovery of a trifling de- 
viation from truth than she had foreseen, or than she 
could have conceived to be possible, in a case where 
neither his interest nor any one of his passions was con- 
cerned. It was in vain that she palliated and explained, 
and talked of delicacy, and generosity, and phde, and 
maternal feelings, and the feelings of a friend, and all 
manner of fine and double-refined sentiments ; still Mr. 
Palmer's sturdy plain sense could not be made to com- 
prehend that a falsehood is not a falsehood, or that de- 
ceiving a friend is using him well. Her son suffered for 
her, as his countenance and his painful and abashed 
silence plainly showed. 

" And does not even my son say any thing for me ? 
Is this friendly?" said she, unable to enter into his feel- 
ings, and thinking that the part of a friend was to miike 
apologies, right or wrong. Mr. Palmer shook hands 
with Mr. Beaumont, and, without uttering a syllable, 
they understood one another perfectly. Mr. Beaumont 
left the room ; and Mrs. Beaumont burst into tears. 
Mr. Palmer, wiih^eat good-nature, tried to assuage that 
shame and compunction which he imagined that she 
felt. He observed, that, to be sure, she must feel mor- 
tified and vexed with herself, but that he was persuaded 
nothing but some mistaken notion of delicacy could have 
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led her to do what her principles must condemn. Im* 
mediately she said all that she saw would please Mr. 
Palmer ; and, following the lead of his mind, she at last 
confirmed him in the opinion that this was an accidental 
not an habitual deviation from truth. His confidence in 
her was broken, but not utterly destroyed. 

" As to the debt," resumed Mr. Palmer, " do not let 
that give you a moment's concern ; I will put that out 
of the question in a few minutes. My share in the cargo 
of the Anne, which I see is just saifely arrived in the 
Dovnis, will more than pay this debt. Your son shadl 
enter upon his estate unencumbered. No, no — don't 
thank me ; I won't cheat you of your thanks ; it is your 
son must thank me for this. I do it on his account. I 
like the young man. There is an ingenuousness, an 
honourable frankness about him that I love. Instead 
of his bond for the money I shall ask his promise never 
to have any thing more to do with race-horses or New- 
market ; and his promise I shall think as good as if it 
were his bond. Now I am not throvnng money away ; 
I'm not doing an idle ostentatious thi^, but one that 
may, and I hope will, be essentially useM. For, look 
you here, my good — ^look here, Mrs. Beaumont: a youth 
who finds himself encumbered vnth debt on coming to 
his estate is apt to think of freeing himself by marrying 
a fortune instead of a woman ; now instead of freeing a 
man, this fetters him for Ufe : and what sort of a friend 
must that be who, if he could prevent it, would let this 
be done for a few thousand pounds ? So I'll go before I 
take another pinch of snuff, and draw him an order upon 
the cargo of the Anne, lest I should forget it in the hurry 
of packing and taking leave, and all those uncomfortable 
things." 

He left Madam Beaumont to her feelings, or her reflec- 
tions ; and, in a few minutes, with an order for the money 
in his hand, went over the house in search of his young 
friend. Mr. Beaumont came out of his sister's room on 
hearing himself called. 

" Here," said Mr. Palmer, " is a little business for you 
to do. Read this order over ; see that it is right, and 
endorse it — mind — and never let me hear one word 
more about it — only by way of acknowledgment — ask 
your mother what you are to give me. But don't read 
it till you are out of my sight. — ^Is Amelia up t Can I 
•fteherV 
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'' Yes ; up and in her dressing-room. Do, dear sir, go 
in and see her, for my mother says she is too feverish 
to leave her room to-day ; but I am sure that it will 
make her ten times worse to be prevented from seeing 
yoft the last day you are with us." 

"Does the little gipsy then care so much for mel — 
that's fair ; for I am her friend, and will prove it to her, 
by giving up my own fancies to hers : so trust me with 
her, tete-d-tSte, young gentleman ; go off, if you please, 
and do your own business." 

Mr. Palmer knocked at Amelia's door, and fancying 
he heard an answer of admittance, went in. 

" O Mr. Palmer, my good Mr. Palmer, is it you V 

" Yes ; but you seem not above half to know whether 
you are glad or sorry to see your good Mr. Palmer ; for 
while you hold out your hand, you turn away your face 
from me. Dear, dear! what a burning hand, and how 
the pulse goes and flutters! What does Dr. Wheeler 
say to this 1 I am a bit of a physician myself — let me 
look at you. What's this? eyes as red as ferrets'— 
begging your eyes' pardon, young lady — ^What's this 
about? Come," said he, drawing a chair and sitting 
down close beside her, " no mysteries — ^no mysteries— 
I hate mysteries ; besides, we have not time for them. 
Consider, I go to-morrow, and have all my shirts to pack 
up : ay, smile, lady, as your father used to do ; and open 
your whole heart to me, as he always did. Consider 
me as an old friend." 

"I do consider you as a sincere, excellent friend," 
said Amelia; "but — ^" Amelia knew that she could 
not explain herself without disobeying, and perhaps be- 
traying, hei" mother. 

" No huts,''^ said Mr. Palmer, talking hold of her hand. 
" Come, my little Amelia, before you have put that ring 
on and off your pretty finger fifty times more, tell me 
whom you would wish to put a ring on this finger for 
life 1" 

" Ah ! that is the thing I cannot tell you !" said Amelia. 
" Were 1 alone concerned, I would tell you every thing ; 
but — ask me no more, 1 cannot tell you the whole truth." 
" Then there's something wrong somewhere or other. 
Whenever people tell me they cannot speak the truth, I 
always say, then there's something wrong. Give me 
leave, Amelia, to ask — " 
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<* Don't question me," said Amelia: ''talk to my 
mother. I don't know how I ought to answer you." 

" Not know haw ! 'Fore George ! this is strange ! A 
strange house, where one can't get at the simplest truth 
without a world of difficulty — mother and daughter all 
alike ; not one of 'em but the son can, for the soul of 
'em, give a plain answer to a plain question. Not know 
haw ! as if it was a science to tel) the truth. Not know 
how ! as if a person could not talk to me, honest old 
Richard Palmer, without knowing haw ! as if it was how 
to baffle a lawyer on a cross-examination — Not know haw 
to answer one's own friend ! Ah, this is not the way 
your father and I used to go on, Miss Beaumont. Nay, 
nay, don't cry now, or that will finish oversetting the 
little temper I have left, for I can't bear to see a woman 
cry, especially a young woman like you ; it breaks my 
heart, old as it is, and fool that I am, that ought to know 
your sex better by this time than to let a few tears 
drown m^jr common sense. Well, young lady, be that as 
it may, smce you won't tell me your mind, I must tell 
you your mind, for I happen to know it — ^Yes, I do^ 
your mother bid me spare your delicacy, and I would, 
but that I have not time ; besides, I douT understand, 
nor see what good is got, but a great deal of mischief, 
by these cursed new-fashioned delicacies : wherefore, 
in plain English, I tell you, I don't like Sir John Hunter, 
and I do like Captain Walsingham ; and I did wish you 
married to Captain Walsingham — you need not start so, 
for I say did — I don't wish it now ; for since your heart 
is set upon Sir John Hunter, God forbid I should want 
to give Captain Walsingham a wife without a heart. So 
I have only to add, that notwithstanding my own fancy 
or judgment, I have done my best to persuade your 
mother to let you have the man, or the baronet, of your 
choice. 1 will go further : I'U make it a point with her, 
and bring you both together ; for there's no other way, 
I see, of understanding you ; and get a promise of her 
consent ; and then I hope I shall leave you all satisfied, 
and without any mysteries. And, in the mean time," 
added Mr. Palmer, taking out of his coat-pocket a 
morocco leather case, and throwing it down on the table 
before Amelia, " everybody should be made happy their 
own way : there are some diamonds for Lady Hunter, 
and God bless you." 
" Oh, sir, stay !" cried Amelia» rising eagerly ; " dear, 
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good Mr. Palmer, keep your diamonds, and leave me 
your esteem and love." 

^^ That I can't, unless you speak openly to me. It ia 
out of nature. Don't kneel--don't. God bless you! 
young lady, you have my pity ; for indeed," turning and 
looking at her, " you seem very miserable, and look very 
sincere." 

" If my mother was here ! — I must see my mother,** 
exclaimed Amelia. 

" Where's the difficulty ? I'll go for her this instant," 
said Mr. Palmer, who was not a man to let a romance 
trail on to six volumes for want of going six yards ; or 
for want of somebody's coming into a room at the right 
minute for explanation ; or from some of those trivial 
causes by which adepts contrive to delude us at the very 
moment of expectation. While Mr. Palmer was going 
for Mrs. Beaumont, Amelia waited in terrible anxiety. 
The door was open ; and as she looked into the gallery 
which led to her room, she saw Mr. Palmer and her 
mother as they came along, talking together. Knowing 
every symptom of suppressed passion in her mother's 
countenance, she was quite terrified, by indications 
which passed unnoticed by Mr. Palmer. As her mother 
approached, Amelia hid her face in her hands for a mo- 
ment, but gaining courage from the consciousness of 
integrity, and from a determination to act openly, she 
looked up ; and, rising with dignity, said, in a gentle but 
firm voice, — " Mother, I hope you will not think that 
there is any impropriety in my speaking to our friend 
IVf r. Palmer, with the same' opemiess with which I have 
always spoken to you t" 

" My dear child," interrupted Mrs. Beaumont, em- 
bracing Amelia with a sudden change of manner and 
countenance, " my sweet child, I have tried you to the 
utmost ; forgive me ; all your trials now are over, and 
you must allow me the pleasure of telling our excellent 
friend Mr. Palmer, what I know will delight him almost 
as much as it delights me — that the choice of Amelia's 
heart, Mr. Palmer, is worthy of her, just what we all 
wished." 

" Captain Walsingham !" exclaimed Mr. Palmer, with 
joyful astonishment. 

" Sit down, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, seating 
Amelia, who from the surprise at this sudden change in 
her mother, and from the confusion of feelings which 
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overwhelmed her at this moment, was near fainting: 
" we are too much for her ; I have been too abrupt," 
continued Mrs. Beaumont : " open the window, will you, 
my good sir? and," whispering, "let us not say any 
more to her at present ; you see it won't do." 

" I am well, quite well again, now," said Amelia, ex- 
erting herself. "Don't leave, don't forsake me, Mr. 
Palmer ; pray don't go," holding out her hand to Mr. 
Palmer. 

" My dear AmeUa," said Mrs. Beaumont, " don't talk, 
don't exert yourself; pray lie still on the sofa." 

"Her colour is come back; she looks like herselT 
again," said Mr. Pahner, seating himself beside her, re- 
gardless of Mrs. Beaumont's prohibitory looks. " Since 
my little AmeUa wishes me to stay, I'll not go. So, my 
child — but I won't hurry you — I only want one sign of 
the head to confirm the truth of what your mother has 
just told me, for nobody can tell what passes in a young 
lady's heart but herself. So then, it is not that sprig of 
quality, that selfish spendthrift, that Sir John Hunter, 
who has your heart — ^hey ?" 

"No, no, no," answered Amelia; "I never did, I 
never could like such a man !" 

" Why, I thought not— I thought it was impossible ; 
but—" 

Mrs. Beaumont, alarmed beyond conception, suddenly 
put her hand before Mr. Palmer's mouth, to prevent him 
from finishing his sentence, and exposing the whole of 
her shameful duplicity to her daughter. 

" Absolutely I must, and do hereby interpose my ma- 
ternal authority, and forbid all agitating explanations 
while Amelia is in her present state. Dr. Wheeler says 
she is terribly feverish. Come, Mr. Palmer, I must 
carry you off by force, and from me you shall have all 
the explanations and all the satisfaction you can re- 
quire." 

" Well," said Mr. Palmer, " good-by for the present, 
my httle AmeUa, my darling little Amelia! I am so 
delighted to find that Captain Walsingham's the man, 
and so glad you have no mysteries : be well, be well 
soon. I am so pleased, so happy, that I am as unruly 
as a child, and as easily managed. You see how I let 
myself be turned out of the room." 

" Not turned out, only carried out," said Mrs. Beau- 
mont who never, even in the most imminent perils, lost 
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her polite presence of mind. Having thus carried off 
Mr. Palmer, she was in hopes that, m the joyful con- 
fusion of his mind, he would be easily satisfied with any 
plausible explanation. Therefore she dexterously fixed 
his attention on the future, and adverted as sUghtly as 
possible to the past. 

" Now, my good sir, congratulate me," said she, " on 
the prospect I have of happiness in such a son-in-law 
as Captain Walsingham, if it be indeed true that Captain 
Walsingham is reflly attached to Amelia. But, on the 
other hand, what shall we do if there is any truth in the 
story of the Spanish lady 1 Oh, there's the difficulty ! 
Between hope and fear 1 am in such a distracted state at 
this moment, I hardly know what I say. What shall 
we do about the Spanish lady V 

'^ Do, my dear madam ! we can do nothing at all in 
that case : but I will hope the best, and you'U see that 
he will prove a constant man at last. In the mean 
time, how was all that about Sir John Hunter, and what 
are you to do with him ?" 

*^ Leave that to me ; I will settle all that," cried Mrs. 
Beaumont. 

*' But I hope the poor man, though I don't like him, 
hto not been jilted V 

" No, by no means ; Amelia's incapable of that. You 
know she told you just now that she never liked him." 

" Ay ; but I think, madam, you told me that she <iu£," 
said Mr. Palmer, stickmg to his point with a decided 
plainness which quite disconcerted Mrs. Beaumont. 

** It was all a mistake," said she, " quite a mistake ; 
and I am sure you rejoice with me that it was so : and 
as to the rest — ^past blunders, like past misfortimes, are 
good for nothing but to be forgotten." 

Observing that Mr. Palmer looked dissatisfied, Mrs. 
Beaumont continued apologizing. " I confess you have 
to all appearance some cause to be angry with me," 
said she : " but now only hear me. Taking the blame 
upon myself, let me candidly tell you the whole truth, 
and all my reasons, foolish perhaps as they were. Cap- 
tain Walsingham behaved so honourably, and had such 
command over his feelings, that I, who am really the 
most credulous creature in the world, was so completely 
deceived, that I fancied he never had a thought of Amelia, 
and that he never would think of her ; and I own this 
roused both my pride and my prudence for my daughter ; 
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and I certainly thought it my duty, as her mother, to do 
every thing in my power to discourage in her young and 
innocent heart a hopeless passion. It was but within 
these few hours that I have been undeceived by you as 
to his sentiments. That of course made an immediate 
change, as you have seen, in my measures ; for such is 
my high opinion of the young man, and indeed my de- 
sire to be connected with the Walsinghams is so great, 
that even while I am in total ignorance of what the 
amount or value may be of this prize that he has taken, 
and even while I am in doubt concerning this Spanish 
incognita, I have not hesitated to declare, perhaps im- 
prudently, to Amelia, as you have just heard, my full 
approbation of the choice of her heart." 

" Hum ! — well — hey — How's this V said Mr. Palmer 
to himself, as he tried to believe and to be satisfied with 
this apology. ^' Madam," said he aloud to Mrs. Beau- 
mont, " I comprehend that it might not be prudent to 
encourage Amelia's partiality for Captain Walsingham 
till you was sure of the young man's sentiments ; but, 
excuse me, I am a very slow, unpractised man in these 
matters, I don't yet understand why you told me that 
she was in love with Sir John Hunter ?" 

Mrs. Beaumont, being somewhat in the habits of self-can' 
tradiction, was seldom unprovided with a concordance 
of excuses ; but at this unlucky moment she was found 
unprepared. Hesitating she stood, all subtle as she was, 
deprived of ready wit, and actually abashed in the pres- 
ence of a plain good man. 

" I candidly confess, my dear sir," said she, apolo- 
gizing to Mr. Palmer as he walked up and down, " that 
my delicacy or pride, — call it what you will, — my false 
pride for my daughter led me into an error. I could 
not bring myself to acknowledge to any man, even to 
you — for you know that it's contrary quite to the prin- 
ciples and pride of our sex — ^that she felt any partiality 
for a man who had shown none for her. You must be 
sensible it was, to say no more, an awkward, mortify- 
ing thing ; and I was so afraid even of your finding it 
out, that — forgive me — I did, I candidly acknowledge, 
fabricate the foolish story of Sir John Hunter. But, be- 
lieve me, I never seriously thought of her marrying him.'* 

" 'Fore George ' J don't understand one word of it 
from beginning to end," said Mr. Palmer, speaking aloud 
to himself. 
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tlegardless of the profusion of words which Mrs. 
Beaumont continued pouring forth, he seated himself in 
an arm-chair, and deep in revery for some minutes, went 
on slowly striking his hands together, as he leaned with 
his arms on his knees. At length he rose, rang the 
bell, and said to the servant, *' Sir, be so obliging as to 
let my man Crichton know that he need not hurry 
himself to pack up my clothes, for I shall not go to- 
morrow." 

Struck with consternation at these words, Mrs. Beau- 
mont, nevertheless, commanded the proper expression 
of joy on the occasion. " Delightful ! I must go this 
instant," cried she, " and be the first to tell this charm- 
ing news to Amelia and Edward." 

" Tell the^m, then, madam, if you please, that I have 
gained such a conquest over what Mr. Walsingham calls 
my hypochondriacism, that I am determined, at what- 
ever risk, to stay another year in Old England, and that 
1 hope to be present at both their weddings." 

Mrs. Beaumont's quick exit was at this moment neces- 
sary to conceal her dismay. Instead of going to Amelia, 
she hurried to her own room, locked the door, and sat 
down to compose her feelings and to collect her thoughts ; 
but scarcely had she been two minutes in her apartment, 
when*a messenger came to summon her to the festive 
scene in the park. The tenants and villagers were all 
at dinner, and Mr. Beaumont sent to let her know that 
they were waiting to drink her health. She was obliged 
to go, and to appear all radiant with pleasure. The 
contrast between their honest mirth and her secret suf- 
ferings was great. She escaped as soon as she could 
from their senseless joy, and again shut herself up in her 
own room. 

This sudden and totally unexpected resolution of Mr. 
Palmer's so astonished her, that she could scarcely be- 
lieve she had heard or understood his words rightly. 
Artful persons may perhaps calculate with expertness 
and accuracy what wjjl, in any given case, be the de- 
tesminations of the selfish and the interested ; but they 
are liable to frequent mistakes in judging of the open- 
hearted and the generous : there is no sympathy to guide 
them, and all their habits tend to mislead them in form- 
ing opinions of the direct and sincere. It had never en- 
tered into Mrs. Beaimiont's imagination that Mr. Palmer 
would, notwithstanding liis belief that he hazarded his 
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life by so doing, defer a whole year returning to Ja« 
maica, merely to secure the happiness of her son and 
daughter. She plainly saw that he now suspected her 
dislike to the Walsinghams, and her aversion to the 
double union with that family : she saw that the sUght- 
est circumstance in her conduct which confirmed his 
suspicions would not only utterly ruin her in his opinion, 
but might induce him to alter that part of his will which 
left her sole possessor of his fortune during her life. 
Bad as her affairs were at this moment, she knew that 
they might still be worse. She recollected the letter 
oi perfect approbation which Sir John Hunter had in his 
power. She foresaw that he would produce this letter 
on the first rumour of her favouring another lover for 
Amelia. She had just declared to Mr. Palmer that she 
never seriously thought of Sir John Hunter for her 
daughter ; and, should this letter be brought to light, 
she must be irremediably convicted of the basest dupli- 
city, and there would be no escape from the shame of 
falsehood, or rather the disgrace of detection. In this 
grand difficulty, Mrs. Beaumont was too good a politician 
to waste time upon any inferior considerations. In- 
stead of allowing herself leisure to reflect that all her 
present difficulties arose from her habits of insincerity, 
she, with the true spirit of intrigue, attributed her dis- 
appointments to some deficiency of artifice. " Oh !" 
said she to herself, " why did I write ? I should only 
have spoken to Sir John. How could I be so imprudent 
as to commit myself by writing ! But what can be done 
to repair this error V 

One web destroyed, she, with indefatigable subtlety, 
began to weave another. With that promptitude of in- 
vention which practice alone can give, she devised a 
scheme, by which she hoped, not only to prevent Sir 
John Hunter from producing the written proof of her du- 
plicity, but by which she could also secure the reversion- 
ary title, and the. great Wigram estate. The nature of 
the scheme shall be unfolded in the next chapter ; and 
it will doubtless procure for Mfs. Beaumont, from all 
proper jridges, a just tribute of admiration. They will 
allow our heroine to be possessed, not only of that ad- 
dress which is the peculiar glory of female politicians, 
but also of that masculine quality which the greatest, 
wisest of mankind has pronounced to be the first, second, 
and third requisite for business — " Boldness — boldness- 
boldness.^ 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

" ^e creature's at her dirty work agaiii.'*— Fton. 

Among the infinite petty points of cunning of which 
that great practical philosopher Bacon has m vain es- 
sayed to make out a list, he notes that, " Because it 
worketh better when any thing seemeth to be gotten 
from you by question than if you offer it of yourself— 
you may lay a bait for a question by showing another 
visage and countenance than you are wont, to the end 
to give occasion to the party to ask what the matter is 
of the change." 

" What is the matter, my dearest Mrs. Beaumont 1 I 
never saw you look so sad iJefore in all my life," said 
Miss Hunter, meeting Mrs. Beaumont, who had walked 
out into the park on purpose to be so met, and in hopes 
of having the melancholy of her countenance thus ob- 
served. It was the more striking and the more unsea- 
sonable, from its contrast with the gay scene in the park. 
The sound of music was heard, and the dancing had 
begun, and all was rural festivity : " what is the matter, 
my dearest Mrs. Beaumont V repeated Miss Hunter ; 
" at such a time as this to see you look so melancholy !" 

" Ah, my love ! such a sad change in affairs ! But," 
whispered Mrs. Beaumont, " 1 cannot explain myself 
before your companion." 

Mr. Lightbody was walking with Miss Hunter : but he 
was so complaisant, that he was easily despatched on 
some convenient errand ; and then Mrs. Beaumont, with 
all her wonted delicacy of circumlocution, began to com- 
municate her distress to her young friend. 

" You know, my beloved Albina," said she, " it has 
been my most ardent wish that your brother should be 
connected with my family by the nearest and dearest 
lies. 

■:, " Yes ; that is, married to Amelia," said Miss Hunter. 
^i^* " An^as any thing happened to prevent it 1" 

JW Opny dear ! it is all over ! It cannot be — ^must not 

nb'%biight of— must not be spoken of any more ; Mr. 

J^lmer has been outrageous about it. Such a scene as 
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I have had ! and all to no purpose. Amelia has won 
him over to her party. Only conceive what I felt — she 
declared, beyond redemption, her preference of Captain 
Walsingham." 

" Before the captain proposed for her ! How odd I 
dear ! Suppose he should never propose for her, what 
a way she will be in after affronting my brother and all ! 
And only think ! she gives up the title, and the great 
Wigram estate, and every thing. Why, my brother 
says, uncle Wigram can't live three months ; and Lord 
Puckeridge's title, too, will come to my brother, you 
know; and Amelia might have been Lady Puckeridge. 
Only think ! did you ever know any thing so foolish V 

" Never !" said Mrs. Beaumont ; " but you know, my 
dear, so few girls have the sense you show in taking 
advice: they all will judge for themselves. But I'm 
most hurt by Amelia's want of gratitude and deUcacy 
towards m«," continued Mrs. Beaumont : " only conceive 
the difficulty and distress in which she has left me about 
your poor brother. Such a shock as the disappointment 
will be to him ! And he may — ^though Heaven knows 
how little I deserve it — he may suspect — for men, when 
they are vexed and angry, will, you know, suspect even 
their best friends ; he might, I say, suspect me of not 
being warm in his cause." 

" Dear, no ! I have always told him how kind you 
were, and how much you wished the thing ; and of all 
people in the world, he can't blame you, dearest Mrs. 
Beaumont." ^ 

At this instant Mrs. Beaumont saw a ghmpse of some* 
body in a by-path of the shrubbery near them. " Hush ! 
Take care ! Who is that lurking there ? Some listener ! 
Who can it be ?" 

Miss Hunter applied her glass to her eye, but could 
not make out who it was. 

"It is Lightbody, I declare," said Mrs. Beaumont 
" Softly, — ^let us not pretend to see him, and watch what 
he will do. It is of the greatest consequence to me to 
know whether he is a listener or not ; so much as he is 
about the house." 

An irresistible fit of giggling, which seized Mim. 
punter at the odd way in which Li^rhtbody walk|d, prg- ^« 
vented Mrs. Beaumont's trial of his curiosity. ^t||Pk 
noise which the yoimg lady made Mr. Lightbodyt^^|ne^ 
his head, and immediately advancing, with his^gm^ 
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totned mixture of effrontery and servility, said that " he 
had executed Mrs. Beaumont's commands, and that he 
had returned in hopes of getting a moment to say a word 
to her when she was at leisure, about something he had 
just learned- from Mr. Palmer's man Crichton, which it 
was of consequence she should know without delay." 

" O, thank you, you best of creatures ; but I know all 
that already." 

" You know that Mr. Palmer does not go to-n>orrow V 

" Yes ; and am so rejoiced at it ! Do, my dear Light- 
body, go to Amelia and my son, from me, and tell them 
that charming news. And after that, pray have the com- 
passion to inquire if the post is not come in yet, and nm 
over the papers to see if you' can find any thmg about 
Walsingham's prize." 

Mr. Lightbody obeyed, but not with his usual alacrity. 
Mrs. Beaumont mused for a moment, and then said, " I 
do believe he was listening. What could he be doing 
there?" 

" Doing!— O, nothing," said Miss Hunter: " he's never 
doing any thing, you £iow ; and as to listening, he was 
so far off he could not hear a word we said : besides he 
is SucMi simple creature, and loves you so !" 

" I don't know," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " he either did 
not play me fair, or else he did a job I employed him in 
this morning so awkwardly that I never wish to employ 
him again. He is but a/oto kind of person, after all ; FU 
get rid of him : those sort of people always grow tire- 
some and troublesome after a time, and one must sheJie 
them off. But I have not leisure to thiiUc of him now. 
Well, my dear, to go on with what I was sajring to you." 

Mrs. Beaumont went on talking of her friendship far 
Sir John Hunter, and of the difficulty of appeasing ham ; 
but observing that Miss Hunter listened only with fbrced 
attention, she paused to consider what this could mean. 
Habitually suspicious, like all insincere people, Mrs. 
Beaumont now began to imagine that there was some 
plot carrying en against her by Sir John Hunter and 
Lightbody, and that Miss Hunter was made use of 
against her. Having a most contemptible opinion of 
her Albina's understanding, and knowing that her young 
iiriend had too little capacity to be able to deceive hei', 
or to invent a plausible excuse impromptu, Mrs. Beau- 
mont turned quick, and exclaimed, *'My dear, what 
«»iM'Lightbodhr be saying to you when I came up— 4<>t 

Vol. Vn.— F 
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I remember he stopped short, and 3rou both looked so 
guilty V 

" Guilty ! did I ? — Did he 1 — ^Dearest Mrs. Beaumont, 
don't look at me so with your piercing eyes ! O ! I vow 
and protest I can't tell you ; I won't tell you." 

The young lady tittered, and twisted herself into va- 
rious aiflfected attitudes; then kissing Mrs. Beaumont, 
and then turning her back with childish playfulness, she 
cried, " No, I won't tell you ; never, never, never !" 

" Come, come, my dear, don't trifle ; I have really 
business to do, and am in a hurry." 

" Well, don't look at me— never look at me again — 
promise me that, and I'll tell you. Poor Lightbod;jr — O, 
you're looking at me ! — Poor Lightbody was talking to 
me of somebody, and he laid me a wager — but I can't teU 
you that — ^Ah, don't be angry with me, and I will tell 
if you'll turn your he^ quite away ! — that I should be 
married to somebody before the end of this year. O, now 
don't look at me, dearest, dearest Mrs. Beaumont." 

"You dear little simpleton, and was that alii" said 
Mrs. Beapmont, vexed to have wasted her time upon 
such folly: "come, be serious now, my dear; if you 
knew the anxiety I am in at this moment—^ But 
wisely judging that it would be in vain to hope for -any 
portion of the love-sick damsel's attention, until she had 
confirmed her hopes of being married to somebody before 
the end of the year, Mrs. Beaumont scrupled not to 
throw out assurances in which she had herself no fur- 
ther faith. After what she had heard from her son this 
morning, she must have been convinced that there was 
no chance of marrying him to Miss Hunter ; she knew 
indeed positively, that he would soon declare his real 
attachment, but she could, she thought, during the in- 
terval retain her power over Miss Hunter, and secure 
her services, by concealing the truth. 

" Before I say one word more of my own affairs, let 
me, my dearest child, assure you, that in the midst of all 
these disappointments and mortifications about Amelia, 
I am supported by the hope — by something more than 
the hope — ^that I shall see the daughter of my heart hap- 

?ily settled soon : Lightbody does not want penetration, 
see. But I am not at liberty to say more. So now, 
my dear, help me with all your cleverness to consider 
what I shall do in the difficulties I am in at this moment. 
Your brother has a letter of mine, apj^ving, and «o 
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fbrth, his addresses to my daughter ; now if he, in the 
first rashness of his anger, should produce this to Pahner 
I'm undone — or to my son, worse and worse ! there 
would be a duel between them infallibly, for Beaumont 
is so warm on any point of honour — Oh, I dread to think 
of it, my dear !" 

" So do 1, I'm sure ; but. Lord, I'm the worst person 
to think in a hurry. But can't you write a letter 1 for 
you alwajTS know what to say so well. And, after aU, 
do you know, I don't think he'll be hadf so angry or so 
disappointed as you fancy, for I never thought he was so 
much in love with Amelia.". 

•* Indeed r 

" I know, if it was not a secret, I could tell you — " 

" What 1 ne secrets between us, my darling child." 

" Then I can tell you, that, just before he proposed 
for Amelia, he was consulting with me about proposing 
for Mrs. Dutton." 

" Mrs. Dutton, the widow ! Mrs. Dutton ! How yt)u 
astonish me !" said Mrs. Beaumont (though she knew 
this before). " Why, she is older than I am." 

** Older ! yes, a great deal ; but then you know my 
brother is no chicken himself." 

" To be sure, compared with you, my dear, he is not 
young. There's a prodigious difference between you." 

" Above twenty years ;/or, you know, he's by another 
marriage." 

" True ; but I can't believe he proposed for Mrs. Dut- 
ton." 

" Not actually proposed, because I would not let him; 
for I should have hated to have had such an unfashion- 
able-looking woman for my sister-in-law. I never could 
have borne to ifo into public with her, you know : so I 
plagued my brother out of it ; and luckily he found out 
that her jointure is not half so great as it was said to be." 

" I could have told him that. Mrs. Button's jointure 
is nothing nearly so large a» mine was, even before the 
addition to it which my son so handsomely, and indeed 
unexpectedly, made to it this morning. And did I tell 
you, my dear 1 Mr. Palmer, this day, has been so kind 
as to leave me all his immense fortune for my own life. 
But don't mention it, lest it should get round, and make 
ill-will : the Walsinghams know nothing of it. But to 
return to your poor brother — ^if I could any way genre 
Inmwith Mrs. Dutton?" 
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** La ! he*d never think of her more — and I'm sure 1 
would not have him." 

** You dear httie saucy creature ! indeed I cannot 
wonder that- you don't hke the thoughts of Mrs. Dutton 
Ibr a chaperon in town." 

" O, horrid ! horrid !" 

" And yet, would you condemn your poor brother to be 
an old bachelor, after this disappointment with Amelia ?" 

" La, ma'am, can't he marry anybody but Mrs. Button^" 

^ I wish I could think, of any person would suit him 
Can you V 

" O, I know very well vjho I think would suit him, 
and one I like to go into public with of all things." 

"WhoV 

*' And one who has promised to [Hresent me at court 
next winter." 

^^ My dearest child ! is it possible that you mean me T* 

** I do ; and why not V 

** Why not ! My sweet love, do you consider my age ?" 

** But you look so young." 

" To be sure Mrs. Dutton looks older, and is older ; 
but I could not bring myself^ especially after being a 
widow so long, to think of marrying a young manr-4o 
be sure, your brother is not what one should call a very 
young man." 

" Dear, no ; you don't look alK>ve three, or four, or five 
years older than he does ; and in public, and with dress, 
and rouge, and fashion, smd all that, I think it would do 
vastly well, and nobody would think it odd at all. There's 
Lady ****, is not she ten years older than Lord **** 1 
and everybody says that's nothing, and that she gives 
the most delightful parties. O, I decdare, dearest Mrs. 
Beaumont, you must and shall marry my brother, and 
that's the only way to make him amends, and prevent 
mischief between the gentlemen ; the only way to settle 
every thing charmingly — and I shall so like it — ^and I'm 
so proud of its being my plan ! I vow, I'll go and write 
to my brother this minute, and — ^" 

" Stay, you dear mad creature ; only consider what 
you are about." 

'* Consider ! I have considered, and I must and will 
have my own way," feaid the dear mad creature, strug- 
gling with Mrs. Beaumont, who detained her with an 
earnest hand. " My love," said she, " I positively can- 
not let you use my name in sueh & stx^mge way.. If 



( 



MANCBUTRIMGU 1S9 

your brother or the woiid should think I had any share 
m the transaction, it would be so indelicate." 

" Indelicate ! Dear me, ma'am, but when nobody will 
know it, how can it be indelicate ! and I will not men- 
tion your name, and nobody will ever imagine that you 
knew any thiag of my writing ; and I shall manage it all 
my own way ; and the plan is all my own : so let me go 
and write this minute." 

" Mercy upon me ! what shall I do with this dear head- 
strong creature!" said Mrs. Beaumont, letting Mist 
Hunter go, as if exhausted by the struggle she hsd made 
to detain her impetuous young friend. Away ran Miss 
Hunter, sometirhes looking back in defiance and laugh- 
ing, while Mrs. Beaumont shook her head at her when- 
ever she looked back, but found it impossible to overtake 
her, and vain to mike further opposition. As Mrs. Beau- 
mont walked slowly homewards, she meditated her own 
epistle to Sir John Hunter, and arranged her future plan 
of operations. 

If, thought she, Miss Hunter's letter should not suc- 
ceed, it is only a suggestion of hers, of which I am not 
supposed to know any thing, and I am onlj just where 
I was before. If it does succeed, and if Sir John trans- 
fers his addresses to me, I avoid all danger of his anger 
on account of his disappointment with Amelia ; for it 
must then be his play to convince me that he is not 
at all disappointed, and then I stuadl have leisure to con- 
sider whether I shall marry Sir John or not. At all 
events, I can dranMni^s courtship as long as I please, 
till I have b^idegrees brought Mr. Palmer round to ap-* 
prove the march. 

With these fll%vs Mrs. Beaumont wrote an kicom- 
parable letter to Sir John Hunter, in which she envel- 
oped her meaning in so many words, and so much sen- 
timent, that it was scarcely possible to comprehend any 
thing, except, " that ^|^hould be glad to see Sir John 
Hunter ^^aiext day,ipnplain to him a circumstance 
that ha^^Rn her, on his account, heartfelt uneasiness." 
MissJuiHIr's letter was carefully revised by Mris. Bean** 
moniithough she was to know nothing of it ; and such 
was the ait with which it was retouched, that, afte all 
proper corrections, nothing appeared but the most child- 
ish and imprudent simplicity. 

After having despatched these letters, Mrs. Beaumont 
(eit nmch anxiety aboi^ the eil^ct which they might 
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prodace ; but she was doomed by her own habits of m« 
sincerity to have perpetually the irksome task of assum- 
ing an appearance contrary to her real feelings. Amelia 
was better, and Mr. Palmer's determiiiation to stay in 
England had spread a degree of cheerfulness over the 
whole family, which had not been felt for some time at 
Beaumont Park. In this general delight Mrs. Beaumont 
was compelled seemingly to sympathu:e : she performed 
her part so well, that even Dr. Wheeler and Captain 
Lightbody, who had been behind the scenes, began to 
beUeve that the actress was in earnest. Amelia, alas ! 
knew her mother too well to be the dupe even of her 
most consummate powers of acting. All that Mrs. Beau- 
mont said about her joy, and her hopes that Captain 
Walsingham would soon appear and confirm her happy 
presentiments^ Amelia heard without daring to believe. 
She had such an opinion of her mother's ^dress, such 
a sublime superstitious dread that her mother would, by 
some inscrutable means, work out her own purposes, 
that she felt as if she could not escape from these secj-et 
machinations. Amelia still apprehended that Sir John 
Hunt-er would not be irrevocably dismissed, and that by 
some turn of artifice she should find herself bound to 
him. The next morning Sir John Hunter, however, 
finally relieved her from these apprehensions. After 
having been closeted for upwards of two hours with Mrs. 
Beaumont, he begged to speak to Miss Beaumont ; and 
he resigned all pretensions to the honour which he had 
so long and so ardently aspired t^. #It was his pride to 
show that his spirits were not affected by^s disappoint- 
ment : he scarcely indeed exhibited that oecent appear- 
ance of mortification which is usuall]f||peeted on such 
an occasion ; but with provoking haughtiness professed 
himself sincerely obliged to Miss Beaumont for having, 
however late in the business, prevented him, by her can- 
dour, from the danger of croasuMLher inclinations. For 
this he could scarcely be suffl^PRtly thanl|||^vhen he 
considered how every day showed the con^H^nces of 
marr3ang young ladies whose affections wer^^^usly 
engaged. He had only to add, that he hoped th^irorld 
would see the thing in the same light in which he took 
it, and that Miss Beaumont might not find herself blamed 
for breaking off the matter, after it had been so pubUcly 
reported : Uiat, for his part, he assured her he would, as 
&r as he was concerned, do his utmost to silence mi- 
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pleasant observations ; and that, as the most effectual 
means to do this, he conceived, would be to show that 
he continued on an amicable footing with the family, 
he should do himself the honour to avail himself of the 
permission — invitation, indeed — he had just received 
from Mrs. Beaumont, to continue his visits as usual at 
Beaumont Park. 

To this Amelia could make no objection after the 
express declaration which he had just made, that he 
renounced all pretensions to her favour. However 
keenly she felt the implied reproach of having encour- 
aged Sir John as her admirer, while her affections were 
previously engaged, and of having shown candour late 
in this affiiir, she could not vindicate herself without ac- 
cusing her mother; therefore she attempted neither 
excuse nor apology, submitted to let the unfeeling bar- 
onet enjoy her confusion, while she said, in general 
terms, she felt obliged by his assurance that she should 
not be the cause of any quarrel between two families who 
had hitherto lived in friendship. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" Him no 9ott thoufhts, no gratitude oonld move ; 
To gold he fled, flrom beauty and flrom Ioto !" 

Drtdbh. 

All that passed in the two hours* conversation be- 
tween the discarded baronet and the mother of his late 
mistress did not transpire ; but Mrs. Beaumont said that 
she had taken infinite pains to reconcile Sir John to his 
fate, and his subsequent behaviour showed that she had 
succeeded. His attention towards her also plainly 
proved that he was not dissatisfied by the part she had 
acted, or rather by the part that he thought she had 
acted. Thus all things went on smoothly. Mrs. Beau- 
mont, in confidence, told her friend Miss Hunter that 
Sir John had behaved with the greatest propriety and 
candour (candour ! that hackneyed word) ; that he had 
acknowledged that his principal inducement to propose 
for her daughter had been a desire to be connected with 
a family for which he had such peculiar regard. 

♦* Tms, my love," continued Mrs. Beaumonf, " was all, 
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yoa know, that your brother could, with propriety, say on 
Mich an occasion ; all indeed that I would permit him to 
Amy. As to the rest, on Amelia^s account, you know, I 
could not refuse hisnrequest to continue his visits in this 
iiunily on the same footing of friendship as usual." 

Whether this was the truth and the whole truth, the 
mystery that involves all cabinet-councils, and more 
especially those of female politicians, prevents the 
cautious historian from presuming to decide. But, ar- 
guing from general causes, and from the established 
characters and ruling passions of the parties concerned, 
we may safely conjecture that the baronet did not at 
this time make any decisive proposal to the lady, but 
that he kept himself at liberty to aidvance or recede, 
BB circumstances should render it expedient. His rulinff 

Eision was avarice ; and though he had been allured 
the hints which his sister had thrown out concerning 
s. Beaumont^s increased jointure, and vast expecU 
ancies from Mr. Palmer, yet he was not so rash as to 
act decisively upon such vague information: he had 
wisely determined to obtain accurate and positive evi- 
dence from Captain Lightbody, who seemed, in this case, 
to be the common vouchee ; but Lightbody happened to 
be gone out to ahooi Jlappers.* Consequently Sir John 
wisely intrenched himself in general professions of 
regard to Mrs. Beaumont, and reflections on the happi- 
ness of being connected with such a respectable family. 
Mrs. Beaumont, who understood the whole q{ the game» 
now saw that her play must be to take Captain Light- 
body again into her confidence. 

ifver careful not to commit herself, she employed 
Miss Hunter to communicate her own scheme to the cap- 
tain, and to prepare him on the requisite points with 
poper answers to those inquiries which she foresaw Uie 
baronet would make. 

" You know, my love," said Mrs. Beaumont, " you 
can find a proper moment to say all you wish to Light- 
body." 

" 0, yes," said Miss Hunter, " I will if I possibly can 
this day ; but it is so difficult to find a good time — ^'* 

'' At dinner, suppose I" said Mrs. Beaumont. 

'* At dinner ! surely, ma'am, that's an awkward time, 
is not it, for talking of secrete T" 
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** The best time in the world, my dear ; you know we 
are to have the Duttons, and the Lord knows whom 
besides, to-day. And when there^s a large company, 
and everybody talking at once, and eating, and drinking, 
and carvmg, it is the best time in the world ! You may 
say what you please ; your neighbours are all happihr 
engaged, too busy to mind you. Get near fat Mr. Dut- 
ton, and behind the screen of his prodigious elbow yoo 
will be comfortably recessed from curious impertinents. 
My dear, the most perfect solitude is not so ^^venient 
as one of these great dinners." 

While Mrs. Beaumont was demonstrating to Miss 
Hmiter that the most convenient and secure time for a 
tiU-d-Ute is at a large dinner, she happened to look out 
of the window, near which they wer^ standing, and she 
saw her son and daughter with Mr. Palmer walking in 
the park ; they sat down under a tree within view of 
the house. 

^ Come away from the window, my dear," said Mrs 
Beaumont ; '* they will observe us, and perhaps think we 
are plotting something. I wonder what they are talking 
of ! Look how earnestly Amelia is stretching out her 
neck, and Mr. Palmer striking his cane upon the ground. 
Come back a little, my dear, come back ; you can see 
as well here," 

" But I see a gentleman on horseback, gallopiiljor. 0» 
ma^am, look ! he has stopped ! he has jumped off hit 
horse ! Captain Walsingham it must be I" 

*' Captain Walsingham it really is !" said Mrs. Beau- 
mont, pressing forward to look out of the window, yet 
standing so that she could not be seen from without. 

"Dear," said Miss Hunter, "but how delighted Mr. 
Beaumont seems; and bow Mr. Palmer shakes Captain 
Walsingham's hand, as if he had known him these hun«> 
dred years ! What can make them so glad to see him ? 
Do look at them, ma'am." 

" I see it sdl !" said Mrs. Beaumont, with an involun- 
tary sigh. 

"But, dear Mrs. Beaumont," pursued Miss Hunter, 
" if he has actually come at last to propose for Amelia, 
donH you think he is doing it in a snalK>y sort of way 1 
When he has been in London too — ^and if he has taken 
such a treasure too, could not he have come down here 
a little more in style, with some sort of an eqilipage of 
his OMOi at least! But now only look at hun; would 



180 TALES OF FA8HI0HABLE LITE. 

you, if you met him on the road, know him from any 
common man ?" 

Another sigh, deep and sincere, was all the answer 
Mrs. Beaumont made. 

** 1 am sure," continued Miss Hunter, as Mrs. Beau* 
mont drew her away from the window, " I am sure I 
Uiink Amelia has not gained much by the change of 
admirers ; for what's a captain of a ship 1" 

" He ranks with a colonel in the army, to be sure," 
said Mr|g| Beaumont ; '^ but Amelia might have looked 
much hijier. If she does not know her own interest 
and dignity, that is not my fault." 

" If she had such a fortune as I shall have," said Miss 
Hunter, "she might afford to. marry for love, because 
you know she coiSd make her husband afterward keep 
her proper equipages, and take her to town, and go into 
parliament, and get a title for her too !" 

" Very true, my darling," said Mrs. Beaumont, who 
was at this instant so absent, that she assented without 
having heard one syllable that her darling said. 

" But for Amelia, who has no such great fortune of 
her own, it is quite another thing, you know, dearest 
Mrs. Beaumont. O, you'll see how she'll repent when 
she sees you Lady Puckeridge, and herself plain Mrs, 
Walsingham. And when she sees the figure you'll make 
in to\^ next winter, and the style my brother will live 
in — O, then she'll see what a difference there is between 
Sir John Hunter and Captain Walsingham !" 

" Very true, indeed, my dear," said Mrs. Beaumont ; 
and this time«he did not answer without having heard 
the assertion. The door opened. 

" Captain Walsingham ! d^re I believe my eyes ? 
And do I see our friend Captain Walsingham a&rain at 
lastl" ^ s 

" At last ! O, Mrs. Beaumont, you don't know how 
hard I have worked to get here." 

" How kind ! But won't you sit down and tell me V 

" No ; I can neither sit, nor rest, nor speak, nor think 
upon any subject but one," said Captain Walsingham. 

" That's right," cried Mr. Palmer. 

" Mrs. Beaumont — pardon my abruptness," continued 
Captain Walsingham, " but you see before you a man 
whose whole happiness is at stake. May I beg a few 
minutes' conversation with you ?" 

" This instant ?" said Mrs. Beaumont, hesitating ; but 
she saw that Mr. Palmer's eye was upon her, so with a 
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smile she complied immediately ; and giving her hand 
graciously to Captain Waisingham, she accompanied 
him into a little reading-room within the drawing-room. 

" May I hope that we are friends V said Captain Wai- 
singham ; " may I hope so, Mrs. Beaumont — may 1 1" 

" Good heavens ! Friends ! assuredly ; I hope so. I 
have always had and expressed the highest opinion of 
you, Captain Waisingham." 

" I have had one, and, hitherto, but one opportunity 
of showing ij^yself, in any degree, deserving of your es* 
teem, madam," said Captain Waisingham. " When I 
was in this country some years ago, you must have 
seen how passionately I was in love with your daughter ; 
but I knew that my circumstances were then such that 
I eould not hope to obtain Miss Beaumont's hand ; and 
you will do me the justice to allow that I behaved with 
prudence. Of the difficulty of the task I alone can 
judge." 

Mrs. Beaumont declared, that she admired Captain 
Walsingham's conduct inexpressibly, now that she un* 
derstood what his feelings and motives had been ; but 
really he had kept his own secret so honourably, thai 
she had not, till within these few days, when it was let 
out by Mr. Waisingham to Mr. Palmer, had the most 
distant idea of his being attached to her daughter. 
^ Captain Waisingham was too polite even to look a 
doubt of the ti;^p^of a lady's assertion : he therefore 
believed, because-'h was impossible. 

Mrs. Beaumont, determining to make her story coo^ 
sistent, repeated nearly what she had said to Mr. Pal- 
mer, and went on to confess that she had often, with a 
mother's pride, perhaps, in her own secret thoughts won-^ 
dered at the indifference Captaii^j^^alsingham showed 
towards Amelia. i>?' 

Captain Waisingham was surjSUlied that Mrs. Beau- 
mont's penetration should have^en so strangely mis- 
taken ; especially as the symptoms of admiration and 
love must be so well known to a lady who had so many 
and such passionate admirers. 

Mrs. Beaumont smiled, and observed, that Captain 
Waisingham, though a seaman, had all the address of a 
courtier, and she acknowledged that she loved address., 

" If by address Mrs. Beaumont means politeness, I 
admire it as nmch as she does ; but I disclaim and d^ 
spise all that paltry system of artifice which is some- 
times called address. No person of a great mind evoir 
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condescends to use address in that sense of Uie woidi 
not because they cannot, but because they will not,*' 

" Certainly— certainly," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " there 
is nothing I love so much as frankness.'* 

" Then, frankly, Mrs. Beaumont, may I hope for your 
iq[>probation in addressing Miss Beaumont 1" 

" Frankly, then, you have my full approbation. This 
is the very thing I have long secretly wished, as Mr. 
Palmer can tell you. You have ever been the son-in- 
law of my choice, though not of my hop^." 

Delighted with this frank answer, this full approba- 
tion, this assurance that he had always been the son-in- 
law of her choice. Captain Walsingham poured out his 
warm heart in joy and gratitude. All suspicions of 
Mrs. Beaumont were forgotten ; for suspicion was un- 
natural to his mind : though he knew, though he had 
experience almost from childhood, of her character, yet 
at this instant he thought he had till now been always 

Kejudiced, always mistaken. Happy those. who can be 
us duped by the warmth of their own hearts ! It is a 
happiness which they who smile in scorn at their ere 
dulity can never enjoy. 

Wakening a little to the use of his understanding, 
Captain Walsingham disconcerted Mrs. Beaumont, by 
suddenly saying, " Then there was not any truth in the 
report, which I have heard with horror, that you were 
l^ing to marry Miss Beaumont to Sir John Hunter V 

" Then there was not any truth in the report 1 heard 
with horror, that you were going to marry yourself to 
a Spanish nun V said Mrs. Beaumont, who had learned 
from a veteran in public warfare, that the best way to 
parry an attack is, not to defend, but to msdce an assault 
"My dear Captain Walsingham," added she, with an 
arch smile, " I really thought you were a man of too 
much sense, and above sdl too nmch courage, to be ter- 
ror-struck by every idle report. You shoidd leave such 
horrors to us weak women — to the visionary mind. 
Now, I could not blame poor Amelia, if she were to 
ask, ' Then was there no truth in the report of the Span- 
ish incognita V — No, no," pursued Mrs. Beaumont, play- 
fully refusing to hear Captain Walsingham ; " not to 
me, not to me, must your defence be made. Appear be- 
fore your judge, appear before Amelia ; I can only recom- 
mend you to mercy," 

What a charming woman this Mrs. Beaumont would 
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be, if one could feel quite sure of her sincerity, thought 
Captain Walsingham, as he followed the lady, 1^0 
with apparently playful, but really polite grace, thus 
eluded adl further inquiry into her secret manoeuvres. 

" Here, my dearest Amelia," cried she, " is a culprit, 
whom I am bringing to your august tribunal for mercy/* 

'^ For justice," said Captain Walsingham. 

" Justice ! O, the pride of the man^s hearts and the 
folly ! Who ever talks of justice to a woman ? My 
dear captain, talk of mercy, or cnielty, if you will ; we 
ladies delight in being called cruel, yon know, and some- 
times are even pleased to be merciful — but to be just ! 
is the last thing we think of: so now for your trial; 
public or private. Captain Walsinghami" 

" Public ! as I am innocent." 

" Oyes ! Oyes ! all mamier of men," cried Mr. Beau- 
mont. 

" The Spanish cause coming on !" cried Mr. Palmer : 
" let me hear it ; and let me have a good seat that I may 
hear — a seat near the judge." 

'* O, you shall be judge, Mr. Palmer," said Amelia ; 
" and here is the best seat for our good judge." 

" And you will remember," said Mr. Beaumont, *' that 
it is the duty of a good judge to lean towards the 
prisoner." 

" To lean ! No, to sit bolt upright, as I will if I can," 
said old Mr. Palmer, entering into the pleasantry of the 
young people as readily as if he had been the youngest 
man in the company. As he looked round, his good 
countenance beamed with benevolent pleasure. 

^' Now, sir captain, be pleased to inform the court 
what you have done, or mean to do, with a certain 
Spanish nun, whom, as it is confidently asserted in a 
letter from one of your own men, you carried off from 
her nunnery, and did bring, or cause to be brought, with 
you to England." 

" My loM judge, will you do me the favour, or the 
justice, to Older that the letter alluded to may be read 
in court t" 

This was ordered, and done accordingly. 

** My lord judge," said Captain Walsingham, " I have 
nothing to object to the truth of the main points of this 
story ; and considerinfr that it was told by a veiy youn^ 
man, and a traveller, it contains but a reasonable share 
of * travellers^ wanders.^ Considering the opportaoitv 
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and temptation for embellishments afforded by such a 
romantic tale, less has been added to it by the narrator 
than the usual progress of strange reports might have 
prepared me to expect. It is most true, as it has been 
stated, that I did, by her own desire, carry away from 
a nimnery, at *♦***, this lady, who was neither a nun 
nor a Spanish hidy, nor, as I am compelled by my re- 
gard to truth to add, young, nor yet handsome. My 
ford judge, far be it from me to impeach the veracity of 
the letter-writer. It is admitted by the highest and the 
lowest authorities, that beauty is a ipatter of taste, and 
that for taste there is no standard ; it is also notorious, 
that to a sailor every woman is fair and young, who is 
not as old as Hecuba, or as ugly as Caifacaratadaddera. 
I can therefore speak only to my own ojnnion and 
judgment. And really, my lord, it grieves me much to 
spoil the romance, to destroy the effect of a tale, which 
might in future serve for the foundation.of some novel, 
over which belles and beaux, yet unborn, might weep 
and wonder : it grieves me much, I say^ to be compelled 
by the severity of this cross-examination to declare the 
simple truth, that there was no love in the case ; that, 
to the very best of my belief and judgment, the lady 
was not in love with anybody, much less with me." 

" As you have admitted, sir," said the judge, " as you 
have voluntarily stated, that to a sailor every woman is 
fair and young, who is not as old as Hecuba, pr as ugly 
as that other woman with the unspeakable name, you 
will be pleased to inform the court how it happened, or 
how it was possible, that in the course of a long voyage, 
you could avoid falling in love with the damsel whom 
you had thus rescued and carried off. Experience shows 
us, sir, that at land, and, I presume, at sea, proximity is 
one of the most common causes of love. Now, I un- 
derstand, she was the only woman you saw for some 
months ; and she had, I think you allow, possession of 
your cabin, to and from which you had of course con- 
stant egress and regress. Sir, human nature is human 
nature ; here is temptation, and opportunity, and circum- 
stantial evidence eiiough, in our days, to hang a man. 
What have you to offer in your defence, young man 1" 

" The plain fact, my lord, is, that instead of three 
months, I was but three days in the dangerous state of 
proximity with the Spanish lady. But hadit been three 
months, or three years, there is my defence, my lord^" 
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said Captain Walsingfaam, bowing to Amelia. " At the 
first hlush^ you allow it, I see, to be powerful ; but how 
powerful, you cannot feel as I do, without having looked, 
as I have done, into the mind." 

" I have looked into the mind as well as you, sir. 
You have a great deal of assurance, to tell me I cannot 
feel and judge as well as you can. But, nevertheless I 
shall do you justice. I think your defence is sufficient. 
1 believe we must acquit him. But, pray — the plain 
matter of fact, which I wanted to hear, I have not yet got 
at. What have you done with this lady 1 and where 
is she V 

" She was carried safely to her friends — ^to her friend, 
for she*has but one friend, that I could find out, an old 
aunt, wild lives in an obscure lodging, in a narrow street, 
in London." 

"And, upon honour, this is all you know about herl" 
said Mrs. Beaumont. 

" All — except that she is in hopes of recovering some 
property, of which she says she has been unjustly de- 
frauded by some of her relations. After I had paid my 
respects at the Admiralty, I made it my business to see 
the lady, and to offer my services ; but into her law- 
suits, I thank God, it was not my business to inquire. I 
recommended to her a good honest lawyer, and came 
here as fast as horses could carry me." 

" But was not there some giving of diamonds, and 
exchanging of rings, one day, upon deck V said Mrs. 
Beaumont. 

" None," said Captain Walsingham ; " that was a mere 
fable of poor Birch's imagination. 1 recollect the lady 
showed me a Spanish motto upon her ring ; that Ls all I 
can remember about rings. — She had no diamonds, and 
very few clothes. Now," cried Captain Walsingham, 
growing a little impatient of the length of his trial, for 
he had not yet been able to speak for more than an in- 
stant to Amelia, " now, I hope, my trial is ended ; else 
its length will be, as in some other cases, the worst of 
punishments." 

"Acquitted! Acquitted! honourably acquitted !" said 
Mr. Palmer. 

" Acquitted, acquitted, honourably acquitted by gen- 
eral acclamation," cried Mr. Beaumont. 

" Acquitted by a smile from Amelia, worth all our 
acclamations," said Mrs. Beaumont. 
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** Captain Walsingham,*' said Bliss Hunter, *^ did tlie 
lady come to England and go to London in a Spanish 
dress and long waist 1" 

She spoke, but Captain Walsingham did not hear hor 
important question. She turned to repeat it, but the 
captain was gone, and Amelia with him. 

" Bless me ! how quick ! how odd !" said Miss Hunter, 
with a pouting look, which seemed to add — ^nobody car- 
ries me off! 

Mr. Beaumont looked duller than was becoming. 
' Mrs. Beaumont applied herself to adjust the pretty 
curls of Miss Hunter's hair ; and Mr. Palmer, in one of 
his absent fits, hummed aloud, as he walked up and 
down the room, • 

** * And k'« Oh! what will baeome of mer * 

Ob! what shall I do 7 
Nobody cofninc to marry mo, 
Nobody ooaung to woo.' * 



CHAPTER XV. 

" True lore's the (rift which God has giT*ii 
To man alone, beneath the heat'n ; 
It Is the secret sympathy, 
The silver link, the sUken tie, 
Which heart to heart, and mind to mind. 
In body and in sonl can bind." 

• Happy love, though the most delightful in reality, is 
the most uninteresting in description ; and lovers are 
proverbially bad company, except for one another: 
therefore we shall not intrude on Captain Walsingham 
auud Amelia, nor shall we give a journal of the days of 
courtship ; those days which, by Rousseau, and many 
people, have been pronounced to be the happiest ; by 
others, the only happy days of existence ; and which, 
by some privileged or prudent few, have been found to 
be but the prelude to the increasing pleasures of do- 
mestic union. 

Now that Mr. Beaumont saw his sister and his friend 
thus gratified in their mutual esteem and affection, — 
now that he saw all obstacles to their union removed, he 
became uncontrollably impatient to declare his own at- 
tachment to Miss Walunirtiam 
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'." My dear mother, I can bear it no longer. Beliere 
me, you are mistaken in the whole romance you have 
imagined to yourself about Miss Hunter. She is no 
more in love with me than I su^n with her. Since you 
fixed my attention upon her, I have studied the yoimg 
lady. She is not capable of love : I donH mean that she 
is not capable of wishing to be married, but that is quite 
a different affair, which need not give me any pec^ar 
disturbance. My dear mother, fia i another husband for 
her, and my life for it, her heart will not break ; espe- 
cially if you give her bales of wedding finery enough tb 
think and talk about for a calendar year." 

" You abominably malicious monster of cruelty, I 
will not smile, nor will I allow you to indulge your 
humour in this manner at the expense of your poor 
victim." 

" Victim ! Never saw a girl look less like a victim, ex- 
cept, indeed, as to her ornaments. I believe it is the 
etiquette for victims to appear dressed out withgarlands* 
and ribands, and flowers." 

" Positively, Edward, I won't allow you to go on in 
this style ; do you know you seriously hurt and offend 
me 1 do }rou consider that Miss Hunter^s mother was my 
most intimate friend, and this match I have anxiou^ 
wished, in consequence of an agreement made between 
us at your birth and Albina's V 

" O, ma'am, those agreements never turned out well, 
from the time of the Arabian tales to the present mo- 
ment. And you must pardon me if, after having tried 
all that reason and patience would do, in vain, I now 
come to impatience, and a little innocent ridicule. Ex- 
cept by laughing, I have no other way left of convincing 
you that I never can or will marry this young lady." 

" But so pretty a creature ! Surely you have thought 
her pretty." 

" Extremely pretty. And I acknowledge that there 
have been moments when the influence of her— beauty 
I can't call it — ^prettiness, joined to the power of my 
mother's irresistible address, have almost lapped me in 
elysium — a fool's paradise. But, thank Heaven and Miss 
Walsingham ! I unlapped myself; and though the sweet 
airs took my fancy they never imprisoned my soul." 

" Vastly poetical ! quite in the blue-stocking style." 

" Blue-stocking ! Dear mother, that expression is not 
elegant enough for 3rou. That conmionplace UlwoX ia 
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imworthy of my mother," said Mr. Beaumont, warmly, 
for he was thrown off his guard by the reflection implied 
on Miss Walsingham. *' Ignorant silly women may be 
allowed to sneer at information and talents in their own 
sex, and, if they have read them, may talk of * Les Pre- 
cieuses RidictUes,^ and * Les Femmes Semantes,'* and may 
borrow from Moliere all the wit they want to support the 
cause of folly. But from women who are themselves 
distinguished for talents, such apostacy — But I am speak- 
ing to my mother — I forbear." 

*•" Great forbearance to your mother you have shown, 
in truth," cried Mrs. Beaumont, reddening with genuine 
anger : *^ Marry as you please ! 1 have done. Fool that 
I have been, to devote my life to plans for the happiness 
and aggrandizement of my children ! It is now time I 
should think of myself. You shall not see me the de- 
feated, deserted, duped, despised mother — the old dow- 
ager permitted in the house of which she was once the 
mistress ! No, no, Mr. Beaumont," cried she, rising in- 
dignantly, " this shall never, never be." 

Touched and astonished by a burst of passion such as 
he scarcely had ever before seen from his mother, Mr. 
Beaumont stopped her as she rose ; and taking her hand 
in the most affectionate manner, ** Forgive me, my dear 
mother, the hasty words I said just now. I was very 
much in the wrong. I beg your pardon. Forgive your 



son." 



Mrs. Beaumont struggled to withdraw the hand which 
her son forcibly detained. 

" Be always," continued he, " be always mistress of 
this house, of me^ and mine. The chosen wife of my 
heart will never torment you, or degrade herself with 
paltry struggles for power. Your days shall be happy 
and honoured : believe me, I speak from my heart." 

Mrs. Beaumont looked as if her anger had subsided ; 

Set, as if struggling with unusual feehngs, she sat silent. 
Ir. Beaumont continued, " Your son — ^who is no sen- 
timentahst, no speech-maker — ^your son, who has hith- 
erto perhaps been too rough, too harsh — ^now implores 
you, by these sincere caresses, by all that is tender and 
true in nature, to believe in the fihal affection of your 
children. Give us, simply give us your confidence ; and 
our confidence, free and unconstmined, shall be given in 
return. Then we shall be happy indeed." 
Touched, vanquished, Mrs. Beaumont leaned her head 
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on her son/ and said, " Then we shall be happy indeed !** 
The exclamation «was sincere: at this moment she 
thought as she spoke. All her schemes were forgotten : 
the reversionary title, the Wigram estate, — all, all for- 
gotten : miraculous eloquence and power of truth ! 

" What happiness !" said Mrs. Beaumont : ** I ask no 
other. You are right, my dfear son ; marry Miss Wal- 
singham, and we have enough, and more than enough, 
for happiness. You are right ; and henceforward we 
shall have but one mind among us." 

With true gratitude and joy her son embraced her , 
and this was the most delightful, perhaps the only really 
delightful moment she had felt for years. She was sin- 
cere, and at ease. But this touch of nature, strong as 
it was, operated only for a. moment : habit resumed her 
influence ; art regained her pupil and her slave ! Cap- 
tain Lightbody and Miss Hunter came into the room ; 
and with them came low thoughts of plots, and notes, 
and baronets, and equipages, and a reversionary title, and 
the Wigram estate. What different ideas of happiness ! 
Her son, in the mean time, had started up, mounted his 
horse, and had galloped off to realize some of his ideas 
of felicity, by the immediate offer of his hand to the lady 
who possessed his whole heart. Cool as policy, just 
recovered from the danger of imprudent sensibility, 
could make her, Mrs. Beaumont was now all herself 
again. 

"Have you found much amusement shooting this 
morning, Lightbody 1" said she, carelessly. 

" No, ma'am ; done nothing— just nothing at all — for 
I met Sir John in the grounds', and could not leave him. 
Poor Sir John, ma'am ; I tell him we must get him a 
crook ; he is quite turned despairing shepherd. Never 
saw a man so changed. Upon my soul, he is — seriously 
now, Mrs. Beaumont, you need not laugh — I always told 
Sir John that his time for falling in love would come ; 
and come it has, at last, with a vengeance." 

"O nonsense! nonsense, Lightbody! This to me! 
and of Sir John Hunter !" 

Though Mrs. Beaumont called it, and thought it non- 
sense, yet it fathered her ; and though she appeared half 
offended by flattery so gross as to seem almost an in- 
sult upon her understanding, yet her vanity was secretly 
gratified, even by feeling that she had dependants who 
irere thus obUged to flatter ; and though she despi&ed. 
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Captain lightbody ior the meaimesa, yet he made his 
court to her successfully, by persisting in all the audacity 
of adulation. She knew Sir John Hunter too well to 
believe that he was liable to fall in love with any lYung 
but a fair estate or a fine fortune ; yet she was gratifi^ 
by feeUng that she possessed so great a share of those 
charms which age cannot wither ; of that substantial 
power, to which men do not merely feign in poeticid 
sport to submit, or to which they are slaves only for a 
honeymoon, but to which they do homage to the latest 
hour of life, with unabating, with increasing devotion. 
Besides this sense of pleasure arising from csdculation, it 
may be presumed that, like all other female politicians, 
our heroine had something of the woman lurking at her 
heart; something of that feminine vanity which in- 
clines to believe in the potency of personal charms, even 
when they are in the wane. Captain Lightbody's assev- 
erations, and the notes Sir John Hunter wrote to his sis- 
ter, were at last listened to by Mrs. Beaumont with pa^ 
tience, and even with smiles ; and after it had been suf- 
ficiently reiterated, that really it was using Sir John 
Hunter ill not to give him some more decisive answer, 
when he was so unhappy, so impatient, she at length 
exclaimed, " Well, Lightbody, tell your friend Sir John, 
then, since it must be so, I will consult my friends, and 
see what can be done for him." 

" When may I say 1 for I dare not see Sir John again 
— positively I dare not meet him — without having some 
hope to give, something decisive. He says the next time 
he comes here he must he allowed to make it known to 
the family that he is Mrs. Beaumont^s admirer. So, 
when may I sayl" 

" O, dearest Mrs. Beaumont," cried Miss Hunter, "say 
to-morrow." 

"To-morrow! impossible!" 

" But when 1" said Miss Hunter : " only look at my 
brother's note to me again ; you see he is afraid of being 
cast off at last as he was before about Amelia, if Mr. 
Palmer should object j and he says this disappointment 
would be such a very different affair." 

" Indeed," said Captain Lightbody, " I, who am in Sir 
John's confidence, can vouch for that ; for I have reason 
to believe, that — ^that the carmexian was the charm, and 
that the daughter would not have been thought of. Stop^ 
I was char^ not to say this. But when, Mrs. Beai^ 
mont, to return to my point — " 
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**Onaine an early day/' cried Miss Hunter, in a fond- 
ling tone ; '^ name an early day for my brother's coming; 
and then, you know, it will be so nice to have the wed* 
ding days fixed for both marriages. And, dearest Mrs. 
Beaumont, remember I am to be your bride's-maid ; and 
well have a magnificent wedding, and I shall be bride's- 
maid !" 

^' The dear innocent little creature, how mad she is 
with spirits ! Well, you shall be my bride's-maid, if the 
thing takes place." 

" Ifl—^f to the winds I — Captain Lightbody, tell my 
brother — -No, I'll write myself, and tell him he may 
come." 

^' How she distresses me ! But she is so affectionate, 
one does not know how to be angry with her. Byt, my 
dear, as to naming the day when he may publicly declare 
himself, I cannot : for you know I have to break the 
affair to Mr. Palmer, and to my son and daughter, and I 
must take my own time, and find a happy moment for 
this ; so name a day I cannot ; but in general — and it's 
always safest to use general terms — ^you may say, 
soon. 

This was Mrs. Beaumont's ultimatum. The note was 
written accordingly, and committed to the care of the 
confidential cai{;taini» 

This business of myidterious note-writing and secret 
negotiations* was peculiarly suited to our heroine's 
genius and taste. Considering the negotiation to be now 
m effect brought within view of a happy termination, 
her ambassador, furnished with her ultimatum, having 
now actually set out on his ostensible mission of duck* 
shooting, our fair negotiatrix prepared to show the usual 
degree of gratitude towards those who had been the 
principal instruments of her success. The proper time, 
she thought, was now arrived when, having no further 
occasion for Miss Hunter's services, she might finally 
undeceive her young friend as to any hopes she might 

* Xote by the Editor.— It is much to be ragretttd that the original papen 
belonging to this correspondence, including all the notett and letters which 
Mrs. Beaumont either wrote herself, or those, still more important, which she 
caused to be written by her confidential amanuensis, which would doubtleM 
form all together a body of domestic diplomacy^ equally curious and %is0tl, 
are irrecoverably lost to the world. After the most diligent search, the euitoT 
is impelled to rest under the fiersuasion that they must all have been eol- 
lecied and committed to the flames by the too great prudence or the priRciiad 
party concerned. Bad they been trusted to the discretion of a Jriend, the 
public would, doubtleM, Umi ilnoe tare been fliTotired with the wiiote 
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retain of a union with Mr. Beaumont ; and she felt that 
it was now indispensably necessary to disclose the 
truth, that her son had declared his attachment to Miss 
Walsingham. 

Mrs. Beaumont opened the delicate case with a sigh, 
which claimed the notice of her young confidante. 

" What a deep sigh !" said Miss Hunter, who was per- 
fect, to use a musical term, in her lessons, pour observer 
les soupirs : " what a sigh ! I hope it was for my poor 
brother r' 

" Ah, no, my love ! for one nearer my heart, — for 
you." 

" For me ! — dear me !" 

'^ You see before you a mother, all of whose fondest 
wishe^ and plans are doomed to be frustrated by her 
children. Amelia would have her way : I was forced to 
yield. My son follows her example, insists upon marry- 
ing without fortune, or extraordmary beauty, or any of 
the advantages which I had fondly pointed out in the 
daughter-in<law of my heart. You turn away from me, 
my darling ! How shall I go on ; how shall I tell yoa 
all the terrible truth V 
" O, ma'am, pray go on ; pray tell me all." 
" Miss Walsingham ; that's all, in one word. These 
Walsinghams have forced themselves into my family, — 
fairly outwitted me. I cannot tell you how much, how 
deeply I am mortified !" 

" Thank^ Heaven ! I am not mortified," cried Miss 
Hunter, throwing back her head with pettish disdain. 

Mrs. Beaumont, who had prepared herself for a faint- 
ing fit, or at least for a flood of tears, rejoiced to see this 
turn of the young lady's temper. 

"That's right, my own love. How I admire your 
spirit ! This pride becomes you, and is what I expected 
from your understanding. Set ti just value upon your- 
self, and show it." 

** I should set but little value on myself, indeed, if I 
did not think myself equal to Miss Walsingham ; but 
Mr. Beaumont knows best." 

" Not best, I fear," said Mrs. Beaumont ; " but, from 
a child, he was ever the most self-willed, uncontrol- 
lable being ; there was no moving, no persuading him. 
There was no power, no appeal, my love, I did not 
try." 

" Dear ma'am, I am excessively sorry you did." 
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" Why, my dear, I could not refrain from doing all I 
could, not only for my son's sake but for yours, when I 
saw your affections, as I feared, so deeply engaged. 
But your present magnanimity gives me hopes that the 
shock wiU not be irrecoverable." 

" Irrecoverable ! No, really, ma^am ! If Mr. Beau- 
mont expects to see me wear the willow for him all my 
hfe, his vanity will be mistaken." 

" Certainly, my dear," replied Mrs. Beaumont ; " you 
would not be so weak as to wear the willow for any 
man. A young lady of your fortune should never wear 
the weepmg but the golden willow. Turn your pretty 
little face again towards me, and smile once more 
upon me." 

Miss Hunter had sat with her face turned from Mrs. 
Beaumont during the whole of this dialogue — " aS if by 
hiding her face she could conceal the emotions of her 
mind from me," thought her penetrating observer. 
• " Spare me, spare me, dearest Mrs. Beaumont," cried 
Miss Hunter, hiding her face on the arm of the sofa, and 
seeming now disposed to pass from the heights of anger 
to the depths of despair. 

Mrs. Beaumont, less hard-hearted than some pohti- 
cians, who care not who dies or lives, provided they 
attain their own objects, now listened at least with 
seeming commiseration to her young friend, who, with 
k intermitting sighs, and in a voice which her position or 
her sobs rendered scarcely audible, talked of dying, and 
of never marrying any other man upon earth. 

Not much alarmed, however, by the dying words of 
young ladies, Mrs. Beaumont con&ned her attention to 
1 the absurdity of the resolution against marriage in gene- 
[ ral, and at this instant formed a plan of marrying Miss 
Hunter to one of her nephews instead of her son. She 
had one unmarried nephew, a young man of good figure 
and agreeable manners, but with only a younger brother's 
portion. To him she thought Miss Hunter's large for- 
tune would be highly convenient ; and she had reason to 
believe that his taste in the choice of a wife would be 
easily governed by her advice or by his interest. Thus 
she could at least prevent her young friend's affections 
and fortune from going out of the family. In conse- 
quence of this glimpse of a new scheme, our indefati- 
gable pohtician applied herself to prepare the way for it 
with her wonted skill. She soothed the lovelorn and 
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pettish damsel with every expression that could gratify 
pride aiid rouse high thoughts of revenge. She sug- 
gested that instead of making rash vows of cehbacy, 
which would only show forlorn constancy, Miss Hunter 
should abide by her first spirited declaration, never to 
wear the willow for any man ; and that the best way to 
assert her own dignity would be to marry as soon as 
possible. After having given this consolatory advice, Mrs. 
Beaumont left the young lady's grief to wear itself out. 
" I know, my love," added she, " a friend of mine who 
would die for the happiness which my obstinate son does 
not, it seems, know how to value." 

" Who, ma*dm V said Miss Hunter, raising her head : 
" I'm sure I can't guess whom you can possibly mean, — 
who, ma'am ?" 

"Ah! my dear, excuse me," said Mrs. Beaumont,* 
" that is a secret I cannot tell you yet. When you are 
* fit to hear yourself convinced,' maybe I may obtain 
leave to tell you your admirer's name. I can assure you 
he is a very fashionable and a very agreeable man ; a 
great favourite with our sex, a particular friend of mine, 
and an officer." 

"Lord bless me!" exclaimed Miss Himter, starting 

2uite up, " an officer ! I can't imagine whom you mean ! 
>ear Mrs. Beaumont, whom can you mean 1" 

Mrs. Beaumont walked towards the door. 

" Only tell me one thing, dearest Mrs. Beaumont, — 
did I ever see him 1" 

Mrs. Beaumont, wisely declining to answer any more 
questions at present, quitted the room, and left Miss 
Hunter dying — with curiosity. 

The new delight of this fresh project, with the pros- 
pect of bringing to a happy termination her negotiation 
with Sir John Hmiter, sustained Mrs. Beaumont's spirits 
in the midst of the disappointments she experienced 
respecting the marriages of her son and daughter ; and 
enabled her, with less effort of dissimulation, to take 
apparently a share in the general joy which now per- 
vaded her family. Her son expressed his felicity with 
unbounded rapture, when he found his proposal to Miss 
Walsingham graciously received by the object of his 
affections, and by all her family ; his gratitude to his 
mother for no longer opposing his wishes gave a tender- 
ness to his manner which would have touched any heart 
but that of a politician. Amelia, also, even in the midst 
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of her love for Captain Walsingham, was anxiously 
intent upon showing dutiful attention to her mother, and 
upon making her some amends for the pain she had 
caused her of late. Whenever the brother and sister 
were together, in all their views of future happiness 
their mother was one of their principal objects; and 
these dispositions both Miss Walsingham and Captain 
Walsingham were earnest to confirm. No young people 
could have higher ideas than they had of the duty of 
children towards parents, and of the delight of family 
confidence and union. In former times, when Mr. 
Beaumont had been somewhat to blame in the rough- 
ness of his sincerity towards his mother, and when he 
had been disposed to break from her artful restraints, 
Captain Walsingham, by his conversation and by his 
letters, had always used his power and influence to keep 
him within bounds ; and whenever he could do so with 
truth, to raise Mrs. Beaumont in his opinion. She now 
appeared in a more advantageous light to her family, 
and they were more disposed to believe in her sincerity 
than they had ever been since the credulous days of 
childhood. The days of love and childhood are perhaps, 
in good minds, almost equally credulous, or at least con- 
fidmg. Even Mr. Walsingham was won over by the 
pleasure he felt in the prospect of his daughter's happi- 
ness ; and good Mr. Palmer was ten times more atten- 
tive than ever to Madam Beaumont. In his attention, 
however, there was something more ceremonious than 
formerly ; it was evident, for he was too honest to con- 
ceal his feelings, that his opinion of her was changed, 
and that his attention was paid to her rather as the 
>vidow of his old friend than on her own account. 
Amelia, who particularly remarked this change, and who 
feared that it must be severely painful to her mother, 
tried by every honest art of kindness to reinstate her 
in his regard. Amelia, however, succeeded only in rais- 
ing herself in his esteem. 

"Do not disturb yourself, my dear young lady," 
said he to her one day, " about your mother and me. 
Things are on their right footing between us, and 
can never be on any other. She, you see, is quite 
satisfied." 

Mrs. Beaumont, indeed, had not Amelia's quick sensi<» 
bility with regard to the real affections of her friends, 
though she was awak« to every external mark of atten- 

VoL. VII.— G 
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tion. She was content, as Mr. Palmer before others 
always treated her with marked deference, and gave her 
no reason to apprehend any alteration in his testament- 
ary dispositions. When settlements were talked of for 
the intended marriages, Mr. Palmer seemed to consider 
Mrs. Beaumont first in all their consultations, appealed 
for her opinion, and had ever a most cautious eye upon 
her interests. This she observed with satisfaction, and 
she was gratified by the demonstrations of increased 
regard from her son and daughter, because she thought 
it would facilitate her projects. She wished that her 
marriage with Sir John Hunter should appear well to 
the world ; and for this reason she desired that it should 
seem to be liked by all her family — seem, for as to their 
real opinions she was indifferent. 

Things were in this situation, when Mrs. Beaumont 
caused herself to be surprised* one morning by Mr. Palmer, 
with a letter in her hand, deep in revery. 

"O, my dear Mr. Palmer, is it youl" cried she, 
starting very naturally ; " I was really so lost in 
thought—" 

Mr. Palmer hoped that he did not disturb her. — 
" Disturb me ! no, my good friend, you are the very 
person I wished to consult." Her eye glanced again 
and again upon the letter she held in her hand, but Mr. 
Palmer seemed provokingly destitute of curiosity ; he 
however took a chair, and his snuff-box, and with a 
pohte but cold manner said he was much honoured by 
her consulting him, but that of course his judgment 
could be of little service to a lady of Mrs. Beaumont's 
understanding. 

" Understanding ! Ah," said she, " there are cases 
where understanding is of no use to women, but quite 
the contrary." 

Mr. Palmer did not contradict the assertion, nor did 
he assent to it, but waited, with a pinch of snuff arrested 
in its way, to have the cases specified. 

" In love affairs, for instance, we poor women," said 
Mrs. Beaumont, looking down prettily ; but Mr. Palmer 
affording no assistance to her bashful hesitation, she 
was under the necessity of finishing her sentence, or of 
beginning another, upon a different construction. The 
latter was most convenient, and she took a new and 

* 8m Baeoa on Oaaniiif. 
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franker tone : — " Here's a letter from poor Sir John 
Hunter." 

Mr. Palmer still sat bendinp forward to listen with the 
most composed deference, but pressed not in the 
slightest degree upon her confidence by any question or 
look down towards the letter, or up towards the lady's 
face, but straight forward looked he, till, quite provoked 
by his dulness, Mrs. Beaumont took the matter up again, 
and, in a new tone, said, " To be candid with you, my 
dear friend, this is a subject on which I feel some awk- 
wardness and reluctance in speaking to you — for of all 
men breathing, I should in any important action of my 
life wish for your approbation ; and yet, on the present 
occasion, I fear, and so does Sir John, that you will ut- 
terly disapprove of the match." 

She paused again, to be asked — What match 1 But, 
compelled by her auditor's invincible silence to make 
out her own case, she proceeded : " You must know, 
my good sir, that Sir John Hunter is, it seems, uncon- 
querably bent upon a connexion with this family ; for 
being refused by the daughter, he has proposed for the 
mother !" 

" Yes," said Mr. Pahner, bowing. 

" I thought you would have been more surprised," said 
Mrs. Beaumont: " I am glad the first sound of the thincr 
does not, as I was afraid it would, startle or revolt you." 

" Startle me it could not, madam," said Mr. PsJmer, 
** for I have been prepared for it some time past." 

" Is it possible ! And who could have mentioned it to 
you — Captain Lightbody V 

" Captain Lightbody !" cried Mr. Palmer, with a sud- 
den flash of indignation: "believe me, madam, I never 
thought of speaking to Captain Lightbody of your affairs. 
I am not in the habit of listening to such people." 

" But still, he might have spoken." 

" No, madam, no ; he would not have dared to bring 
me secret information." 

" Honourable ! quite honourable ! But then, my dear 
sir, how came you to know the thing 1" 

" I saw it. V ou know, madam, those who stand by 
always see more than the players." 

" And do you think my son and daughter, and Captain 
Walsingham know it too V 

"I fancy not; for they have not been standers-by: 
they have been deeply engaged themselves." 

G2 
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" That's well — for I wished to have your opinion and 
advice in the first place, before I hinted it even to them, 
or any one else living. As I feared the match would not 
meet your approbation, I told Sir John so, and I gave 
him only a provisional consent." 

" Like the provisional consent of that young Irish 
lady," said Mr. Palmer, laughing, " who went through 
the marriage service with her lover, adding at the end 
of each response, * provided my father gives his con- 
sent.'* But, madam, though I am old enough certainly 
to be your father, yet even if I had the honour to be so 
in reality, as you are arrived at years of discretion, you 
know you cannot need my consent." 

" But seriously, my excellent friend," cried she, ** I 
never could be happy in marrying against your appro- 
bation. And let me, in my own vindication, explain to 
you the whole of the affair." 

Here Mr. Palmer, dreading one of her long explana^ 
tions, which he knew he should never comprehend, be- 
sought her not to invest him with the unbecoming char- 
acter of her judge. He represented that no vindication 
was nectssary, and that none could be of any use. She 
however persisted in going through a sentimental de- 
fence of her conduct. She assured Mr. Palmer, that she 
had determined never to marry again ; that her inviolable 
respect for her dear Colonel Beaumont's memory had 
induced her to persist in this resolution for many years. 
That motives of delicacy and generosity were what first 
prevailed with her to listen to Sir John's suit ; and that 
now she consoled and supported herself by the proud 
reflection, that she was acting as her dear Colonel Beau- 
mont himself, could he know the circumstances and read 
her heart, would wish and enjoin her to act. 

Here a smile seemed to play upon Mr. Palmer's coun- 
tenance ; but the smile hsid vanished in an instant, and 
was followed by a sudden gush of tears, which were as 
suddenly wiped away ; not, however, before they re- 
minded Mrs. Beaumont to spread her handkerchief be- 
fore her face. 

" Perhaps," resumed she, after a decent pause, " per- 
haps I am doing wrong with the best intentions. Some 
people think that widows should never, on any account, 
mairy again, and perhaps Mr. Palmer is of this opinion V 

*,See Annual Register, 1791, for «a entertaining aoooont ofthe trial of Mr 
M'Naiigliton. 



MAlKBVTRIIfO. 149 

" No, by no means," said Mr. Palmer ; " nor was 
Colonel Beaumont. Often and often he said in his let* 
ters to me, that he wished his wife to marry again a/)ber 
he was gone, and to be as happy after his death as she 
had been during his life. I only hope that your choice 
may fulfil — may justify — " Mr. Palmer stopped again, 
something in Shakspeare, about preying on garbage, ran 
in his head ; and when Mrs. Beaumont went on to some 
fresh topics of vindication, and earnestly pressed for his 
(idvice, he broke up the conference by exclaiming, 
" 'Fore Jupiter, madam, we had better say nothing more 
about the matter ; for, after all, what can the wit of maa 
or woman make of it, but that you choose to marry Sir 
John Hunter, and that nobody in the world has a right 
to object to it 1 There is certainly no .yocasion to use 
any management with me ; and your eloquence is only 
wasting itself, for I am not so presumptuous, or so un* 
reasonable, as to set myself up for the judge of your ac» 
tions. You do me honour by consulting me ; but as you 
already know my opinion of the gentleman, I must de- 
cline saying any thing further on the subject." 

Mrs. Beaumont was left in a painful state of doubt a4 
to the main point, whether Mr. Palmer would or would 
not alter his will. However, as she was determined 
that the match should be accomplished, she took ad- 
vantage of the declaration Mr. Palmer made, that he had 
no right to object to her foUowing her own inclinations ; 
and she told Sir John Hunter that Mr. Palmer was per- 
fectly satisfied: and that he had indeed relieved her 
mind from some foolish scruples, by having assured her 
that it was Colonel Beaumont's particular wish, oftea 
eicpressed in his confidential letters, that his widow 
should marry again. So far, so good. Then the affair 
was to be broken to her son and daughter. She begged 
Mr. Palmer would imdertake, for her sake, this delicate 
task ; but he declined it with a frank simplicity. 

" Surely, madam," said he, " you can speak without 
difficulty to your own son and daughter; and I have 
through hfe observed, that employing one person te 
speak to another is almost always hurtful. I should no| 
presume, however, to regulate your conduct, madam, by 
my observations ; I should only give this as a reaso^ 
for declining the office witti which you proposed to 
honour me." 

The lady, compelled to speak for herself to her flon 
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and daughter, opened the affair to them with as mnch 
dehcacy and address as she had used with Mr. Palmer- 
Their surprise was great ; for they had not the most 
remote idea of her intentions. The result of a tedious 
conversation of three hours' length was perfectly satis- 
factory to her, though it would have been to the highest 
degree painful and mortifying to a woman of more feel- 
ing, or one less intent upon an establishment, a rever- 
sionary title, and the Wigram estate. How low she 
sank in the opinion of her children and her friends was 
comparatively matter of small consequence to Mrs. 
Beaumont, provided she could keep fair appearances 
with the world. While her son and daughter were so 
much ashamed of her intended marriage, that they 
would not cofuoiunicate their sentiments even to each 
other, — they, with becoming duty, agreed that Mrs. 
Beaumont was very good in speaking to them on the 
subject ; as she had an uncontrollable hght to marry as 
she thought proper. 

Mrs. Beaumont now wrote letters innumerable to her 
extensive circle of connexions and acquaintance, an- 
nouncing her approaching nuptials, and inviting them to 
her wedding. It was settled by Mrs. Beaumont that 
the three marriages should take place on the same day. 
This point she laboured with her usual address, and at 
last brought the parties concerned to give up their wishes 
for a private wedding, to gratify her love for show and 
parade. Nothing now remained but to draw the settle- 
ments. Mrs. Beaumont, who piqued herself upon her 
skill in business, and who thought the sum of wisdom 
was to excel in cunning, looked over her lawyer's 
draughts, and suggested many nice emendations, which 
obtained for her from an attorney the praise of being a 
vastly clever woman. Sir John was not, on his side, 
deficient in attention to his own interests. Never was 
there a pair better matched in this respect ; never were 
two people going to be married more afraid that each 
should take the other in. Sir John, however, pressed for- 
ward the business with an eagerness that surprised every, 
body. Mrs. Beaumont again and again examined the 
settlements, to try to account prudentially for her lover's 
impatience ; but she saw that all was right there on her 
part, and her self-love at last acquiesced in the belief that 
Sir John's was now the ardour of a real lover. To the 
lady's entire satisfaction, the liveries, the equipages, the 
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diamonds, the wedding-clothes, were aU bought, and the 
wedding-day approached. Mrs. Beaumont's rich and 
fashionable connexions and acquaintance all promised to 
grace her nuptials. Nothing was talked of but the prep- 
arations for Mrs. Beaumont and 8ir John Hunter's mar- 
riage ; and so full of business and bustle, and mysteries, 
and sentimentalities, and vanities was she, that she 
almost forgot that anybody was to be married but her- 
self The marriages of her son and daughter seemed 
so completely to merge in the importance and splendour 
of her own, that she merely recollected them as things 
that were to be done on the same day, as subordinate 
parts that were to be acted by inferior performers, while 
she should engross the public interest and applause. 
In the mean time Miss Hunter was engaged, to Mrs. 
Beaumont's satisfaction and her own, in superintending 
the wedding-dresses, and in preparing the most elegant 
dress imaginable for herself, as bhdeVmaid. Now and 
then she interrupted these occupations with sighs and 
fits of pretty sentimental dejection ; but Mrs. Beaumont 
was well convinced that a new lover would soon make 
her forget her disappointment. The nephew was written 
to, and invited to spend some time with his aunt, imme- 
diately after her marriage ; for she determined that Miss 
Hunter should be her niece, since she could not be her 
daughter. This secondary intrigue went on delightfully 
in our heroine's imagination, without interfering with 
the main business of her own marriage. The day, the 
long-expected day, that was to crown all her hopes, at 
length arrived. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

<* On peat Atre plus lln qa*uii autre, mats pas ploa lln que tous lea autras.'^^ 

SoCHItroUCAULT. 

The following paragraph,* extracted from the news- 
papers of the day, will doubtless be acceptable to a 
large class of our readers : — 

* Suppnsnd to be flrom the pen of Bfr Twifg, who waa preaented with • 
livtaf in the gift <tfMra. Beaumont. , 
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"FASHIONAHLK 1IYMENKAL8. 

** Yesterdiiy, Sir John Hunter, of Hunter Hall, Dc* 
fronMhire, burt., led to tlio hynieneid iiltar the accoiu- 
plished Mrii. iUiaunioiit, ndict of the late <*olon(d Jieau- 
mont, of lU'.auinont Park. On the Name day her uon 
and dau^htt;r were aluo married — Mr. Jieuumont to MJmh 
WalHin^tiam, daughter of K. WalHin^ham, Ksq. of Wal- 
■inf^ham HoiiNe ; and Mihh Deaumont to (yaptain Wal- 
sinf^ham of tlie navy, a near relation of Kdward WaUing- 
ham, KHq. of Walmn^ham House. 

** Tlieue nuptials in the Heaumont family were f^rueed 
by lui overflowing (ioneourue of beauty, nobility, and 
fashion, comprehending all the relaticmH, connexioim, 
intimate friends, and [)iirticular acquiiiutantteH of the 
iiiterestinf? and jMipular Mrs. Heaumont. The cavalcade 
rea(;hed from the principal front of the house to the 
south fixate of the park, a distance of three -quarters of a 
mile. Mrs. Deaumont and her daughter, two lovely 
brkles, in a sujierb lunchm, wctre attired in the most 
elef(imt, becoming, fashionable, and costly manner, their 
dress consisting of the finest lace, over white satin. 
Mrs. Ueaumont*s was point la(;e, imd she was also dis- 
tinguished by a lon^ veil of the most cxtiuisite texture, 
which added. a t<'.inpered f^racu; to Intauty in its meridian. 
In the same landau appeared t\ui charmiuK^ bri<l(?s'-maidH, 
til in white, of course. Amon^ these. Miss Hunter at- 
tracted particuhir atUtntion, by tlui fvUvily of her cos- 
tum(>. Her drapery, whieh was of delicate lae.e, beinf{ 
happily adapted to sliow to tlie greatest advaiitair(> the 
captivating contour of her elegant Ji^^ure, and oriiamcuited 
with white silk frii^^e and tassels, marked ev(;ry airy 
motion of her sylpli-like form. 

*' The third bride on tliis ausoieious day was MisH 
Walsin^hani, wlio, with h^T father and bride/H-niaidN, 
follow(td in Mr. Walsin^liaiifs carriaf^e. Miss VValsin^. 
haan, we are informed, was dressed with simple elt^. 
ganee, in the finest pnxhice of th(i Indian loom : but, 
as she was in a covered carriage, we could not ol)tain a 
Adl view of her atliris. Next to the brides' e(pii|)a^e 
folio w(;d the bridej^rooms'. And cliief of these Sir 
John Hunter sported a splendid barouche He wiU9 
dressed in the height of the ton, and his horses deserved 
particular admiration. After Sir jQlm*8 barouclic cani^ 



MANCEUVRINO. i6B' 

the equipage belonging to Mr. Beaumont, highly finished, 
but plain : in this were the two bridegrooms Mr. Beaiik 
mont and Captain Walsingham, accompanied by Mr. 
Palmer (the great West Indian Palmer), who, we under- 
stand, is the intimate friend and relative of the Beaumoat 
family. Then followed, as our correspondent countedt 
above a hundred carriages of distinction, with a prodir 
gious cavalcade of gentry. The whole was closed by s 
long line of attendants and domestics. The moment 
the park gates were opened, groups of youn^ girls of the 
Beaumont tenantry, habited in white, with knots of 
ribands, and emblematical devices suited to the occft- 
sion, and with baskets of flowers in their hands, began 
to strew vegetable incense before the brides, especi&y 
before Mrs. Beaumont's landau. 

' And while the priests accuse the bride*8 delay, 
RoMs and myrtles *<U\\ ohstract her way.' 

"The crowd, which assembled as they proceeded 
along the road to the church, and in the churchyard, 
was such that, however gratefully it evinced the popu- 
larity of the amiable parties, it became at last evident^ 
distressing to the principal object of their homage — Mrs. 
Beaumont, who could not have stood the gaze of public 
admiration but for the friendly and becoming, yet tan~ 
talizing, refuge of her veil. Constables were obhged to 
interfere to clear the path to the church-door, and the 
amiable almost fainting lady was from the arms of her 
anxious and alarmed bride's-maids lifted out of her laM- 
dau, and supported into the church and up the aisle with 
all the marked gallantry of true tenderness, by her happy 
bridegroom. Sir John Hunter. 

" After the ceremony was over. Sir John and Lady 
Hunter, and the two other new-married couples, returned 
to Beaumont Park, with the cortege of their friends, 
where the company partook of an elegant collation. 
The artless graces and fascinating affability of Lady 
Hunter won all hearts ; and the wit, festive spirits, and 
politeness of Sir John attracted universal admiration 
—not to say envy, of all present. Immediately after 
the collation, the happy couple set off for their seat at 
Hunter Hall. 

^ Mr. Beaumont and the new Mrs. Beaumont re- 
mained at Beaumont Park. Captain and Mrs. Walsing- 
ham repaired to Mr. Walsingham's, 

G 3 
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<* It is a singular circumstance, communicated to tu 
by the indisputable authority of one of the bride Vmaids, 
that Miss Walsingham, as it was discovered after the 
ceremony, was actually married with her gown the 
wrong side outwards. Whether this be an omen an- 
nouncing good fortune to all the parties concerned, we 
cannot take upon us to determine ; but this much we 
may safely assert, that never distinguished female in 
the annals of fashion was married under more favourable 
auspices than the amiable Lady Hunter. And it is uni- 
versally acknowledged, that no lady is better suited to 
be, as in the natural course of things she will soon be. 
Countess of Puckeridge, and at the head of the great 
Wigram estate." 

So ends our newspaper writer. 

Probably this paragraph was sent to the press before 
the fashionable hymeneals had actually taken place. 
This may in some measure account for the extraordinary 
omissions in the narrative. After the three marriages 
had been solemnized, just when the ceremony was over, 
and Lady Hunter was preparing to receive the con- 
gratulations of the brilliant congregation, she observed 
that the clergyman, instead of shutting his book, kept 
it open before him, and looked round, as if expecting 
another bride. Mrs. Beaumont, we shoidd say Lady 
Hunter, courtesied to him, smiled, and made a sign that 
the ceremony was finished : but at this instant, to her 
astonishment, she saw her bride^s-maid Miss Hunter 
quit her place, and beheld Captain Lightbody seize her 
hand, and lead her up towards the altar. Lady Hunter 
broke through the crowd that was congratulating her, 
and reaching Miss Hunter, drew her back forcibly, and 
whispered, "Are you mad, Miss Hunter I Is this a 
place, a time for frolic 1 What are you about I" 

" Going to be married, ma'am ! following your lady- 
ship's good example," answered her bride's-maid flip, 
pantly, at the same time springing forward from the 
detaining grasp, regardless even of the rent she made 
in her lace dress, she hurried, or was hurried on by 
Captain Lightbody. 

" Captain Lightbody !" cried Lady Hunter ; but, an- 
swering only with a triumphant bow, he passed on with 
bis bride. 

** Heavens ! will nobody stc^ him 1" cried Lady Hun- 
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ter, overtaking them again as they reached the steps. 
She addressed herself to the clergyman. " Sir, she is 
a ward in chancery, and under my protpection; they 
have no license ; their banns have not been published ; 
you cannot, dare not, surely, marry them !" 

" Pardon me, Lady Hunter," said Captain Lightbody ; 
" I have shown Mr. Twigg my license." 

" I have seen it — I thought it was with your ladyship's 
knowledge," replied Mr. Twigg. " I — 1 cannot object 
— it wotdd be at my own peril. If there is any lawful 
impediment, your ladyship will make it at the proper 
response." 

A friend of Captain Lightbody's appeared in readiness 
to give the young lady away. 

" The ceremony must go on, madam," said the cler- 
gyman. 

" At your peril, sir !" said Lady Hunter. " This young 
lady is a ward of chancery, and not of age !" 

" I am of age— of age last month," cried the bride. 
" Not till next year." 

'^ Of age last month. I have the parish register," said 
Captain Lightbody. " Go on, sir, if you please." 

" Good Heavens ! Miss Hunter, can you bear," said 
Lady Hunter, " to be the object of this indecent alterca^ 
tion ? Retire with me, and only let me speak to you, I 
conjure you !" 

No— the young lady stood her ground, resolute to be 
a bride. 

^^ If there is any lawful impediment, your ladyship 
will please to make it at the proper response," said the 
chaplain. " I am under a necessity of proceeding." 
The ceremony went on. 

Lady Hunter, in high indignation, retired immediately 
to the vestry-room with her bridegroom. " At least," 
cried she, throwing herself upon a seat, " it shall never 
be said that I countenanced, by my presence, such a 
scandalous marriage ! Oh, Sir John Hunter, why did 
you not interfere to save your own sister 1" 

" Save her I Egad, she did not choose to be saved. 
Who can save a woman that does not choose it 1 What 
could 1 do 1 Is not she your ladyship's pupil *? — ^he ! he ! 
he ! But I'll fight the rascal directly, if that will give 
you any satisfaction." 

" And he shall have a lawsuit too for her fortune !'* 
said Lady Hunter; "for she is not of age. I have a 
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memorandum in an old pocket-book. O ! who woaU 
have thought such a girl could have duped me ao !^ 

Lady Hunter^s exclamations were interrupted by the 
entrance of her son and daughter, who came to offer 
what consolation they could. The brilliant congrega- 
tion poured in a few minutes afterward, with their min- 
fried congratulations and condolence, eager, above all 
Hiings, to satisfy their curiosity. 

Captain Light body, with invincible assurance, came up 
Jnet us Lady Hunter was getting into her carriage, and 
besought permission to present his bride to her. But 
Lady Hunter, turning her back upon him without reply, 
•aid lo her son, ** If Captain Lightbody is going to Beau- 
mont Park, I am not going there." 

Mrs. Lightbody, who was now emancipated from 
all control, and from all sense of propriety, called out 
Iffom her awn carriage, in which she was seated, *^ That, 
thank Heaven ! she had a house of her own to go to, 
and that nothing was farther from her thoughts than to 
interrupt the festivities of Lady Hunter's more mature 
mi^ials." 

Delighted with having made this tart answer, Mrs. 
Lightbody ordered her husband to order her coachman 
to drive off as fast as possible. The captain, by her 
particular desire, had taken a house for her at Brighton, 
the gayest place she could think of. We leave this 
amiable bride rejoicing in the glory of having duped a 
lady of Mrs. Beaumont's penetration ; and her bride- 
groom rejoicing still more in the parish register, by 
the help of which he hoped to obtain full enjoyment of 
what he knew to be his bride's most valuable posses- 
aion — her portion, and to defy Lady Hunter's threatened 
lawsuit. 

In the mcsn time. Lady Hunter, in her point lace and 
t>eautiful veil, seated beside her baronet, in his new 
t)arouche, endeavoured to forget this interruption of her 
4riuniph. She considered, that though Miss Hunter's 
fortune was lost to her family, yet the title of countess 
and the Wigram estate were secure: this was solid 
consolation ; and recwering her features from their un- 
precedented discomposure, she forced smiles and looks 
suitable to the occasion, as she bowed to congratulating 
passengers. 

Arrived at Beaumont Park, she prepared, without 
appetite, to partake of the elegant collation, and to do 
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the honours with her accustomed pfraco : fthe took care 

to seat Mr. Palmer beside her, that ahe mij^t show thA 
world OH what g-ood tonns they were tof^ther. She 
WHS pleased to see, that thouvfh two youn^^er brides sat 
near her, she en^a^ed by far the larji^est share of public 
admiration. They wore so fully content and ei>^ossed 
by th(ur own feelings, that they did not perceive that 
tiiey were what is called thrown into the shade. All the 
pride, pomp, and circumstance of these p^lorious hyme- 
neals appeared to them but as a dream, or as a scone 
that was actiufir before them, in which they were not 
called to take a part. Towards the end of tlie collation, 
one of the pr\iosts, my Lord Rider, a nobleman who 
always ^ave himself th<^ air of beinjf in a prodigfioim 
hurry, declared that he was under the necessity of fjpoitig 
off, for he expected a person to meet him at his house 
in town, on some particular business, at an appointed 
day. His lordship's travelling companion, who was 
unwilling to quit so prematurely the present scene of 
festivity, observed that the man of business had engaged 
to write to his lordship, and that he should nt least wait 
till the post should (!ome in. Lady Hunter politely sent 
to imiuire if any letters had arrived for his lonlship ; 
and, in consequence of his impatience, all tl»e letters 
for the family were brought : Lady Hunter distributed 
them. There was one for Captain Walsingham, with a 
Spanish motto on the seal : Lady Hunter, as she gave 
it to him, whispered to Anwlia, " Don't l)e jealous, my 
dear, but that, I can tell you, is a letter from his Spanish 
incognita." Amelia smiled with a look of the most per- 
fect confidence and love, ("aptain Walsingham imme- 
diatidy opened the letter, and, looking at the signature, 
said, *' It is not from my Spanish incognita, — it is from 
lier aunt : I will read it by-and-by." 

"A fine evasion indeed!" exclaimed Lady Hunter: 
"look how coolly he puts it into his pocket! Ah, my 
credulous AmeMa, do you allow him to begin in this 
manner ?" pursued she, in a tone of raillery, yet as if 
she really suspected something wrong hi the hotter; 
" and have you no curiosity^ Mrs. Walsingham V 

Amelia declared that she had none ; that she was not 
one of those who think that jeriousy is the best proof 
of love. 

*' Right, right," said Mr. Palmer; ** confidence Is the 
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best proof of love ; and yours, 111 venture to say, is and 
ever will be, well placed/' 

Captain WalHinffham, with a grateful smile, took his 
letter afl:ain out of his pocket, and immediately beean 
to read it in a low voice to Amelia, Lady Hunter, and Mr. 
Palmer. 

" Dear Sir, 
<* Thoufl:h almoHt a stranf^er to you, I should think 
myHclf wanting; in f^atitude if I did not, after all the ser- 
vices you have done my family, write to thank you in 
my niece's name and in my own : and much I regret 
that my words will so ill convey to you the sentiments 
of our hearts. I am an old woman, not well accus- 
tomed to use my pen in the way of letter-writing ; but 
can say truly, that while 1 have life I shall bo grateful 
to you. You have restored me to happiness, by re- 
storing to me my long-lost niece. It will, 1 am sure, 
give you satisfaction to hear that my niece — '' 

Captain Walsingham stopped short, with a look which 
confirmed Lady Hunter in all her suspicions, — which 
made Mr. Palmer take out his snuflf-box, — which startled 
even Mr. Beaumont ; but which did not raise in the 
mind of Amelia the slightest feeling of doubt or sus- 
picion. She smiled, and looked round at lier alarmed 
friends with a manner which seemed to say, " Can you 
suppose it possible that there can be any thing wrong V 

" Pray go on. Captain Walsingham," said Lady Hunter, 
" unless — unless you have particular, very particular 
reasons." 

" 1 have particular, very particular reasons," said 
Captain Walsingham ; and since," turning to Amelia, 
*' this confiding lady does not insist upon my going 
on — " 

" 0," said Lady Hunter, gayly, snatching the letter ; 
"I am not such a credulous, or, as you caUit, confiding 
lady." 

*^I beg of your ladyship not to read it," said Captain 
Walsingham, in an earnest tone. 

'^ You beg of me not to read it, and with that alarmed 
look — O, positively 1 must and will read it." 

" Not at present, then, I entreat you !" 

" This very instant," cried Lady Hunter, affecting all 
the imperious vivacity of a young bride, under favour 



XANdVVRINO. 159 

of which she determined to satisfy her malicious cu- 
riosity. 

" Pray, Lady Hunter, do not read it," repeated Cap- 
tain Walsingham, laying his hand over the letter. "It 
is for your own sake," added he, in a low and earnest 
voice, " it is for your own sake, not mine, that I beg of 
you to forbear." 

Lady Hunter, imagining this to be only a subterfuge, 
drew tlie letter from beneath Captain Walsingham's 
hand, exclaiming, " For my sake ! O, captain, that is a 
charming ruse de guerre, but do not hope that it shaU 
succeed !" 

" O mother, believe him, believe him," cried Amelia: 
" I am sure he tells you the truth, and he speaks for 
your sake, not for his own." 

Amelia interceded in vain. 

Mr. Palmer patted Amelia's shoulder fondly, saying, 
" You are a dear good creature." 

" A dear credulous creature !" exclaimed Lady Hunter. 
She had now undisturbed possession of the letter. 

Captain Walsingham stood by with a face of great 
concern ; in which Amelia and Mr. Beaumont, without 
knowing the cause, seemed to sympathize. 

The contest had early attracted the attention of all 
within hearing or view of her ladyship, and by this 
time had been pointed out and accounted tor in whispers, 
even to the most remote parts of the room ; so that 
the eyes of almost every individual in the assembly were 
now fixed upon Lady Hunter. She had scarcely glanced 
her eye upon the letter, when she turned pale as death, 
and exclaimed, " He knew it ! he knew it !" Then, re- 
collecting herself, she made a struggle to conceal her 
dismay — the forced smile quivered on her lip, — she fell 
back in a swoon, and was carried out of the room by lier 
son and daughter. Sir John Hunter was at another 
table, eating eel-pie, and was the last person present 
who was made to understand what had happened. 

" It is the damned heat of the room, I suppose," said 
he, " that made her faint ;" and swallowmg the last 
morsel on his plate, and settling his collar, he came up 
to Captain Walsingham. "Whafs this I hearl — that 
Lady Hunter has fainted ! I hope they have carried 
her mto the air. But where's the letter they say affected 
her so 1" 

** In my pocket,'* said Captain Walsingham coolly. 
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« Any thing new in it 1" said Sir John, with a soUcy^ 
fashionable indifference. 

" Nothing new to you, probably, Sir John," said Cap- 
tain Walsingham, walking away from him in disgust. 

" I suppose it was the heat overcame Lady Hunter,'' 
continued Sir John, speaking to those who stood near 
him. "Is anybody gone to see how she is nowl I 
wonder if they'll let rae in to see her."" 

With assumed carelessness, but with real embarrass- 
ment, the bridegroom went to inquire for his bride. 

Good Mr. Palmer went soon afterward, and knocked 
softly at the lady's door. " Is poor Lady Hunter any 
better r ' 

*' O, yes, quite well again now," cried Lady Hunter» 
raising herself from the bed on which she had been 
laid ; but Mr. Palmer thought, as he saw her through 
the half-opened door, she still looked a deplorable spec- 
tacle, in all her wedding finery. " Quite well again, 
now : it was nothing in the world but the heat. Ameha, 
my love, go back to the company, and say so, lest my 
friends should be uneasy. Thank you, kind Mr. Palmer, 
for coming to see rae : excuse my not being able to let 
you in now, for I must change my dress. Sir John 
sends me word his barouche will be at the door in ten 
minutes, and I have to hurry on my travelling dress. 
JSxcuse me." 

Mr. Palmer retired, seeing clearly that she wished 
to avoid any explanation of the real cause of her faint- 
ing. In the gallery leading from her room he met Cap- 
tain Walsingham, who was coming to inquire for Lady 
Hunter. 

" Poor woman ! do you know the cause of her faint- 
ing?" said Captain Walsingham. 

" No ; and I believe she does not wish me to know it : 
therefore don't tell it rae," said Mr. Palmer. 

" It is a secret that must l^e in the public papers in a 
few days," said Captain Walsingham. " This lady that 
I brought over from Lisbon — " 

" Well, what can she have to say to Mrs. Beau- 
mont V 

" Nothing to Mrs. Beaumont, but a great deal to Lady 
Hunter. You may remember that I mentioned to you 
some of her relations had contrived to have her kept in 
that convent abroad, and had spread a report of her 
death, thai the Iieir-at4aw might defxaud her of her 
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property, and get and keep possession of a large estate, 
which fell to him in case of her death. Of further par- 
ticulars, or even of the name of this estate, I knew 
Dothing till this morning, when that letter from the aunt 
— here it is — tells me that the estate to which her niece 
was entitled is the great Wigram estate, and that old 
Wigram was the rascally heir-at-law. The lawyer I 
recommended to the lady was both an honest and a 
clever fellow ; and he represented so forcibly to old Wi- 
gram the consequences of his having his frand brought 
to light in a court of equity, that he made him soon 
agr^e to a private reference. The affair has been com- 
promised and settled thus : — the possession of the estate 
is given up, just as it stands, to the rightful owner -, and 
she forbears to call the old sinner to an account for past 
arrears. She will let him make it out to the world and 
to his own conscience, if he can, that he bon4 fide be- 
lieved her to be dead." 

^^-So,^' said Mr. Palmer, " so end Madam Beaumoat^d 
hopes of being at the head of the Wigram estate, and so 
end her hopes of being a countess ! And actually mar- 
ried to this ruined spendthrift ! — Now we see the reason 
he pressed on the match so, and urged her to many 
him before the affair should become public. She is 
duped, and for life ! — poor Madam Beaumont !" 

At this moment Lady Hunter came out of her room, 
after having changed her dress and repaired her smiles. 

" Ready for my journey now," said she, passing by 
Mr. Palmer quickly. " I must show myself to the world 
of friends below, and bid them adieu. One word. Cap- 
tain Walsingham : there's no occasion, you know," 
whispered she, " to say any thing below of that letter ; I 
really don't believe it." 

Too proud to let her mortification be known. Lady 
Hunter constrained her feehngs with all her might. 
She appeared once more with a pleased countenance in 
the festive assembly. She received their compliments 
and congratulations, and invited them with all the ear- 
nestness of friendship to favour Sir John and her, as 
soon as possible, with, their company at Hunter Hall. 
The company were now fast departing; carriages 
came to the door in rapid succession. Lady Hunter 
went through with admirable grace and variety the 
sentimental ceremony of taking leave ; and when her 
splendid barouche was at the door, and when she was 
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to bid adieu to her own family, still she acted her part 
inimitably. In all the becoming mixed smiles and tears 
of a bride, she was seen embracing by turns her beloved 
daughter and son, and daughter-in-law and son-in-law, 
over and over again, in the hall, on the steps ; to the 
last moment contriving to be torn delightfully from the 
bosom of her family by her impatient bridegroom. 
Seated beside him in his barouche, she kissed her hand 
to Mr. Palmer, — smiled : all her family, wlio stood on 
the steps, bowed ; and Sir John drove away with his 
prize. 

" He's a swindler !" cried Mr. Palmer, " and she is — " 
" Amelia's mother," interrupted Captain WtUsingham. 
" Right," said Mr. Palmer ; " but Amelia had a father 
too, — my excellent friend, Colonel Beaumont, — whom 
she and her brother resemble in all that is open-hearted 
and honourable. Well, well ! 1 make no reflections ; I 
hate moral reflections. Everybody can think and feel 
for themselves I presume. I only say, — Thank Heaven, 
we've done with maruBuvrinfr /" 



ALMERIA. 



John Hodgeinson was an eminent and wealthy York* 
shire grazier, who had no children of his own, but who 
had brought up in his family Almeria Tumbull, the 
daughter of his wife by a former husband, a Mr. Turn- 
bull. Mr. Turnbull had also been a grazier, but had not 
been successful in the management of his affairs, there- 
fore he could not leave his daughter any fortune ; and at 
the death of her mother she became entirely dependent 
on her father-in-law. Old Hodgkinson was a whimsical 
man, who, except in eating and drinking, had no inclina- 
tion to spend any part of the fortune be had made ; but, 
enjoying the consequence which money confers, endeav- 
oured to increase this importance by keeping all his ac- 
quaintance in uncertainty as to what he called his " tes- 
tamentary dispositions y Sometimes he hinted that his 
step-daughter should be a match for the proudest riband 
in England ; sometimes he declared that he did not know 
of what use money could be to a woman, except to make 
her a prey to a fortime-hunter, and that his girl should 
not be left in a way to be duped. 

As to his daughter's education, that was an affair in 
which he did not interfere : all that he wished was that 
the girl should be kept humble, and have no fine notions 
put into her head, nor any communication with fine 
people. He kept company only with men of his own 
sort ; and as he had no taste for any kind of Uterature, 
Ahneria's time would have hung rather heavy upon her 
hands, had she been totally confined to his society : but, 
fortunately for her, there lived in the neighbourhood an 
elderly gentleman and his daughter, whom her father 
allowed her to visit. Mr. Elmour was a country gentle- 
man of a moderate fortune, a respectable family, and of a 
most amiable character: between his daughter Ellen 
and Miss Tumbull there had subsisted an intimacy from 
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their earliest childhood. The professions of this friend- 
ship had hitherto been much the warmest on the part of 
Almeria ; the proofs were, perhaps, the strongest on the 
side of Ellen. Miss Elmour, as the daughter of a gen- 
tleman whose family had been long settled in the coun- 
try, was rather more considered than Miss Tumbull, who 
was the daughter of a grazier, whose money had but 
lately raised him to the level of gentility. At Mr. El- 
mour's house Almeria had an opportunity of being in 
much better company than she could ever have seen at 
her father's ; better company in every respect, but chiefly 
in the popular, or, more properly, in the aristocratic sense 
of the terra : her visits had consequently been long and 
frequent ; she appeared to have a peculiar taste for re- 
fineraent in manners and conversation, and often de- 
plored the want she felt of these at home. She ex* 
pressed a strong desire to acquire information, and to 
improve herself in every elegant accomplishment ; and 
Ellen, who was of a character far supenor to the little 
meaxmess of female competition and jealousy, shared 
with her friend all the advantages of her situation. Old 
Hodgkinson never had any books in his house but such 
as Almeria borrowed from Mr. Elmour's library. Ellen 
constantly sent Miss Turnbull all the new publications 
which her father got from town — she copied for her 
friend the new music with which she was supplied, 
showed her every new drawing or print, gave her the 
advantage of the lessons she received from an excellent 
drawing-master, and let her into those little mysteries 
of art which masters sometimes sell so dear. 

This was done with perfect readiness and simplicity ; 
Ellen never seemed conscious that she was bestowing a 
favour ; but appeared to consider what she did as mat- 
ters of course, or as the necessary consequences of 
friendship. She treated her friend at all times, and in 
all companies, with that uniform attention and equality 
of manner which most people profess, and which so few 
have strength of mind to practise. Almeria expressed, 
and probably at this time felt, unbounded gratitude and 
affection for Ellen ; indeed her expressions were some- 
times so vehement, that Miss Elmour rallied her for 
being romantic. Almeria one day declared, that she 
should wish to pass all the days of her life at Elmour 
Grove, without .seeing any other human creatures but her 
iriend and her friend's father. 
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" Your imagination deceives you, my dear Almeria," 
said Ellen, smiling. 

" It is my heart, not my imagination, that speaks," 
said Almeria, laying her hand upon her heart, or upon 
the place where she fancied her heart ought to be. 

" Your understanding will, perhaps, speak a different 
language by-and-by, and your heart will not be the worse 
for it, my good young lady," said old Mr. Elmour. 

Almeria persisted even to tears ; and it was not till 
young Mr. Elmour came home, and till she had spent a 
few weeks in his company, that she began to admit that 
three was the number sacred to friendship. Frederick 
Elmour was a man of honour, talents, spirit, and of a 
decided character : he was extremely fond of his sister, 
and was prepossessed in favour of every thing and per* 
son that she loved. Her intimate friend was conse- 
quently interesting to him ; and it must be supposed, 
tnat Miss Elmour's praises of Almeria were managed 
more judiciously than eulogiums usually are, by the effect 
which they produced. Frederick became attached to 
Miss Tumbull, though he perceived that, in firmness and 
dignity of character, she was not equal to his sister. 
This inferiority did not injure her in his opinion, because 
it was always acknowledged with so much candour and 
humility by Almeria, who seemed to look up to her 
friend as to a being of a superior order. This freedom 
from envy, and this generous enthusiasm, first touched 
young Mr. Elmour's heart. Next to possessing his sis- 
ter's virtues and talents, loving them was, in his opinion, 
the greatest merit. He thought that a person capable 
of appreciating and admiring Ellen's character must be 
desirous of imitating her ; and the similarity of their 
tastes, opinions, and principles seemed to him the most 
secure pledge for his future happiness. Miss TumbuU's 
fortune, whatever it might be, was an object of no great 
importance to him : his father, though not opulent, was 
in easy circumstances, and was " willing," he said, " to 
deprive himself of some luxuries for the sake of his 
son, whom he would not control in the choice of a 
wife — a choice on which he knew, from his own expe- 
rience, that the happiness of life so much depends." 

The benevolent old gentleman had peculiar merit in 
this conduct ; because, if he had a weakness in the 
world, it was a prejudice in favour of what is cdiledgaod 
family and birth : it had long been the secret wish- of his 
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heart that his only son might marry into a famUy as 
ancient as his own. Frederick was fully sensible of tho 
sacrifice that his father made of his pride : but that which 
he was willing to irnke of what he called his luxuries 
his son's aflfection ai\d sense of justice forbade him to 
accept. He could not rob his father of any of the com- 
forts of his declining years, while in the full vigour of 
youth it was in his power, by his own exertions, to ob- 
tain an independent maintenance. He had been bred to 
the bar ; no expense had been spared by his father in his 
education, no efforts had been omitted by himself. Ho 
was now ready to enter on the duties of his profession 
with ardour, but without presumption. 

Our heroine must be pardoned by the most prudent, 
and admired by the most romantic, for being desperately 
in love with a youth of such a character and such ex- 
pectations. While the young lady's passion was grow- 
mg every hour more lively, her old father was growing 
every hour more lethargic. He had a superstitious 
dread of making a will, as if it were a preparation for 
death, which would hasten the fatal moment. Hodgkin- 
son's friends tried to conquer this prejudice ; but it was 
in vain to reason with a man who had never reasoned 
during the whole of his life about any thing except bul- 
locks. Old Hodgkinson died — that was a matter of no 
great consequence to anybody — ^but he died without a 
will, and that was a matter of some importance to his 
daughter. After searching in every probable and im- 

Erobable place, there was at length found, in his own 
andwriting, a memorandum, the beginning of which 
was in the first leaf of his cookery-book, and the end 
in the last leaf of his prayer-book. There was some 
difilculty in deciphering the memorandum, for it was 
cross-barred with miscellaneous observations in inks of 
various colours — red, blue, and green. As it is danger- 
ous to garble law papers, we shall lay the document be- 
fore the public just as it appeared. 



Copy from first leaf of the Cookery-book, 

I, John Hodgkinson, of Vetchfield, East Riding of 
Yorkshire, grazier and so forth, not choosing to style 
myself Gentleman, though entitled so to do, do hereby 
certify, that when I can find an honest attorney it is my 
intention to make my will and to leave — 
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[Here the ttstator^s memorandum was interrupts by a receipt in a dimm- 
utive female handy seemingly written some years btfore.] 

Mrs. Turnbull^s recipe, infallible for all aches, bruises, 

and strains. 
Take ahandfull of these herbs following — Wormwood, 
Sage, Broom-flowers, Clown's-AU-hejd, Chick-weed, 
Cumphry, Birch, Groundsell, Agremony, Southernwood, 
Ribwort, Mary-Gould leaves, Bramble, Rosemary, Rue, 
Eldertops, Camomile, Aly Campaigne-root, half a hand- 
ful of Red Earthworms, two ounces of Cummins-seeds, 
Deasy-roots, Columbine, Sweet Marjoram, Dandylion, 
Devil's bit, six pound of May butter, two pound of 
Sheep suet, half a pound of Deer suet, a quart of salet 
oil beat well in y boiling till the oil be green — ^Then 
strain — It will be better if you add a dozen of Swallows, 
and pound all their Feathers, Gizzards, and Heads before 
boiling — It will cure all aches.* — 

[Beneath this valuable recipe^ Mr. Hodgkms<m*s testamentary dispositiana 
continued as/ollows.] 

All I am worth in the world, real or personal — 

To Collar a Pig. 
Take a young fat pig, and when he is well scalded 
cut off his head, then sUt down the back, take out his 
bones, lay him in a dish of milk and water, and shift 
him twice a day — for the rest, turn to page 103. 

To my step-daughter Almeria, who is now at Elmour 
Grove, in her eighteenth year — 

[Written across the above in red inkJ] 

Mem" — ^1 prophesy, this third day of August, that the 
man from Hull will be here to-morrow with fresh mullets. 

And as girls go, I believe a good girl, considering the 
times — but if she disoblige me by marriage, or other- 
wise, I hereby revoke the fame. 

[Written diagonally in red ink.] 

Mem*"— Weight of the Big Bullock, 90 score, besides 
offal. 

[Tlu value was so pale it could not be dseiphered.} 

And I further intend to except out of my above bequest 
to my daughter Almeria, the sum of 

• • .• ' ■ ■ ■ ■» 

* Literally copied ftom a fhinUy receipt-book in the aathor*8 poaaoMioa. 
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A fine method to make Pmich of Yalentia dnon. t. 

page 7. 
Ten thousand pounds, now in Sir Thomas Stock's my 
banker^s hands, as a token of remembrance to John 
Hodgkinson of Hull, on account of his being my name- 
sake, and, I believe, relation — 



[Continuation in the last leqf of the Prayer-book.] 

It is my further intention (whenever 1 find said honest 
attorney fit for my will) to leave sundry mourning-rings 
with my hair, value (WanA;)— one in particular to Charles 
E^lmour, sen. esquire, and also— 

[ Upmde down^ in red ink.] 

Mem" — ^Yorkshire Puddings — Knox says good in my 
case. 

Hodgkinson late 
Hannah a Tumbull (my wife) 
her prayer-book, 
bom Dec' 6th, 1700, 
died Jan" 4th, 1760 ; 
leaving only behind her, in this world, Almeria TumbuU 
(my step-daughter). 

Also another mourning-ring to Frederick, the son of 
Charles Elmour, Esq., and ditto to Ellen his daughter, if 
I have hair enough under my wig. 

[Diagonal in red ink.] 

Mem" — ^To know from Dr. Knox by return of post 
what is ^od against sleep— in my case — 

This 18 the short of my will — ^the attorney (when 
found) will make it long enough. — ^And I hereby declare, 
that I will write no other will with mv own hand, for 
man, woman, or child — ^And that I will and do hereby 
disinherit any person or persons — ^male or female— good 
— bad— or indifferent — ^who shall take upon them to 
advise or speak to me about making or writing my will 
—which is no business of theirs — This my last resolu- 
tion and memorandum, dated, this 5th of August — reap 
to-morrow, (glass rising) — 1766, and signed with my 
own hand, same time. 

John Hodgkinson, grazier & so forth. 
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Now it happened that Mr. Hodgkinson's namesake 
and relation disdained the ten thousand pounds legacy, 
and claimed thenrhole property as heir-at-law. Almeria, 
who was utterly unacquainted with business, applied to 
Mr. Elmour in this difRcvlty, and he had the jroodness 
to undertake the management of her aflfigurs. Frederick 
engaged to carry on her lawsuit, and to plead her cause 
against this rapacious Mr. Hodgkinson of Hull. — ^While 
the suit was pending, Miss Turnbull had an opportunity 
of seeing something of the ways of the world ; for the 
manners of her Yorkshire acquaintance, of all but Ellen 
and the Elmours, varied towards her according to the 
opinion formed of the probable event of the trial on 
which her fortune depended. She felt these variations 
most keenly. In particular, she was provoked by the 
conduct of Lady Stock, who was at this time the fash- 
ionable lady of York : Sir Thomas, her husband, was a 
great banker ; and whenever she condescended to visit 
er friends in the country, she shone upon them in all 
the splendour and pride of wealth. Miss Turnbull, im^ 
mediately after her father^s death, went, accompsinied 
by old Mr. Elmour, to Sir Thomas Stock, to settle ac- 
counts with him : she was received by his lady as a great 
heiress, with infinite civility ; her ^visit punctually re- 
turned, and an invitation to dinner sent to her and the 
Elmours with all due expedition. As she seemed to 
wish to accept of it, her friends agreed to accompany 
her, though m general they disliked fine dinners ; and 
though they seldom left their retirement to mix in the 
gay eties of York. Miss Turrtbull was received in rather 
a different manner from what she expected upon this 
occasion ; for between the sending and the accepting of 
the invitation. Lady Stock had heard that her title to 
the fortune was disputed, and that many were of an 
opinion that, instead of having two hundred thousand 
pounds, she would not have a shilling. Almeria was 
scarcely noticed, on her entrance, by the lady of the 
house ; she found herself in a formidable circle, where 
everybody seemed to consider her as being out of her 
place. At dinner she was suffered to go to a side-table. 
From the moment she entered the house till she left it. 
Lady Stock never deigned to speak to her, nor for one 
instant to recollect that such a person existed. Not 
even Madame Roland, when she was sent to the second 
Vol. VIL—H 



170 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

table at the fennier general's, expressed more indigna- 
tion than Almeria did at the insolence of this banker^s 
lady. She could think and speak of nothing else, all the 
time she was going home m the evening to Elmour 
Grove. Ellen, who had more philosophy than our he- 
roine, did not sympathize in the violence of her indigna- 
tion : on the contrary she was surprised that Almeria 
could feel so much hurt by the slights of a woman for 
whom she had neither esteem nor affection, and with 
whom she was indeed scarcely acquainted. 

*' But does not her conduct excite your indignation V 
said Miss TumbuU. 

*' No ; it rather deserves my contempt. If a friend — 
if you, for instance, had treated me in such a manner, 
it would have provoked my an^er, I dare say." 

" I ! O how impossible I" cried Almeria. " Such in- 
sufferable pride ! Such downright rudeness !— 'She was 
tolerably civil to you, but me she never noticed : and 
this sudden change, it seems, Frederick, arises from her 
doubts of my fortune. — Is not such meanness really 
astonishing V 

*' It would be astonishing, perhaps," replied Frederick, 
" if we did not see similar mstances every day. Lady 
Stock, you know, is nothing but a mere woman of th^ 
world." 

" I hate mere women of the world," cried Almeria. 

Ellen observed, that it was not worth while to hate, 
it was sufficient to avoid them. Almeria grew warmer 
in her abhorrence ; and Ellen at last expressed, half in 
jest, half in earnest, some4*ear that if Miss Turnbull felt 
with such exquisite sensibility the neglect of persons 
of fashion, she might in a different situation be ambitious 
or vain of their favour. Almeria was offended, and was 
very near quarrelling with her friend for harbouring such 
a mean opinion of her character. 

" Do you imagine that I could ever make a friend of 
such a person as Lady Stock ?" 

" A friend ! far from it. I am very sure that you could 
not." 

" Then how could I be ambitious of her favour 1 I 
am desirous only of the favour, esteem, and affection 
of my friends." 

" But people who live in what is called the world, you 
know, my dear Almeria, desire to have acquaintance aa 
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well as friends,*' said EUen ; '' and they value those by 
their fashion or rank, and by the honour which may be 
received from their notice in public places." 

"Yes, my dear," interrupted Ahneria; "though I 
have never been in London, as you have, I understand 
all that perfectly well, 1 assure you ; but I only say, that 
I am certain I should never judge, and that I should never 
act, in such a manner." 

j)i211en smiled, and said, " It is difficult to be certain 
of what we should do in situations in which we have 
never been placed." — Almeria burst into tears, and her 
friend could scarcely pacify her by the kindest expres- 
sions. 

" Observe, my dear Almeria, that I said, we, not you : 
I do not pretend that, till I have been tried, I could be 
certain of my own strength of mind in new situations : 
I believe it is from weakness that people are often so 
desirous of the notice of persons for whom they have 
no esteem. If I were forced to live among a certain 
set of company, I suppose I should, in time, do just as 
they do ; for I confess that I do not think I could bear 
every day to be utterly neglected in society, even such 
as we have been in toiay." 

Almeria wondered to hear befriend speak with so 
little confidence of her own spirit and independence; 
and vehemently declared that she was certain no change 
of external circumstances could make any alteration m 
her sentiments and feelings. Ellen forbore to press the 
subject further, although the proofs which Almeria had 
this day given of her stoicism were not absolutely con- 
clusive. 

About a month after this conversation had passed, the 
suit against Miss Tumbull, to set aside Mr. Hodgkinson's 
will, was tried at York. The court was crowded at an 
early hour ; for much entertainment was expected, from 
the oddity of old Hodgkinson's testamerUary dispositions : 
besides, the large amount of the property at stake could 
not fail to make the cause interesting. Several ladies 
appeared in the galleries; among the rest. Lady Stock 
— Miss Elmour was there also, to accompany Almeria— 
Frederick was one of her counsel ; and when it came 
to his turn to speak, he pleaded her cause with so much 
eloquence and ability as to obtain universal approbation. 
After a trial which lasted many hours, a verdict was 
given in Miss Turnbull's favour. An immediate chaiure 

H9 ^ 
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appeared in the maimers of all her acquaintance — ^they 
crowded romid her with smiles and congratulations; 
and persons with whom she was scarcely acquainted, 
or who had, till now, hardly deigned to acknowledge 
her acquaintance, accosted her with an air of intimacy. 
Lady Stock, in particular, recovered, upon this occasion, 
both her sight and speech: she took Almeria^s hand 
most graciously, and went on chattering with the greatest 
volubihty, as they stood at the door of the court-hou|^. 
Her ladyship's handsome equipage had drawn up, and 
she offered to carnr Miss Turnbidl home : Almeria ex- 
cused herself, but felt ashamed, when she saw the look 
of contempt which her ladyship bestowed on Mr. El- 
mour's old coach, which was far behind a number of 
others, and which could but ill bear a comparison with 
a new London carriage. Angry with herself for this 
weakness, our heroine endeavoured to conceal it even 
firom her own mind ; and feelings of gratitude to her 
friends revived in her heart the moment she was out of 
the sight of her fine acquaintance. She treated Ellen 
with even more than usual fondness; and her acknow- 
ledgments of obligation to her counsel and his father 
were expressed in tlj^estrongest terms. In a few days 
there came a pressinpfjavitation from Lady Stock ; Mr. 
Elmour had accounts of Miss Tumbull's to settle with 
Sir Thomas, and, notwithstanding the air of indifference 
with which she read the cards, Almeria was not sorry 
to accept of the invitation, as she knew that she should 
be received in a very different manner from that in which 
she had been treated on her former visit. She laughed, 
and said, " that she should be entertained by observing 
the change which a few thousand pounds more or less 
could produce in Lady Stock's behaviour." Yet, such 
is the mconsistency or the weakness of human wishes, 
that the very attentions which our heroine knew were 
paid merely to her fortune, and not to her merit, flat- 
tered her vanity ; and she observed, with a strange mix- 
ture of pain and pleasure, that there was a marked 
difference in Lady Stock's manner towards her and the 
Elmowrs. When the evening was over, and when she 
" had leisure to be good," Almeria called herself severely 
to account for this secret satisfaction, of which she had 
been conscious from the preference given her over her 
•friends — she accused herself of ingratitude, and endea- 
voured to recover her own self-complacency by re- 
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doubled professions of esteem and affection for those to 
whom she had so much reason to be attached. But fresh 
invitations came from Lady Stock, and the course of 
her thoughts again changed. EUen declined accom- 
panying her ; and Miss Tumboll regretted this exceed- 
ingly, '* because it would be so distressing and awkward 
for her to go alone" 

" Then why do you go at all, my dear 1" said Ellen ; 
**' you speak as if there were some moral necessity for 
your visit." 

'^ Moral necessity ! O no,^^ said Almeria, laughing ; 
" but I really think there is 9. polite necessity, if you wiU 
allow me the expression. Would it not be rude for all 
of us to refuse, when Lady Stock has made this music 
party, as she says, entirely on my account— on our ac^ 
count I mean 1 for you see she mentions your fondness 
for music ; and if she had not written so remarkaMf 
civilly to you, I assure you 1 would neither go mjrseif 
nor think of pressing you to go." 

This oratory had no effect upon Ellen : our heroine 
went alone to the music meeting. The old coach re- 
turned to Eimour Grove at night empty — ^the servant 
brought **Lady Stock's compliments, and she would 
send her carriage home with Ifiss Tumbull early the 
next morning." After waiting above an hour and a half 
beyond their usual time, the family were sitting down 
to dinner the next day, when Miss Turnbull, in Lady 
Stock's fine carriage, drove up the avenue — ^Frederick 
handed her out of the carriage with more ceremony and 
less affection than he had ever shown before. Old Mr. 
Elmour's manner was also more distant, and Ellen's 
colder. Almeria attempted to apologize, but could not 
get through her speech : — she then tried to laugh at her 
own awkwardness ; but her laugh not being seconded, 
she sat down to dinner in silence, colouring prodigiously, 
and totally abashed. Good old Mr. Eimour was the first 
to relent, and to endeavour, by resuming his usual kind 
familiarity, to relieve her painful confusion. Ellen's 
coolness was also dissipated when Miss Tumbull took 
her aside after dinner, and with tears in her eyes de- 
clared, '* she was sorry she had not sufficient strength 
of mind to resist Lady Stock's importunities to stay all 
night ; that as to the carriage, it was sent back without 
her knowledge ; and that this morning, though she had 
three or four times expressed her fears that she shoidd 
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keep her friends at Elmour Grove waiting for dinner, 
yet Xady Stock would not understand her hints;" and 
she declared, " she got away the very instant her lady- 
ship^s carriage came to the door." By Ellen^s kind in- 
terposition, Frederick, whose pride had been most ready 
to take the alarm at the least appearance of slight to 
his father and sister, was pacified — he laid aside his 
ceremony to Miss TurnbttU ; called her " Almeria," as he 
used to do— and all was well again. With difficulty 
and blushes, Almeria came out with an after confession, 
that she had been so silly as to make half a promise to 
Lady Stock of going to her ball, and of spending a few 
days with her at York, before she left the country. 

" But this promise was only conditional," said she : 
" if you or your father would take it the least ill or un- 
kindly of me, I assure you 1 will not go — I would rather 
offend all the Lady Stocks in the world than you, my 
dearest EUlen, or your father, to whom I am so much 
obliged." 

''Do not talk of obligations," interrupted Ellen; 
" among friends there can be no obligations. I will 
answer for it that my father will not be offended at your 
going to this ball ; and I assure you I shall not take it 
unkindly. If you would not think me very proud, I 
should tell you that I wish for our sakes, as well as 
your own, that you should see as much of this Lady 
Stock, and as many Lady Stocks^ as possible ; for I am 
convinced that, upon intimate acquaintance, we must rise 
in your opinion." 

Almeria protested that she had never for an instant 
thought of comparing Ellen with Lady Stock. ''A 
friend, a bosom friends with an acquaintance — an ac- 
quaintance of yesterday ! — I never thought of making 
such a comparison." 

" That is the very thing of which I complain," said 
Ellen, smiling: ''I beg you will make the comparison, 
my dear Almeria ; and the more opportunities you have 
of forming your judgment the better." 

Notwithstanding that there was something rather 
humiUaling to Miss Turnbull in the dignified composure 
with which Ellen now for the first time in her life implied 
her own superiority, Almeria secretly rejoiced that it 
was at her friend's own request that the visits to her fine 
acquaintance were repeated. At Lady Stock's ball Miss 
TurnbuU was much distiny^uishedt as it is called— ^ir 
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^rhomas's eldest son was her partner; and though he 
was not remarkably agreeable, yet his attentions wer6 
flattering to her vanity, because the rival belles of York 
vied for his homage. The delight of being taken notice 
of in public was new to Almeria, and it quite intoxicated 
her brain. Six hours' sleep afterward were not suf- 
ficient to sober her completely ; as her friends at £]mour 
Grove perceived the next morning — she neither talked, 
looked, nor moved like herself, though she was perfectly 
unconscious that in this delirium of vanity and affectation 
she was an object of pity and disgust to the man she 
loved. 

Ellen had sufficient good-nature and candour to make 
allowance for foibles in others from which her own 
character was totally free ; she wa» clear-sighted to the 
merits, but not blind to the faults, of her friends ; and she 
resolved to wait patiently till Almeria should return to 
herself. Miss Tumbull, in compliance with her friend's 
advice, took as many opportunities as possible of being 
with Lady Stock. Her ladyship's company was by no 
means agreeable to Almeria's natural taste; for her 
ladyship had neither sense nor knowledge, and her con- 
versation consisted merely of commonplace phrases, or 
the second-hand affectation of fashionable nonsense ; yet 
though Miss Tumbull felt no actual pleasure in her 
company, she was vain of being of her parties, and even 
condescended to repeat some of her sayings in which 
there was neither sense nor wit. From having lived 
much in the London world, her ladyship was acquainted 
with a prodigious number of names of persons of con- 
sequence and quality ; and by these our heroine's ears 
were charmed. Her ladyship's dress was also an object 
of admiration and imitation, and the York ladies begged 
patterns of every thing she wore. Almeria consequently 
thought that no other clothes could be worn with pro- 
priety ; and she was utterly ashamed of her past self for 
naving lived so long in ignorance, and for having had so 
bad a taste as ever to have thought Ellen Elmour a 
model for imitation. 

" Miss Elmour," her ladyship said, " was a very sen- 
sible young woman, no doubt ; but she could hardly be 
considered as a model of fashion." 

A new standard for estimating merit was raised in 
Almeria's mind ; and her friend, for an instant, sank be- 
fore the vast advantage of having the most fashionable 
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maDtaamaker and milUner in town. Ashamed of this 
dereliction of principle, she a few minutes afterward 
warmly pronomiced a panegyric on Ellen, to which Iiady 
Stock only repUed with a vacant, supercilious counte- 
nance, " Maybe so — ^no doubt, — of course. — the EUnours 
are a very respectable family, Fm told— and really more 
genteel than the country families one sees : but is not it 
odd, they don^t imx more t One seldom meets them in 
town anywhere, nor at any of the watering-places in 
summer." 

To this charge Almeria, with blushes, was forced to 
plead guilty for her friends : she however observed, in 
mitigation, " that when they were in town, what com- 
pany they did see was always the best, she believed — 

that she knew, for. one person, the Duchess of A 

was a friend of the Elmours, and corresponded with 
EUen." 

This judicious defence produced an immediate effect 
upon Lady Stock's countenance; her eyebrows de- 
scended from the high arch of cout^npt : and after a 
pause, she remarked, " it was strange that they had not 
accepted of any of the invitations she had lately sent 
them — she fancied they were, as indeed they had the 
character of being, very proud people — and very odd." 

Almeria denied the pride and the oddity; but ob- 
served, " that they were all remarkably fond of home,'*'* 

*' Well, my dear Miss Tumbull, that's what I call odd ; 
but I am sure I have nothing to say against all that — it 
is the fashion now to let everybody do as they please : 
if the Elmours like to bury themselves alive, I'm sure 1 
can't have the smallest objection ; I only hope they don't 
insist upon burying you along with them — ^I'm going to 
Harrowgate for a few days, and I must have you with 
me, my dear." 

Our heroine hesitated. Lady Stock smiled^ and said, 
she saw Miss Turnbull was terribly afraid of these El- 
mours ; that, for her part, she was the last person in the 
world to break through old connexions ; but that really 
some people ought to consider that other people can^ 
not always live as they do ; that one style of life was 
fit for one style of fortime, and one for another ; and 
that it would look very strange to the world, if an heiress 
with two hundred thousand pounds' fortune, who, if she 
produced herself, might be in the first circles in town, 
were to be boxed up at Elmour Grove, and precluded 
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from all advantages and offers that she might of course 
expect. 

To do our heroine justice, she here interrupted Lady 
Stock with more eagerness than strict politeness admit* 
ted, and positively declared that her friends never for 
one moment wished to confine her to Elmour Grove. 
" On the contrary," said she, " they urged me to go into 
company, and to see something of the world, before I — ^ 
marry, she was going to say — ^but paused. 

Lady Stock waited for the finishing word ; but when 
it did not come, she went on just as u it had been jnto* 
nounced. "The Elmours do vastly right and proper 
to talk to you in this style, for they would be verj 
much blamed in the world if they acted otherwise. 
You know young Elmour has his fortune to make-* 
very clever certainly he is, and will rise — ^no doubt — Vtti 
told — in his profession — but all that is not the same as • 
ready-made fortune, which an heiress like you has • 
right to expect. But do not let me annoy you with my 
reflections. Perhaps there is nothing in the report— 4 
really only repeat what I hear everybody say. In what 
everybody Says you know there must be something. I 
positively think you ought to show, in justice to the El- 
mours themselves, that you are at liberty, and that thej 
do not want to monopolize you — ^in this unaccountabM 
sort of way." 

To this fast argument our heroine yielded, or to this 
she chose to attribute her yielding. She went to Hax^ 
rowgate with Lady Stock ; and every day and every 
hour she became more desirous of appearing fashion^ 
able. To this one object all her thoughts were directed. 
Living in public was to her a new life, and she was con* 
tinuaUy sensible of her dependence upon the opinion oC 
her more experienced companion. She felt the awk^ 
wardness of being surrounded by people with whom she 
was unacquainted. At first, whenever she appeared, 
she imagined that everybody was looking at her, or 
talking about her, and she was in perpetud apprehen- 
sion that something in her dress or manners should be- 
come the subject of criticism or ridicule : but from this 
fear she was soon relieved, by the conviction that most 
people were so occupied with themselves as totaUy to 
overlook her. Sometimes indeed she heard the whis* 
pered question of "Who is that with Lady Stock!*? 
and the mortifying answer, " I do not know." How* 

H3 
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erer, when Lady Stock had introduced her to some of 
her acquaintance an a ((roat heiroHS, the scone changed, 
and she found herself treated with much consideratton; 
though still the fashionable belles took sufficient care 
to make her sensible of her inferiority. 8he lonf^ed to 
be upon an equal footing with them. While her mind 
was in this state, Sir Thomas Stoek, one morning, when 
he was settling some money business with her, observed 
that she would in anothfT year bo of age, and of course 
would take her affairs into her own hands ; but in the 
mean time it would be necessary to appoint a guardian ; 
and that the choice depended upon herself. She in- 
stantly named her friend Mr. Klmour. Sir Thomas in- 
sinuated that old Mr. Elmour, though undoubtedly a most 
unexceptionable character, was not exactly the most eli- 
gible person for a guardian to a young lady, whose large 
fortune entitled her to live in a fashionable stylo. That 
if it was Miss Tumbuirs intention to fix in the country, 
Mr. Ehnour certainly was upon the spot, and a very nt 
ffuardian ; but that if she meant to appear, as doubtless 
She would, in town, she would of course want another 
conductor. 

" To cut the matter short at once, my dear," said 
Lady Stock, " you must come to town with mo next 
winter, and choose Sir Thomas for your guardian. Tm 
sure it will j^ivo him the greatest pleaHurci in the world 
to do any thmg in his power — and you will have no dif- 
ficulties with him ; for you see he is not a man to bore 
y6u with all manner of advice ; in short, he would only 
be your guardian for fbrm's sake ; and that, you know, 
would be the pleasanlest footing iniaginabh^. (^ome, 
here is a pen and ink and gilt paper, write to old Klmour 
this minute, and let me have you all to myKelf." 

Almeria was taken by surprise: she h<5Nitati»d — all 
her former professions, all her obligations lo Iho Klmour 
family recurred to her mind — her rriendship for Kll(ui — 
her love, or what she had thought love, for Krcuicrick : 
she could not decide upon a measure that might onv^nd 
them, 6r appear ungrateful ; yet her desire of going to 
town with Lady Stock was ardent, and she knr.w not 
how to refuse Sir Thomas's ofl*er without dlHpUniHing 
him. She saw that all future connexion with thf: Stocks 
depended on her present determination — she took a 
middle course, and suggested that she might have two 
guardians, and then she should be able to avail herself 
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of Sir Thomas's obliging offer, without ofTending her 
old friends. • In consequence of this convenient arrange- 
ment, she 'wrote to Mr. Elmoor, enclosing her letter in 
one to Ellen, in which the embarrassment and weakness 
of her mind were evident, notwithstanding all her en- 
deavours to conceal them. After a whole page of in«- 
comprehensible apologies, for having so long delayed to 
write to her dearest Ellen ; and after professions of the 
warmest affection, esteem, and gratitude for her friends 
at Elmour Grove ; she in the fourth page of her epistle 
opened her real business, by declaring that she should 
ever, from the conviction she felt of me superiority of 
Ellen's understanding, follow her judgment, however 
repugnant it might sometimes be to her inclinations ; 
that she therefore had resolved, in pursuance of Ellen's 
advice, to take an opportunity of seeing the gay worldti 
and had accepted of an invitation from Lady Stock to 
spend the winter with her in town — that she had alSjS 
accepted of Sir Thomas Stock's offer to become oas 
of her guardians, as she thought it best to trouble her 
good friend Mr. Elmour as little as possible at his adr 
vanced age. 

In answer to this letter she received a few lines from 
Mr. Elmour, requesting to see her before she should go 
to town: acconiingly, upon her return to York, she 
went to Elmour Grove to take letve of her friends. 
She was under some anxiety, but resolved to carry it 
off with that ease, or affectation of ease, which she had 
learned during her six weeks' apprenticeship to a fine 
lady at Harrowgate. She was surprised that no Fredr 
erick appeared to greet her arrival ; the servant showed 
her into Mr. Elmour's study. The good old gentleman 
received her with that proud sort of politeness which 
was always the sign, and the only sign, of his being 
displeased. 

" You will excuse me. Miss Tumbull," said he, " for 
giving you the trouble of coming here ; it was my busi- 
ness to have waited on you, but I have been so far un- 
well lately that it was not in my power to leave home ; 
and these are papers," continued he, " which I thought 
it my duty to deliver into your own hands." 

While Mr. Elmour was tying up these papers, £Uid 
writing upon them, Almeria began two sentences with 
•* I hope," and " I am afraid," without in the least know- 
ing what she hoped or feared. She was not yet suf- 
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ficiently perfect in the part of a fine lady to play it well. 
Mr. Elmour looked up from his writing with an air of 
grave attention when she began to speakt bat after 
waiting in vain for an intelligible sentence, he proceeckd. 
" You have judged very wisely for me, Miss Turn- 
Imll, in relieving my declining years from the fatigue of 
business : no man understands the management or the 
value of money better than Sir Thomas Stock, and you 
could not, madam, in this point of view, have chosen a 
more proper p^ardian/' 

Almeria said, " that she hoped Mr. Elmour would al- 
ways permit her to consider nim as her best friend, to 
whose advice she should have recourse in preference to 
that of any person upon earth ;" recovering her assu- 
rance as she went on speaking, and recollecting some, of 
Che hints Ladv Stock had given her, about the envy and 
Jealousy of tne Elmours, and of their scheme of mo- 
nopolizing her fortune ; she added a few commonplace 
i^rases aioout^— respectability-— gratitude— and ffreat (^ 
tigation»— then gave a glance at Lady StockTs hand^ 
•ome carriage, which was waiting at the dooi^-then 
asked for Miss Elmour — and hoped she should not be 
«o unfortunate as to miss seeing her before she left the 
country, as she came on purpose to take leave of her — 
then looked at her watch : but all this was said and done 
with the awkwardness of a novice in the art of giving her- 
self airs. Mr. Elmour, without being in the least irri- 
tated by her manner, was all the time considering how 
he could communicate, with the least possible oain, 
what he had further to say — '* You speak of me, Miss 
TumbuU, as of one of your guardians, in the letter I 
had the favour of receiving from you a few days ago," 
aaid he ; ** but you must excuse me for declining that 
honour. Circumstances have altered materially since I 
first undertook the management of your affairs, and my 
lUture interference, or perhaps even my advice, might 
not appear as disinterested as formerly." 

Miss TumbuU here interrupted him with an exclama- 
tion of astonishment, and made many protestations of 
entire dependence upon his disinterested friendship. 
He waitea with proud patience till she had finished her 
eulogium. 

" How far the generous extent of your confidence, 
madam, reaches, or may hereafter reach," said he» 
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** miiftt be thed by others, not by me — nor yet by my 
son.'' 
Almeria changed colour. 

*^ He has left it to me, madam, to do that for him 
which perhaps he feared he might not have sufficient 
resolution to do for himself — to return to you these let- 
ters and this picture ; and to assure you that he con- 
siders you as entirely at liberty to form any connexion 
that may be suited to your present views and circum- 
stances." 

Mr. Elmour put into her hand a packet of her own 
letters to Frederick, and a miniature picture of Mrself, 
which she had formerly given to her lover. This was 
an unexpected stroke. His generosity— -his firmness of 
character — the idea of losing him for ever — all rushed 
upon her mind at once. 

Artificial manners vanish the moment the natural pas- 
sions are touched. Almeria clasped her hands in an 
agony of grief, and exclaimed, '*Is he gone! gone 'for 
ever ! — I have deserved it !" The letters and picture 
fell from her hand, and she sank back quite overpowered. 
When she recovered, she found herself in the open air 
on a seat under Mr. Elmour's study-windows, and Ellen 
beside her. 

" Pity, forgive, and advise me, my dear, my best, my 
only real friend," said Almeria : ** never did I want your 
advice so much as at this moment." 

" You shall have it, then, without reserve," said Ellen, 
'* and without fear that it should be attributed to any 
unworthy motive. I could almost as soon wish for my 
brother's death as desire to see him united to any 
woman, let her beauty and accomplishments be what 
they might, who had a mean or frivolous character, 
such as could consider money as the greatest good, or 
dissipation as the prime object of life. I am firmly per- 
suaded, my dear Almeria, that however you may be 
dazzled by the first view of what is called fashionable 
life, you will soon see things as they really are, and that 
you will return to your former tastes and feelings." 

" Oh ! 1 am, 1 am returned to them !" cried Almeria ; 
" I will write directly to Lady Stock and to Sir Thomas, 
to tell them that I have changed my mind— only prevail 
upon your father to be my guardian." 

" That is out of my power," said Ellen ; " and I think 
that it is much better you should be as you are, left 



182 TALKS OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

completely at liberty, and entirely independent of as. 
I advise you, Almeria, to persist in your scheme of 
spending the ensuing winter in town with Lady Stock — 
then you will have an opportumty of comparing your 
own different feelings, and of determining what things 
are essential to your happiness. If you should find that 
the triumphs of fashion delight you more than the 
pleasures of domestic life, pursue them — ^your fortune 
will put it in your power ; you will break no engage- 
ments ; and you will have no reproaches to fear from 
us. On the contrary, if you find that your happiness 
depends upon friendship and love, and that the life we 
formerly led together is that which you prefer, you wiU 
return to Elmour Grove, to your friend and your lover, 
and your choice will not be that of romance, but of 
reason." 

It was with difficulty that Almeria, in her present fit 
of enthusiasm, could be brought to listen to sober sense 
and true friendship. Her parting from Ellen and Mr. 
Elmour cost her many tears, and she returned to her 
fashionable friend with swollen eyes and a heavy heart. 
Her sorrow, however, was soon forgotten in the bustle 
and novelty of a new situation. Upon her arrival in 
London, fresh trains of ideas were quickly forced upon 
her mind, which were as dissimilar as possible from 
those associated with love, friendship, and Elmour 
Grove. At Sir Thomas Stock's, every thing she saw 
and heard served to remind, or rather to convince her 
of the opulence of the owner of the house. Here 
every object was estimated, not for its beauty or ele- 
gance, but by its costliness. Money was the grand 
criterion by which the worth of animate and inanimate 
objects was alike decided. In this society, the worship 
of the golden idol was avowed without shame or mys- 
tery ; and all who did not bow the knee to it were con- 
sidered as hypocrites or fools. Our heroine, possessed 
of two hundred thousand pounds, could not fail to have 
a large share of incense— every thing she said or 
looked was applauded in Sir Thomas Stock's family ; 
and she would have found admiration delightful, if she 
had not suspected that her fortune alone entitled her to 
sdl this applause. This was rather a mortifying reflec- 
tion. By degrees, however, her delicacy on this subject 
abated ; she learned philosophically to consider her for- 
tune a thing so immediately associated with herself, as 
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to form a part of her personal merit. Upon this prin- 
ciple, she soon became vain of her wealth, and she was 
led to overrate the consequence that riches bestow on 
their possessor. 

In a capital city, such numerous claimants for distinc- 
tion appear, with beauty, birth, wit, fashion, or wealth 
to support their pretensions, that the vanity of an indi- 
vidual, however clamorous, is immediately silenced, if 
not humbled. When Miss Tumbull went into pubUc, 
she was surprised by the discovery of her own, nay 
even of Lady Stock's insignificance. At York, her lady- 
ship was considered as a personage high as human 
veneration could look ; but in London she was lost in a 
crowd of fellow-mortals. 

It is, perhaps, from this sense of humiliation, that in- 
dividuals combine together, to obtain by their union that 
importance and self-complacency which separately they 
could never enjoy. Miss Tumbull observed, that a nu- 
merous acquaintance was essential to those who lived 
much in public — ^that the number of bows and courtesies, 
and the consequence of the persons by whom they are 
given or received, is the measure of merit and happi- 
ness. Nothing can be more melancholy than most 
places of public amusement to those who are strangers 
to the crowds which fill them. 

Few people have such strength of mind as to be in- 
different to the opinions of numbers, even considered 
merely as numbers ; hence those who live in crowds in 
fact surrender the power of thinking for themselves, 
either in trifles or matters of consequence. Our hero- 
ine hrid imagined before she came to town, that Lady 
Stock mov^ in the highest circle of fashion ; but she 
soon perceived that many of the people of rank who 
visited her ladyship, and who partook of her sumptuous 
entertainments, thought they condescended extremely 
while they paid this homage to wealth. 

One night at the opera, Almeria happened to be seated 
in the next box to Lady Bradstone, a proud woman of 
high family, who considered all^whose genealogy could 
not vie in antiquity with her own as upstarts that ought 
to be kept down. Her ladyship, either not knowing or 
not caring who was in the next box to her, began to 
ridicule an entertainment which had been given a few 
days before by Lady Stock. From her entertainment, 
the transition was easy to her character^ and to that of 
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her whole family. Young Stock was pronounced to 
have all the purse-proud self-sufficiency of a banker, and 
all the pertness of a clerk ; even his bow seemed as if 
it came from behind the counter. 

Till this moment Almeria had at least permitted, if 
not encouraged, this gentleman^s assiduities; for she 
had hitherto seen him only in company where he had 
been admired : his attentions, therefore, had l)een flat- 
tering to her vanity. But things now began to appear 
in quite a different light : she saw Mr. Stock in the point 
of view in which Lady Bradstone placed him ; and felt 
that she might be degraded, but could not be elevated, 
in the ranks of fashion by such an admirer. She began 
to wish that she was not so intimately connected with 
a family which was ridiculed for want of taste, and 
whose wealth, as she now suspected, was their only 
ticket of admittance into the society of .the truly ele- 
gant. In the land of fashion, '* Alps on Alps arise ;^' and 
no sooner has the votary reached the summit of one 
weary ascent than another appears higher still and more 
difficult of attainment. Our heroine now became dis- 
contented in that situation, which but a few months be- 
fore had been the grand object of her ambition. 

In the mean time, as Mr. Stock had not overheard 
Lady Bradstone's conversation at the opera, and as he 
had a comfortably good opinion of himself, he was sure 
that he was making a rapid progress in the lady's favour. 
He had of late seldom heard her mention any of her 
friends at Elmour Grove ; and he was convinced that 
her romantic attachment to Frederick must have been 
conquered by his own superior address. Her fortune 
was fully as agreeable to him as to his money-making 
father : the only difference between them was, that he 
loved to squander, and his father to hoard gold. Ex- 
travagance frequently produces premature avarice — 
young Mr. Stock calculated Miss TumbulPs fortune, 
weighed it against that of every other young lady within 
the sphere of his attractions, found the balance in her 
favour by some thousands, made his proposal in form, 
and could not recover his astonishment when he found 
himself in form rejected. Sir Thomas and Lady Stock 
used all their influence in his favour, but in vain : they 
concluded that Almeria^s passion for Frederick Elmour 
was the cause of this refusal ; and they directed their 
wguments against the folly of marrying for love. Our 
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heroine was at this time more in danger of the folly of 
marrying for fashion ; not that she had fixed her fancy 
upon any man of fashion in particular, but she had 
formed an exalted idea of the whole species — ^and she 
regretted that Frederick was not in that magic circle in 
which all her hopes of happiness now centred. She 
wrote kind letters to Miss Elmour, but each letter was 
written with greater difficulty than the preceding; for 
she had lost adl interest in the occupations which for- 
merly were so delightful. She and Ellen had now few 
ideas in common ; and her epistles dwindled into apolo- 
gies for long silence — promises of being a better cor- 
respondent in future — ^reasons for breaking these prom< 
ises — ^hopes of pardon, &c. Ellen, however, continued 
steady in her belief that her friend would at last prove 
worthy of her jesteem, and of her brother's love. The 
rejection of Mr. Stock, which Almeria did not fail to 
mention, confirmed this favourable opinion. 

When that gentleman was at length with some difil- 
culty convinced that our heiress l^ decided against 
him, his manners and those of his' family changed to- 
wards her from the extreme of civility to that of rude« 
ness — ^they spoke of her as a coquette and a jilt, and a 
person who gave herself very extraordinary airs. She 
was vexed, and alarmed — ^and in her first confusion and 
distress thought of retreating to her friends at Elmour 
Grove. She wrote a folio sheet to Ellen, unlike her late 
apologetic epistles, full of the feelings of her heart, and 
of a warm invective against fashionable and interested 
friends. After a narrative of her quarrel with the 
Stocks, she declared that she would immediately quit her 
London acquaintance and return to her best friend. But 
the very day after she had despatched this letter she 
changed her mind, and formed a new idea of a best 
friend. 

One morning she went with Lady Stock to a book- 
seller's, whose shop served as a fashionable lounge. 
Her ladyship valued books, like all other things, in pro- 
portion to the money which they cost : she had no taste 
for literature, but a great* fancy for accumulating the 
most expensive publications-, which she displayed osten- 
tatiously as part of the costly furniture of her house. 
While she was looking over some literary luxuries^ rich 
in all the elegance of hot-press and vellum binding, Lady 
Bradstone and a party of her friends came into tlie 
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room. She immediately attracted and engrossed th» 
attention of all present. Lady Stock turned over the 
leaves of the fine books, and asked their prices ; but she 
had the mortification to perceive that she was an object 
rather of derision than of admiration to the new comers. 
None are so easily put ont of countenance by airs as 
those who are most apt to play them off on their infe- 
riors. Lady Stock bit her lips in evident embarrass- 
ment, and the awkwardness of her distress increased 
the confidence and triumph of her adversary. She had 
some time before provoked Lady Bradstone by giving a 
concert in opposition to one of hers, and by engaging, 
at an enormous expense, a celebrated performer for i£r 
flight: hostilities had thenceforward been renewed at 
every convenient opportunity by the contending fair 
ones. Lady Bradstone now took occasion loudly to 
lament her extreme poverty ; and she put this question 
to all her party, whether if they had it in their power 
they should prefer having more money than taste, or 
more taste than mo'ney 1 They were going to decide 
par acclamation^ but her ladyslup insisted upon taking 
each vote separately, because this prolonged the tor- 
ments of her rival, who heard the preference of taste to 
money reiterated half a dozen times over, with the most 
provoking variety of insulting emphasis. Almeria*s 
sufferings during this scene were far more poignant than 
those of the person against whom the ridicule was 
aimed : not that she pitied Lady Stock — ^no ; she would 
have rejoiced to have seen her humbled to the dust, if 
she could have escaped all share in her mortification : 
but as she appeared as her ladyship's acquaintance, she 
apprehended that she might be mistaken for her friend. 
An opportunity offered of marking the difference. The 
bookseller asked Lady Stock if she chose to put her 
name down in a list of subscribers to a new woii(« 
The book, she saw, was to be dedicated to Lady Brad- 
stone — and that was sufficient to decide her against it. 

She declared that she never supported such thin^ 
either by her name or her money ; that for her part she 
was no politician ; that she thought female patriots were 
absurd and odious ; and that she was glad none of that 
description were of her acquaintance. 

All this was plainly directed against Lady Bradstone, 
who was a zealous patriot : her ladyship retorted, by 
0ome reflections equally keen, but rather more politely 
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expressed, each party addressing their innuendoes to the 
bookseller, who, afraid to disoblige either the rich or the 
fashionable, preserved, as much as it was in the power 
of his muscles, a perfectly neutral countenance. At 
last, in order to relieve himself from his constraint, he 
betook himself to count the subscribers, and Miss Turn- 
bull seized this moment to desire that her name might 
be added to the list. Lady Bradstone^s eyes were imme* 
diately fixed upon her with complacency — Lady Stock's 
flashed fire. Regardless of their fire, Almena coolly 
added, " Twelve copies, sir, if you please." 

" Twelve copies. Miss Turnbull, at- a guinea apiece ! 
Lord bless me, do you know what you are about, my 
dear ?" said Lady Stock. 

" Perfectly well," replied our heroine ; " I think twelve 
guineas, or twenty times that sum, would be weU be- 
stowed in asserting independence of sentiment, which I 
understand is the object of this work." 

A whisper from Lady Bradstone to one of the shop- 
men, of "Who is that charming woman?" gave our 
heroine courage to pronounce these words. Lady Stock, 
in great displeasure, walked to her carriage, sa3dng, 
" You are to consider what you will do with your 
twelve copies. Miss Tunibull ; for I am convinced your 
guardian will never let such a parcel of inflammatory 
trash into his house : he admires female patriotism^iahd 
aU that sort of thing, as little as I do." >^ 

The rudeness of this speech did not disconcert Alme- 
ria ; for she was fortified by the consciousness that she 
had gained her point with Lady Bradstone. This lady 
piqued herself upon showing her preferences and aver- 
sions with equal enthusiasm and ^clat. She declared 
before a large company at dinner, that notwithstanding 
Miss Turnbull was nobody by birth, she had made herself 
somebody by soirit; and that for her part, she should, 
contrary to her general principle, which she confessed 
was to keep a strong line of demarcation between nobility 
and mobility, take a pride in bringing forward merit even 
in the shape of a Yorkshire grazier's daughter. 

Pursuant to this gracious declaration, she empowered 
a common friend to introduce Miss Turnbull to her, on 
the first opportunity. When people really wish to 
become acquainted with each other, opportunities are 
easily and quickly found. The parties "inet, to their 
mutual satisfaction, that very night in the waiting-room 
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of the operarhouse, and conversed more in five minutes 
than people in town usually converse in five months ot 
years, when it is their wish to keep on a merely civil 
footing. But this was not the footing on which Miss 
TurnbuU desired to be with Lady Bradstone ; she took 
the utmost pains to please, and succeeded. She owed 
her success chiefly to the dexterous manner in which 
she manifested her contempt for her late dear friend 
Lady Stock. Her having refused an alliance with the 
family was much in her favour ; her ladyship admired 
her spirit, but little suspected that the contemptuous 
manner in which she had once been overheard to speak 
of this banker's son was the real and immediate cause 
of his rejection. The phrase, " only Stock the banker's 
son/' decided his fate : so much may be done by the 
mere emphasis on a single word from fashionable Ups ! 
Our heroine managed with considerable address in bring- 
ing her quarrel with one friend to a crisis at the moment 
when another was ready to receive her. An ostensible 
pretext is never wanting to those who are resolved on 
war. The book to which Miss Tumbull had subscribed 
was the pretext upon this occasion : nothing could be 
more indiffeient to her than politics ; but Lady Brad- 
stone's party and principles were to be defended at all 
events. Sir Thomas Stock protested that he might be 
hurt essentially in the opimon of those for whom he 
had the highest consideration if a young lady living 
under his roof, known to be his ward, and ])robably pre- 
sumed to be guided by him, should put her name as sub- 
scriber to twelve copies of a work patronised by Lad^ 
Bradstone. ** The mere circumstance of its being dedi- 
cated to her ladyship showed what it must be," Sir 
Thomas observed ; and he made it a point with Miss 
Tumbull that she should withdraw her name from the 
subscription. This Miss TurnbuU. absolutely refused. 
Lady Bradstone was her confidante upon the occasion, 
and half a dozen notes a day passed between them : at 
length the affair was brought to the long wished-for 
crisis. Lady Bradstone invited Miss TurnbuQ to her 
house, feeling herself, as she said, bound in honour to 
bear her out in a dispute of which she had been the ori- 
ginal occasion. In tliis lady's society Almeria found 
the style of dress, manners, and conversation different 
from what sfie had seen at Lady Stock's : she had with- 
out difficulty imitated the affdctation of Lady Stock, but 
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there was an ease in the decided tone of Ladv Bradstone 
inrhich could not be so easily acquired. Having lived 
from her infancy in the best company, there was no 
heterogeneous mixture in her manners ; and the con- 
sciousness of this gave an habitual air of security to her 
words, looks, and motions. Lady Stock seemed forced 
to beg or buy — Lady Bradstone accustomed to command 
or levy admiration as her rightful tribute. The pride of 
Lady Bradstone was imiformly resolute and successM ; 
the msolence of Lady Stock, if it were opposed, became 
cowardly and ridiculous. Lady Bradstone seemed to 
have, on all occasions, an instinctive sense of what a 
person of fashion ou|^ht to do ; Lady Stock, notwith- 
standing her bravadoing air, was frequently perplexed 
and anxious, and therefore awkward : she had always 

recourse to precedents. " Lady P said so, or Lady 

Q did so ; Lady G wore this, or Lady H — r 

was there, and therefore I am sure it is proper." 

On the contrary. Lady Bradstone pArer quoted author- 
ities, but presumed that she was a precedent for others. 
The one was eager to follow, the other determined to 
lead, the fashion. 

Our heroine, who was by no means deficient in pene- 
tration, and whose whole attention was now given to 
the study of externals, quickly perceived these shades 
of difference between her late and her present friend. 
She remarked, in particular, that she found herself much 
more at ease in Lady Bradstone's society. Her lady- 
ship's pride was not so offensive as Lady Stock's vanity: 
secure of her own sux)eriorityy Lady Bradstone did not 
vrsnt to measure herself every instant with inferiors. 
She treated Almeria as her equal in every respect ; and 
in setting her right in points (k fashion never seemed to 
triumph, but to consider her own knowledge as a neces- 
sary consequence of the life she had led from her infancy. 
Vv «... a sort of proud generosity, she always considered 
those whom she honoured with her friendship as thence- 
forward entitled to all the advantages of her own situa- 
tion, and to all the respect due to a part of herself. She 
now always used the word ir«, with peculiar emphasis, 
in speaking of Miss TurnbuU anfl herself. This was a 
signal perfectly well understood by her acquaintance 
Almeria was received everywhere with the most dis- 
tinguished attention ; and she was delighted, and absa 
lately intoxicated, with her sudden rise in the woild of 

-0 
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fashion. She found that her fonner acquaintance at 
Lady Stock^s were extremely ambitious of claiming an 
intimacy ; but this could not be done. Miss TumbuU 
had now acquired, by practice, the power of looking at 
people without seeming to see them, and of forgetting 
those with whom she was perfectly well acquainted. 
Her opinion of her own consequence was much raised 
by the court that was paid to her by several young men 
of fashion, who thought it expedient to marry two hun- 
dred thousand pounds. 

How quickly ambition extends her views ! Our he- 
roine's highest object had lately been to form an alliance 
with a man of fashion ; she had now three fashionable 
admirers in her train ; but though she was flattered by 
their attention, she had not the least inclination to decide 
in favour of any of these candidates. The only young 
man of her present acquaintance who seemed to be oiS 
of the reach of her piower was Lord Bradstone ; and 
upon the conquesl^of his heart, or rather his pride, her 
fancy was fixed. He had all his mother's family pride, 
and he had been taught by her to expect an alliance 
with a daughter of one of the first noble families in 
England. The possibility of his marrying a grazier's 
daughter had never entered into his or Lady Bradstone's 
thoughts : they saw, indeed, every day examples among 
the first nobility of such matches ; but they saw them 
with contempt. Almeria knew this, and yet she did not 
despair of success : nor was she wrong in her calcula- 
tions. Lord Bradstone was fond of high play — ^his taste 
for gaming soon reduced him to distress — ^his guardian 
was enraged, and absolutely refused to pay his lordship's 
debts. What was to be done ? He must extricate him- 
self from his difficulties by marrying some rich heiress. 
Miss Tumbull was the heiress nearest at hand. Lord 
Bradstone's pride was compelled to jrield to his interest, 
and he resolved to pay his addresses to the Yorkshire 
grazier's daughter : but he knew that his mother would 
be indignant at this idea ; and he therefore determined 
to proceed cautiously, and to assure himself of the young 
lady's approbation before he should brave his mother's 
anger. * ' 

The winter was now passed, and her ladyship invited 
Miss Tumbull to accompany her to Cheltenham ; her 
son was of the party. Our heroine plainly understood 
his intentions, and her friendship for Lady BradstoM 
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did not prevent her from favouring his views : neither 
was she deterred by her knowled^ of his lordship*s 
taste for play, so aident was her desire for a coronet. 
The recollection of Frederick Elmoor sometimes crossed 
her imagination, and struck her heart ; but the pang was 
soon over, and she settled her conscience by the reflec- 
tion, that she was not, in the least degree^ bound in 
honour to him ; he had set her entirely at Uberty, and 
could not complain of her conduct. As to Ellen — every 
day she determined to write to her, and every day she 
put it* off till to-morrow. At last she was saved the 
trouble of making and breaking any more resolutions : 
for one evening, as she was walking with Lady Brad- 
stone and her noble admirer, in the public walk, she 
met Miss Elmour and her brother. 

She accosted Ellen with great e^igemess ; but it was 
plain to her friend's discerning eyes that her joy was 
affected. After repeating several times that she was 
quite delighted at this unexpected meeting, she ran on 
with a number of commonplace questions, commencing 
and concluding with, " When did you come ! — How long 
do you stay 1 — Where do you lodge ?" 

" We have been here about a fortnight, and I believe 
we shall stay about a month longer." 

" Indeed ! — ^A month ! — So long ! — How fortunate ! — 
But where are you V 

" We lodge a little out of the town, on the road to 
Cirencester." 

*' How unfortunate !-<^We are at such a shocking dis- 
tance ! — ^I'm with Lady Bradstone — a most charming wo- 
man ! — ^Who are you with ^" 

" With my poor father," said Ellen ; " he has been 
very ill lately, and we came here on his account." 

" 111 ! — Old Mr. Elmour ! — Fm extremely concerned — 
but whom have yon to attend him 1 You should send 
to town for Dr. Grant— do you know he is the only man 
now 1 — the only man Lady Bradstone and I have any 
dependence on — if I ^ere dying, he is the man I should 
send for. Do have him for Mr. Elmour, my dear — and 
don't be alarmed, above all things — ^you know it's so 
natural, at your father's age, that he should not be as 
well as he has been ; but I distress you, and detain you." 

Our heroine, after running off these unmeaning sen-^ 
tences, passed on, being ashamed to walk with EUen in 
public, because Lady Bradstone had whispered, " Who is 
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shef* Not to be known in the world of fashion is an 
unpardonable crimei for which no merit can atone, 
lliree days elapsed before Miss Tumbnll went to see 
her friends, notwithstanding her extreme concern for 
poor Mr. Elmour. Her excuse to her conscience was, 
that Lady Bradstone*s carriage could not sooner be 
spared. People in a certain rank of life are, or make 
themselves, slaves to horses and carriages ; with every 
apparent convenience and luxury, they are frequently 
more dependent than their tradesmen or their servants. 
There was a time when Almeria would not have* been 
restrained by these imaginary impossibiiiHes from show* 
ing kindness to her friemis ; but that time was now com- 
pletely past. She was, at present, anxious to avoid 
naving any private conversation with Ellen, becaitte 
she was ashamed to avow her change of views and sen- 
timents. In the short morning visit which she paid her, 
Almeria talked of pubhc places, of public characters, oi 
dress and equipages, &c. She inonired> indeed, with a 
modish air of mSnite sensibility, for poor Mr. Elmour ; 
and when she heard that he was confined to his bed, she 
regretted most excessively that she ccnild not see him ; 
but a few seconds afterward, with a suitable change of 
voice and countenance, she made an easy transition to 
the praise of a new dress of Lady Bradstone's invention. 
Frederick Elmour came into the room in the midst of 
the eulogium on her ladyship^s taste — she was embar- 
rassed for a moment ; but quickly recovering the tone 
of a fine lady, she spoke to him as if he had never been 
any thing to her but a common acquaintance. The dig- 
nity and firmness of his manner provoked her pride ; she 
wished to coquet with him — she tried to excite his jeal- 
ousy by talking of Lord Bradstone : but vain were all 
her airs and innuendoes ; tney could not extort from him 
even a sigh. She was somewhat consoled, however, by 
observing in his sister's countenance the expression, as 
•he thought, of extreme mortification. 

A few days after this visit, Miss Tumbull received the 
following note from Miss Elmour: 

" Mr DEAR Almeria, 
" If you still wish that I should treat you as a friend, 
•how me that you do, and you will find my affection un- 
altered. If, on the contrary, you have decided to pur- 
sae a mode of life, or to form connexions, which make 
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you ashamed to own any one for a friend who is not a 
fine lady, let our intimacy be dissolved for ever — it could 
only be a 'source of mutual pain. My father is better 
to-day, and wishes to see you. Will you spend this 
evening with him and with 

" Your affectionate 

"Ellen ElmourI" 

It happened that the very day Miss Tumbull received 
this note, Lady Bradstone was to have a concert, »nd 
Almeria knew that her ladyship woidd be offended if she 
were to spend the evening with the Elmours : it wds, as 
she said to herself, impossible, therefore, to ac<^pt of 
Ellen's invitation. She called upon her in the course of 
the morning to make ah apology. She found Ellen be- 
side her father, who was seated in his arpt-chair : he 
looked extremely pale and weak: she was at first 
shocked at the change she saw in her old i'riend, and she 
could not utter the premeditated apolofy. Ellen took 
it for granted that she was come, in c<*sequence of her 
note, to spend the day with her, an* she embraced her 
with affectionate joy. Her whole -ountenance changed 
when our heroine began at last ^o talk of Lady Brad- 
stone and the concert — Ellen bi«t into tears. 

" Mv dear child," said Mr. Slmour, putting his hand 
upon his daughter's, which r-sted upon the arm of his 
chair, " I did not expect thi» weakness from you." 

Miss Turnbull, impatien*to shorten a scene which she 
had neither strength of r»ind to endure nor to prevent, 
rose to take leave. 

" My dear Ellen," said she, in an irresolute tone, " my 
dearest creature, you must not distress yourself in this 
way — ^I must have y»>u keep up your spirits. You con* 
fine yourself too nxich, indeed you do ; and you see you 
are not equal to it. Your father will be better, and he 
will persuade yea to leave him for an hour or two, I am 
sure, and we nust have you among us ; and I must in- 
troduce you 10 Lady Bradstone — she's a charming wo- 
man, I assurd you — ^you would like her of all things, if 
you knew Aer. Come — don't let me see you in this 
way. ResUy, my dear Ellen, this is so unlike you — I can 
assure yau that, whatever you may think, I love you as 
well as ever I did, and never shall forget my obUgations 
to all your family ; but, you know, a person who lives in 
the world as I do must make such terrible sacrifices of 

Vol. VIL— I 
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their time— one can't do as one pleases— one's an abso • 
lute slave. So you must forgive me, dear Ellen, for bid- 
ding you farewell for the present." 

Ellen hastily wiped away her tears, and turning to 
Almeria with an air of dignity, held out her hand to her, 
and said, " Farewell for ever, Almeria ! — ^May you never 
feel the want of a sincere and affectionate friend ! — May 
the triumphs of fashion make you amends for all you 
sacrifice to obtain them !" 

Miss Turnbull was abashed and agitated — she hurried 
out of the room to conceal her coiflusion, stepped into 
a caitiage with a coronet, drove away, and endeavoured 
to for^t all that had passed. The concert in the even- 
ing rec^led her usual train of ideas, and she persuaded 
herself thai she had done all, and more than was neces- 
sary, in ofl^ring to introduce EUen to Lady Bradstone. 
" How could^he neglect such an offer !" 

A few days after the concert, Almeria had the plea- 
sure of being in^oduced to Lady Bradstone's four daugh- 
ters—Lady Gabrhlla, Lady Agnes, Lady Bab, 'and Lady 
Kitty. Of the existence of these young ladies Almeria 
had scarcely heard-ythey had been educated at a fash- 
ionable boarding-schtol ; and their mother was now 
under the disagreeable necessity of bringing them home 
to live with her, because the eldest was past seventeen. 

Lady Gabriella was abe\uty, and determined to be a 
Grace— but which of the t^ee Graces she had not yet 
decided. 

Lady Agnes was plain, and ^solved to be a wit. 

Ladv Bab and Lady Kitty were charming hoydens, 
with all the modem simplicity o\ fourteen or fifteen in 
their manners. Lady Bab had a^e long neck, which 
was always in motion — Lady Kittyhad white teeth, and 
was always laughing ; but it is impossible to character- 
ize them, for they mffered in nothing from a thousand 
other young ladies. 

These four sisters agreed in but one ptint — in consid- 
ering their mother as their common eneny. Taking it 
for granted that Miss Turnbull was her friend, she was 
looked upon by them as being naturally eiititled to a 
share of their distrust and enmity. They hund a va- 
riety of causes of complaint against our heroine ; and 
if they had been at any loss, their respective vaiting- 
maids would have furnished them with inexhaastible 
causes of quarrel. 
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Lady Bradstone could not bear to go with more than 
four in a coach. — " Why was Miss Tumbull always to 
have a front seat in the coach, and two of the young la- 
dies to be always left at home on her account 1" " How 
could Lady Bradstone make such a favourite of a gra- 
zier^s daughter, and prefer her to her own children as a 
companion 1" &c. 

The young ladies never discouraged their attendants 
from saying all the ill-natured things that they could de- 
vise of Miss TurnbuU, and they invented a variety of 
methods of tormenting her. Lady Gabriella found out 
that Almeria was horridly ugly and awkward; Lady 
Agnes quizzed her perpetually ; and the ladies Bab and 
Kftty played upon her innumerable practical jokes. She 
was astonished to find in high life a degree of vulgarity 
of which her country companions would have been 
ashamed : but all such things in high life go under the 
general term dashing. These young ladies were dashers. 
Alas! perhaps foreigners and future generations may 
not know the meaning of the terra ! 

Our heroine's temper was not proof against the trials 
to which it was hourly exposed : perhaps the conscious- 
ness that she was not bom to the situation in which 
she now moved, joined to her extreme anxiety to be 
thought genteel and fashionable, rendered her peculiarly 
irritable when her person and maimers were attacked 
by ladies of (quality. She endeavoured to conciliate her 
young enemies by every means in her power, and at 
length she foimd a method of pleasing them. They 
were immoderately fond of baubles, and they had not 
money enough to gratify this taste. Miss Tumbull at 
first, with great timidity, begged Lady Gabriella*s ac- 
ceptance of a rin^, which seemed particularly to catch 
her fancy : the facility with which the ring was accepted, 
and the favourable change it produced, as if by magic, in 
her ladyship's manners towards our heroine, encouraged 
her to try similar experiments upon the other sisters. 
She spared not earrings, crosses, brooches, pins, and 
necklaces ; and the young ladies in return began to show 
her all the friendship which can be purchased by such 
presents— or by any presents. Even while she rejoiced 
at the change in their behaviour, she could not avoid 
despising them for the cause to which she knew it must 
be attributed ; nor did she long enjoy even the tempo- 
rary calm procured by these peace-offerings; for the 
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irenr same thinffs which propitiated the daughters of- 
fended the mother. Lady Bradstone one mominR in- 
sisted upon Lady Gabriella's returning a necklace which 
she had received from Almeria; and her ladyship in- 
formed Miss TumbuU, at the same time, with an air of 
supreme haughtiness, that " she could not possibly per- 
mit her daughters to accept such valuable presents from 
any but their own relations ; that if the Lady Bradstones 
did not know what became them, it was her duty to 
teach them propriety." 

It was rather late in life to begin to teach, even if they 
had been inclined to learn. They resented her last lesson, 
or rather her last act of authority, with acrimony pro- 
portioned to the value of the object ; and Miss Turnbull 
was compelled to hear their complaints. Lady Gabriella 
said, she was convinced that her mother^s only reason 
for making her return the necklace was because she had 
not one quite so handsome. Lady Agnes, between whom 
and her mamma there was pending a dispute about a pair 
of diamond earrings, left by her grandmother, observed, 
that her mother might, if she pleased, call jealousy^ pro- 
priety ; but that she must not be surprised if other people 
used the old vocabulary ; that her mammals pride and 
vanity were always at war; for- that though she was 
proud enough to see her daughters show well in public, 
yet she required to have it said that she looked younger 
than any of them, and that she was infinitely better 
dressed. 

Lady Bab andXady Kitty did not fail in this favour- 
able moment of general discontent to bring forward their 
list of grievances ; and in the discussion of their rights 
and wrongs they continually appealed to our heroine, 
crowding round her while she stood silent and embar- 
rassed. Ashamed of them and of herself, she compared 
the Lady Bradstones with Pollen — she compared the sis- 
ters-in-law she was soon to have with the iriend she had 
forsaken. The yoimg ladies mistook the expression of 
melancholy in Almeria^s countenance at this instant for 
sympathy in their sorrows ; and her silence for acqui- 
escence m the justice of their complaints. They were 
reiterating their opinions with something like plebeian 
loudness of voice, when their mother entered the room. 
The ease with which her daughters changed their coun- 
tenances and the subject of conversation, when she 
entered, might have prevented all suspicion but for the 
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blushes of Almeria, who, though of all the party she 
was the least gruilty, looked by far the most abashed. 
The necklace which hung from her hand, and on which, 
in the midst of her embarrassment her eyes involunta- 
rily fell, seemed to Lady Bradstone proof positive against 
her. Her ladyship recollected certain words she had 
heard as she opened the door, and now applied them 
without hesitation to herself. PoUteness restrained the 
expression of her anger towards Mi^s Tumbull, but it 
burst furious forth upon her daughters ; and our heroine 
was now as much alarmed by the violence of her future 
mother-in-law as she had been disgusted by the mean- 
ness of her intended sisters. From this day forward, 
Lady Bradstone's manner changed towards Ahneria, 
who could plainly perceive, by her altered eye, that she 
had lost her confidence, and that her ladyship considered 
her as one who was playing a double part, and foment- 
ing dissensions in her family. She thought herself bound, 
in honour to the daughters, not to make any explana- 
tion that could throw the blame upon them : and she 
bore in painful silence the many obUque reproaches, re- 
flections upon ingratitude, dissimulation, and treachery 
which she knew were aimed at her. The consciousness 
that she was treating Lady Bradstone with insincerity, 
in en^uraging the addresses of her son, increased Miss 
Turnbull's embarrassment; she repented having for a 
moment encouraged his clandestine attachment ; and 
she now urged him in the strongest manner to impart 
his intentions to his mother. He assured her that she 
should be obeyed ; but his obedience was put off from 
day to day ; and in the meantime, the more Almeria saw 
of his family, the more her desire to be connected with 
them diminished. The affair of the necklace was con- 
tinually renewed, in some shape or other, and a perpet- 
ual succession of petty disputes occurred, in which both 
parties were in the wrong, and each openly or secretly 
blamed her for not taking their part. Her mind was so 
much harassed, that all her natural cheerfulness forsook 
her ; and the being obliged to assume spirits in company, 
and among people who were not worth the toil of pleas- 
ing, became every hour more irksome. The transition 
from these domestic miseries to public dissipation and 
gayeties made her still more melancholy. 

When she calmly examined her own heart, she per- 
ceived that she felt little or no aflection for Lord Brad^ 
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stone, though she had been flattered by his attentions^ 
when the assiduity of a man of rank and fashion was 
new to her ; but now the joys of being a countess began 
to fade in her imagination. She hesitated — she had not 
strength of mind sufficient to decide — she was afraid to 
proceed ; yet she had not courage to retract. 

Ellen's parting words recurred to her mind — ^*' May 
jrou never feel the want of a sincere and affectionate 
friend ! May the triumphs of fashion make you amends 
for all you sacrifice to obtain them !" — " Alas !" thought 
she, " Ellen foresaw that I should soon be disgusted with 
this joyless, heartless intercourse ; but how can I recede % 
how can I disengage myself from this Lord Bradstone, 
now that I have encouraged his addresses 1 Fool that 
I have been ! O, if I could now be advised by that best 
of friends, who used to assist me in all my difficulties ! 
But she despises, she has renounced me — she has bid 
me farewell for ever !" 

Notwithstanding this " farewell for ever," there was 
still at the bottom of Almeria's heart, even while she be- 
wailed herself in this manner, a secret hope that Ellen's 
esteem and friendship might be recovered, and she re- 
solved to make the trial. She was eager to put this 
idea into execution the moment it occurred to her ; and 
after apologizing to the Lady Bradstones for not, as 
usual, accompan3dng them in their morning ride, she set 
out to walk to Miss Elmour's lodgings. It was a hot 
day — she walked fast from the hurry and impatience of 
her mind. The servant who attended her knocked twice 
at Mr. Elmour's door before any one answered; at last 
the door was opened by a maid-servant, with a broom 
in her hand. 

"Is Miss Elmour at home?" 

" No, sir ; she left Cheltenham this morning betimes, 
and we be getting the house ready for other lodgers." 

Almeria was very much disappointed — she looked 
flushed and fatigued ; and the maid said, " Ma'am, if you'll 
be pleased to rest a while, you're welcome, I'm sure — 
and the parlour's cleaned out — ^be pleased to sit down, 
ma'am." Almeria followed, for she was really tired, and 
glad to accept the good-natured offer. She was shown 
into the same parlour where she had but a few weeks 
before taken leave of Ellen. The maid rolled forward 
the great arm-chair in which old Mr. Elmour had been 
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seated ; and as she moved it, a gold-headed cane fell to 
the ground. 

Almeria's eyes tinned upon it directly as it fell ; for it 
was an old friend of hers : many a time she had played 
with it when she was a child, and for many years she 
had been accustomed to see it in the hand of a man 
whom she loved and respected. It brought many pleas- 
ing and some painful associations to her mind ; for she 
reflected how ill she had behaved to the owner of it the 
last time she saw him. 

" Ay, ma'am," said the maid, " it is the poor old gen- 
tleman's cane, sure enough; it has never been stirred 
from here, nor his hat and gloves, see, since the day he 
died." 

" Died ! Good heavens ! Is Mr. Elmour dead ?" 
"Yes, sure — he died last Tuesday, and was buried 
yesterday. You'd better drink some of this water, 
ma'am," said the girl, filling a glass that stood on the 
table. "Why! dear heart! I would not have mentioned 
it so sudden in this way, but I thought it could no way 
hurt you. Why, it never came into my head you could 
be a friend of the family's, nor more, maybe, at the ut- 
most, than an acquaintance, as you never used to call 
much during his illness." 

This was the most cutting reproach, and the innocence 
with which it was uttered made it still more severe. 
Almeria burst into tears ; and the poor girl, not knowing 
what to say next, and sorry for aU she had said, took up 
the cane, which had fallen from Almeria's hands, and 
applied herself to brightening the gold head with great 
diligence. At this instant there was a double knock at 
the house-door. 

" It's only the yoimg gentleman, ma'am," said the 
maid, as she went towards the door. 

" What young gentleman 1" said Almeria, rising from 
her seat. 

" Young Mr. Elmour, ma'am : he did not go away with 
his sister, but staid to settle some matters. O, they 
have let him in." 

The maid stood with the parlour-door half-open, in 
her hand, not being able to decide in her own fancy 
whether the lady wished that he should come into the 
room or stay out ; and before either she, or perhaps Al- 
meria, had decided this point, it was settled for them by 
his walking in. Almeria was standing so as to be hid 
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by the door ; and he was so intent upon his own thongbts, 
that, without perceiving there was anybody in the room, 
he walked straight-forward to the table, took up his 
father's hat and gloves, and gave a deep sigh. He heard 
his sigh echoed — ^looked up, and started at the sight of 
Almeria, but immediately assumed an air of distant and 
cold respect. He was m deep mourning, and looked 
pale, as if he had suffered much. Almeria endeavoured 
to speak ; but could get out only a few words, expressive 
of the shock arid astonishment she had just felt. 

" Undoubtedly, madam, you must have been shocked," 
replied Frederick, in a calm voice ; " but you could not 
have reason to be jnuch astonished. My father's life 
had been despaired of some time — you must have seen 
how much he was changed when you were here a few 
weeks ago." Almeria coiUd make no reply; the tears, 
in spite of all her efforts to restrain them, rolled down 
her cheeks: the cold and almost severe manner in 
which Frederick spoke, and the consciousness that she 
deserved it, struck her to the heart. He followed her, 
as she abruptly quitted the room, and in a tone of more 
kindness, but with the same distant manner, begged to 
have the honour of attending her home. She bowed her 
head, to give that assent which her voice could not at 
this instant utter : and she was involuntarily going to 
put her arm within his ; but, as he did not seem to per- 
ceive this motion, she desisted, coloured violently, ad- 
justed the drapery of her go^vn to give employment to 
the neglected hand ; then walked on with precipitation. 
Her foot slipped as she was crossing the street ; Frede- 
rick offered his arm — she could not guess, from the way 
in which it was presented, whethpr her former attempt 
had been perceived or not. This trifle appeared to her 
a point of the utmost importance; for by this she 
thought she could decide whether his feelings wero 
really as cold towards her as tliey appeared, whether he 
felt love and anger, or contempt and indifference. While 
she was endeavouring in vain to form her opinion, all the 
time she leaned upon his arm, and walked on in silence, 
a carriage passed them ; Frederick bowed, and his coun- 
tenance was suddenly illuminated. Almeria turned 
eagerly to see the cause of the change, and as the car- 
riage drove on she caught a glimpse of a beautiful young 
lady. A spasm of jealousy seized her heart — she with- 
drew her arm from F^rederick's. The abruptness of tht 
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action did not create any emotion in him — his thoughts 
were absent. In a few minutes he slackened his pace, 
and turned from the road towards a path across the 
fields, asking if Miss TunibuU had any objection to going 
that way to Lady Bradstone^s instead of along the dusty 
road. She made no objection — she thought she per- 
ceived that Frederick was preparing to say something 
of importance to her, and her heart beat violently. 

'* Miss Tumbull will not, I hope, think what I am going 
to say impertinent ; she may be assured that it proceeds 
from no motive but the desire to prevent the future un- 
happiness of one who once honoured my family with her 
friendship." 

" You are too good — I do not desen-e that you should 
be interested in my happiness or unhappiness — I cannot 
think you impertinent — pray speak freely." 

" And quickly," she would have added if she dared. 
Without abating any of his reserve from this encourage- 
ment, he proce^ed precisely in the same tone as before, 
and with the same steady composure. 

'' An accidental acquaintance with a friend of my Lord 
Bradstone^s has put me in possession of what, perhaps, 
you wish to be a secret, madam, and what I shall invio^ 
lably keep as such." 

" I cannot pretend to be ignorant of what you allude 
to," said Almeria ; " but it is more than probable that 
^ou may not have heard the exact state of the business ; 
mdeed it is impossible that you should, because no one 
but myself could fully explain my sentiments. In fact, 
they were undecided ; I was this very morning going 
to consult your sister upon that subject." 

" You will not suppose that I am going to intrude my 
counsels upon you, Sliss Tumbull ; notlung can be fur- 
ther from my intention : I am merely going to mention 
a fact to you, of which I apprehend you are ignorant, 
and of which, as you are circumstanced, no one in your 
present society, perhaps no one in the world but myself, 
would choose to apprize you. Forgive me, madani, if I 
try your patience by this preface : I am very desirous 
not to wound your feelings more than is necessary." 

" Perhaps," said Almeria, with a doubtful smile, " per- 
haps you are under a mistake, and imagine my feelmgs 
to be much more interested than they really are. If 3rou 
have any thing to communicate to Lord Bradstone's dis- 
advantitfe, you may mention it to me without hesitaHoii, 

13 
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and without fear of injuring my happiness, or his ; for, 
to put you at case at. once, 1 am come to a determination 
positively to decline ]m lonlship's addresses." 

*' This assurance cortainljr puts me at ease at once,*' 
said Frederick. But Almoria observed that he neitlier 
expressed by his voice nor counteniuice any of that joy 
whicli she had hoped to inspire by the assurance : on the 
contrary, he heard it as a determination in which he was 
personally unconcerned, and in which pure benevolence 
alone could give him an interest. ^' T)iis relieves me," 
continued ho, " from all necessity of explaining myself 
further." 

** Nay," said Almeria, " but I must bog you will ex- 
plain yourself. You do not know but it may be neces- 
sary for me to have your antidote ready in case of a 
relapse." 

No change, at least none that betrayed the anxiety 
of a lover, was visible in Frederick's countenance at this 
hint of a relapse ; but he gravely answered, that, when 
so un^, he could not forl^ar to tell her tlie exact truth, 
that Lord Bradstone was a ruined man— >ruined by gam- 
ing—and that he had been so indelicate as to declare to 
hisyWen^ tliat his sole object in marrying was money. 
Our heroine's pride was severely hurt by the last part 
of tliis information ; but even that did not wound her so 
keenly as the manner in which Frederick behaved. She 
saw that he had no remains of iiffection for her lurking 
in his heart — she saw that he now acted merely as he 
declared, from a desire to save from misery one who 
had formerly honoured his family with her friendship. 
Stiff, cold words — she endeavoured to talk upon indif- 
ferent subjects, but could not — ^sho was somewhat re- 
lieved when they reached Lady Bradstone's door, and 
when Frederick left her. The moment he was gone, 
however, she ran up stairs to her own apartment, and 
looked eagerly out of her window to catch the last 
glimpse of liim. Such is the stnmgo caprice of the hu- 
man heart, that a lover apnears the most valuable at the 
moment he is lost. Our lieroine had felt all her affec- 
tion for Frederick revive with more than its former 
force within this last hour ; and she thought she now 
loved with a degree of passion of whicli she had never 
before found herself capable. Hope is perhaps insepa- 
rable from the existence of the passion qf love. She 
passed alternately from despair to the most flattering 
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delusions: she fancied that Frederick's coldness was 
affected — that he was acting only from honour — that he 
wished to leave her at liberty — and that as soon as he 
knew she was actually disen^a^ed from Lord Bradstone 
he would fly to her with all his former eagerness. This 
notion having once taken possession of ^er mind, she 
was impatient in the extreme to settle her affairs with 
Lord Bradstone. He was not at home — ^he did not come 
in till late in the evening. It happened, that the next 
day Almeria was to be of age ; and Lord Bradstone, 
when he met her in the evening, reminded her of her 
promise not *' to prolong the torments of suspense be- 
yond that period." She asked whether he had, in com- 
pliance with her request, communicated the affair to 
Lady Bradstone 1 No ; but he would as soon as he had 
reasonable grounds of hope. Miss Turnbull rejoiced 
that he had disobeyed her injunctions — she said that 
Lady Bradstone mi^ht now ha for ever spared hearing 
what would have mevitably excited her indignation. 
His lordship stared, and could not comprehend our he- 
roine's present meaning. She soon made it intelUgible. 
We forbear to relate aU that was said upon the occasion : 
as it was a disappointment of the purse and not of the 
heart, his lordship was of course obliged to make a pro- 
portional quantity of professions of eternal sorrow and 
disinterestedness. Almeria, partly to save her own 
pride the mortification of the repetition, forbore to allude 
t6 the confidential speech in which he had explained to 
a friend his motives for marrying ; she hoped that he 
would soon console himself with some richer heiress, 
and she rejoiced to be disencumbered of him, and even 
of his coronet ; for in this moment coronets seemed to 
her but paltry things — so much does the appearance of 
objects vary according to the medium through which 
they are viewed ! 

Better satisfied with herself after this refusal of the 
earl, and in better spirits than she had been for some 
months, she flattered herself with the hopes that Fred- 
erick would call upon her again before he left Chelten- 
ham ; he would then know that Lord Bradstone was no 
longer her lover. 

She fell asleep full of these imaginations — dreamed 
of Frederick and Elmour Grove ; but this was only a 
dream. The next day — and the next— and the next — 
passed without her seeing or hearing any thing of Fred- 
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erick ; and the fourth day, as she rode by the house 
where the Ehnours had lodged, she saw put up in the 
parlour window an- advertisement of " Lod^ngs to be 
lety She was now convinced that Frederick had left 
Cheltenhanl— left it without thinking of her or of Lord 
Bradstone. The young Lady Bradstones observed that 
she scarcely spoke a word during the remainder of her 
moming^s ride. At night she was attacked with a fe- 
verish complaint : the image of the beautiful person 
whom she had seen in the coach that passed while she 
was walking with Frederick was now continually be- 
fore her eyes. She had made all the inquiries she could 
to find out who that young lady might be ; but this point 
could not be ascertained ; because, though she described 
the lady accurately, she was not equally exact about 
the description of the carriage. The arms and livery 
had totally escaped her observation. The different con- 
jectures that had been made by the various people to 
whom she had applied, and the voices in which their 
answers were given, ran in her head all this feverish 
night. 

" Perhaps it was Lady Susanna Quin — ^very likely it 
was Lady Mary Lowther — ^veiy possibly Miss Grant ; 
you know she goes about ^vith old ^lrs. Grant in a 
yellow coach — ^but there are so many yellow coaches — 
the arms or the livery would settle the point at once." 
These words, the arms and the livery tcould settle the point 
at once, she repeated to herself perpetually, though with- 
out annexing any ideas to the words. In short, she was 
very feverish all night ; and in the morning, though she 
endeavoured to rise, she was obliged to he down again. 
She was confined to her bed for about a week : Lady 
Bradstone sent for the best physicians ; and the young 
ladies, in the inter^-^als of dressing and going out, when- 
ever they could remember it, came into Miss Turnbull*s 
room to " hope she found herself better." It was ob- 
vious to her that no one person in the house cared a 
straw about her, and she was oppressed with the sense 
of being an encumbrance to the whole family. While 
she was alone, she formed many projects for her future 
life, which she resolved to execute as soon as she should 
recover. She determined immediately to go down to 
her own house in the country, and to write to Ellen a 
recantation of all her fine lady errors. She composed, 
while she lay on her feverish pillow, twenty letteis to 
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her former friend, each of them more eloquent and 
magnanimous than the other : but in proportion as her 
fever left her, the activity of her imag^ination abated, 
and with it her eloquence and magnanimity. Her mind, 
naturally weak, and now enfeebled by disease, became 
quite passive, and received and 3aelded to the impres- 
sions made by external circumstances. New trains 
of ideas, perfectly different from those which had oc- 
cupied her mind during her fever, and in the days pre- 
ceding her illness, were excited during her convales- 
cence. She lay listening to, or rather hearing, the con- 
versation of the young Lady Bradstones. They used to 
come into her room at night, and stay for some time, 
while they had their hair curled, and talked over the 
events of the day — whom they had met — what dresses 
they had worn — what matches were on the tapis, &c. 
They happened one night to amuse themselves with 
reading an old newspaper, in which they came to an ac- 
count of a splendid masquerade, which had been given 
the preceding winter in London by a rich heiress. 

" Lord ! what charming entertainments Miss Tumbull 
might give if she pleasedi Why, do you know, she is 
richer than this woman," whispered Lady Bab ; " and 
she is of age now, you know. If I were she, I'm sure 
Vd have a house of my own, and the finest I could get 
in London. Now such a house as my aunt PierrepouS's 
— and servants — and carriages — and I would make ray 
self of some consequence." 

This speech was not lost upon our heroine ; and the 
whisper in which it was spoken increased its effect. 
The next day, as Lady Bab was sitting at the foot of 
Almeria's bed, she asked for a description of " my aunt 
Pierrepoint's house." It was given to her con amorey 
and a character of " my aimt Pierrepoint" was added 
gratis. " She is the most charming amiable woman in 
the world — quite a different sort of person from mamma. 
She has Uved all her life about court, and she is con- 
nected with all the great people, and a prodigious fa- 
vourite at court, and she is of such consequence ! — ^You 
cannot imagine of what consequence she is !" 

Lady Gabriella then continued the conversation, by 
telling Miss Tumbull a great secret, that her aunt Pierre- 
point and her mother were not on the best terras in the 
world : " for mamma's so violent, you know, about poli- 
tics, and quite on a contrary aide to my rant. Marama 
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nerer goes to court ; and, between you and me, they 
say she would not be received. Now that is a shock- 
ing thing for us ; but the most provoking part of the 
business is, that mamma won't let my aunt Pierrepoint 
present us. Why, when she cannot or will not go to 
the drawing-room herself, what could be more proper, 
you know, than to let us be presented by Lady Pierre- 
point — Lady Pierrepoint, you know, who is such a pro- 
digious favourite, and knows every thing in the world 
that's proper at court, and everywhere: it really is 
monstrous of mamma ! Now if you were in our places, 
should not you be quite provoked? By-the-by, you 
never were presented at court yourself, were you ?" 

" Never," said Almeria, with a sudden feeling of mor- 
tification. 

" No, you could not— of course you could not, living 
with mamma, as you do ; for I am sure she would quar 
rel with an angel for just only talking of going to court. 
Lord ! if I was as rich as you, what beautifid birthday 
dresses I would have !" 

These and similar conversations wrought* powerfully 
upon the weak mind of our poor heroine. She rose 
fi^m her bed after her illness wondering what had be- 
come of her passion for Frederick Elmour : certainly 
she was now able to console herself for his loss, by the 
hopes of being presented at court, and of being dressed 
with uncommon splendour. She was surprised at this 
change in her own mind ; but she justified it to herself 
by the reflection that it would show an unbecoming 
want of spirit to retain any remains of regard for one 
who had treated her with so much coldness and indif- 
ference, and who in all probability was attached to an- 
other woman. Pride and resentment succeeded to ten- 
derness ; and she resolved to show Frederick and Ellen 
that she could be happy her own way. It is remarkable 
that her friendship for the sister always increased or 
decreased with her love for her brother. Ambition, as 
it has often been observed, is a passion that frequently 
succeeds to love, though love seldom follows ambition. 
Almeria, who had now recovered her strength, was one 
morning sitting in her own room meditating arrange- 
ments for the next winter's campaign, when she was 
roused by the voices of Lady Bab and Lady Kitty at her 
room door. 

^MiBsTuinbuni MiMTarnball! come! come !— Here's 
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the king and queen and all the royal family, and my aunt 
Pierrepoint — come quick to our dxessing-room windows, 
or they will be out of sight." 

The fair hoydens seized her between them, and 
dragged her away. 

'^ Mamma says it's horribly vulgar to run to the win- 
dows, but never mind that. There's my aunt Pierre- 
point's coach — ^is not it handsome?— O, every thing 
about her is so handsome ! — you know she has lived afl 
her life at court." 

The eulogiums of these young ladies, and the sight 
of Lady Pierrepoint's entry into Cheltenham in the w^e 
of royalty, and the huzzas of the mob, and the curiosity 
of all rai&^s who crowded the pubUc walks in the even- 
ing, to see the illustrious guest, contributed to raise 
our heroine's enthusiasm. She was rather surprised 
afterward to observe that Lady Pierrepoint passed her 
sister and nieces on the public walk without taking the 
slightest notice of them ; her head was turned indeed 
quite another way when she passed, and she was in 
smihng conversation with one of her own party. 

Lady Gabriella whispered, " My aunt Pierrepoint can- 
not kiww us now, because we are with mamma." 

Miss Tumbull now, for the first time, saw Lady Brad- 
stone in a situation in which she was neglected ; this 
served to accelerate the decline and fall of her lady- 
ship's power over her mind. She began to consider 
her, not as a person by whom she had been brought into 
notice in the circles of fashion, but as one by whom she 
was prevented from rising to a higher orbit. Lady 
Bradstone went to see her sister the day after her ar- 
rival, but she was not at home. Some days afterward 
Lady Pierrepoint returned her visit: she came in a 
sedan chair, because she did not wish that her carriage 
should be seen standing at Lady Bradstone's door. It 
was incumbent upon her to take every possible precau- 
tion to prevent the suspicion of her being biased by 
sisterly affection ; her sister and she were unfortunately 
of such different opinions in politics, and her sister's 
politics were so much disapproved where Lady Pierre- 
point most wished for approbation, that she«could not, 
consistently with her principles or interest, countenance 
them by appearing in public with one so obnoxious. 

Miss Turnbull observed, with the most minute atten- 
tion, every word and gesture of Lady Pierrepoint. At 
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first view her ladyship appeared all smiling ease and 
affiability ; but in all her motions, even in those of her 
face, there was something that resembled a puppet — ^her 
very smiles and the turns of her eyes seemed to be gov- 
erned by unseen wires. Upon still closer observation, 
however, tliero was reason to suspect that this puppet 
might be regulated by a mind within, of some sort or 
other ; for it could not only answer questions by a voice 
of its own, and apparently without being prompted, but 
moreover it seemed to hesitate, and to take time for 
thought, before it hazarded any reply. Lady Pierre- 
point spoke always as if she thought her words would 
be repeated, and must lead to consequences ; and there 
was an air of vast circumspectfon and mystery about 
her, which appeared sublime or ridiculous according to 
the light in wnich it was considered. To our heroine 
it appeared sublime. Her ladyship^s conversation, If a 
set of unmeaning phrases be deserving of that name^ at 
length turned upon the concern she felt that it had not 
been in her power to procure an increase of pension for 
a certain Mrs. Vickars. " Such a resp>ectable charac- 
ter! — the widow of a distant relation of the Pierre- 
points.'* There was no probability, after all the inter- 
est and influence she had used, she said, that Mrs. 
Vickars could ever be gratified in the lino she had at- 
tempted ; that therefore it was her ladyship's advice to 
her to look out for some situation of an eligible descrip- 
tion, which might relieve her from the distressing ap- 
prehension of appearing burdensome or importunate. 

As well as her.'ladyship's meaning could be made out, 
cleared from the superfluity of words with which it was 
covered, she wished to get rid of this poor widow, and 
to fasten her as an humble companion upon anybody 
who would be troubled with such a respectable character ! 
Miss Turnbull foresaw the possibility of obliging her 
ladyship by means of Mrs. Vickars : for as she proposed 
to purchase a house in town, it would be convenient to 
her to have some companion ; and this lady, who was 
of a certain age, and who had always lived ni the best 
company, would be well suited to serve as her chaperon. 
To do ou!*heroine justice, considering that she was un- 

Sractised in manoeuvring with court ladies, she con- 
ucted her scheme with a degree of address worthy of 
her object. Through the me<uum of Lady Bab and Lady 
Ctabri^a, she opened a coirespondence with Lady 
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Pierrepoint. Mrs. Vickars was introduced to Minu 
TurnbuU — ^liked her prodigiously ; and Lady Pierrepoint 
was most happy in the prospect of her relation's bcinff 
so ehgibly situated. In proportion as Miss TurnbuU 
advanced in the good graces of Lady Pierrepoint, she 
receded from Lady Bradstone. This lady's indignation, 
which had been excited against Almeria by her not 
siding with her against her daughters, now rose to tho 
highest pitch, when she perceived what was going on. 
No crime could in her eyes be greater than that of se- 
ceding from her party. Her violence in party matters 
was heightened by the desire to contrast herself with 
her sister Pierrepoint's courtly policy. Lady Bradstone 
all the time knew and cared very little about politfts, 
except so far as they afforded her op[>ortunities for the 
display of spirit and eloquence. She had a line /low of 
words, and loved to engage in argument, especially a* 
she had oAen been told by gentlemen that her enthusi- 
asm became her extremely, and that, even if a man 
could resist the force of her arguments, he must yield 
to the fire of her eyes. It happened that Miss Tunibull 
was present one day when Lady Bradstone had been 
unusually warm in a pohtical argument, and Lady 
Pierrepoint as cool and guarded as her sister was eager. 
Almena was appealed to, and gave judgment in favour 
of Lady Pierrepoint, who happened to be in the right. 
Regardless of right or wrong, Lady Bradstone became 
more and more vehement, while Lady Pierrepoint sat 
in all the composed superiority of silence, maintaining 
the most edifying meekness of countenance imaginable, 
as if it were incumbent on her to be, or at least to seem, 
penitent for a sister's perversity. She sighed deeply 
when the tirade was finished, and fixed her eyes upon her 
beautiful niece Gabriella. Lady Gabriella immediately 
filled up the pause by declaring that she knew nothing of 
pontics, and hoped she never should, for that she did 
not know of what use they were to women except to 
prevent them from going to court. 

Lady Bradstone expressed high indignation at per- 
ceiving that her daughters thought more of dancing at 
a birthnight baU than of the good of the nation. 

Mrs. Vickars, who was present, now interposed a 
word as mediatrix, observing, that it was natural for 
the young ladies at their age : and Miss TurnbuU, catch- 
ing or imitating something of the tone of Lady Pierre- 
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point, Tentured to add, that ^' it was a pity that Lady 
Bradstone's daughters did not enjoy all the advantages 
of their high rank, and that she really wished Laidy 
Bradstone could be prevailed upon to enter into concil- 
iatory measures." 

On hearing this speech, Lady Bradstone, no longer 
able to restrain her anger withm the bounds of polite- 
ness, exclaimed, " I am not surprised at receiving such 
advice from you. Miss Tumbull ; but I own I am aston- 
ished at hearing such sentiments from my daughters. 
High sentiments are to be expected from high birth." 

How Lady Bradstone contrived to make her aristo- 
craiic pride of birth agree with her democratic princi- 
ples it may be difficult to explain ; but fortunately the 
idea of preserving consistency never disturbed her self- 
complacency. Besides, there are so many examples to 
keep her ladyship in countenance of persons ^ho live 
as royalists and talk as repubUcans. • 

Almeria could not brook the affront implied by Lady 
Bradstone's last speech ; and matters were now brought 
to a crisis : she resolved not to remain longer in a house 
where she was exposed to such insults. She was of 
** age, and, thank Heaven ! independent." 

Lady Bradstone made no opposition to her determi- 
nation ; but congratulated her upon the prospect of be- 
coming independent. 

" 1 agree with you. Miss Tumbull in thimking Heaven 
for making me independent. Independence of mind, of 
course," added she, " I value above independence of 
purse." 

Whatever vexation our heroine might feel from this 
speech, and from the perfect indifference with which 
Lady Bradstone parted from her, was compensated by 
the belief that she had by her conduct this evening in- 
gratiated herself with Lady Pierrepoint. She was con- 
firmed in this opinion by Mrs. Vickars, who said that 
her ladyship afterward spoke of Miss Tumbull as a 
very judicious and safe young person, whom she should 
not scmple to protect. She was even so condescend- 
ing as to interest herself about the house in town, which 
Miss Tumbull talked of purchasing : she knew that a 
noble friend of hers, who was going on a foreign em- 
basBv, had thoughts of parting with his* house; and it 
would certainly suit Miss Turnbull, if she could com- 
pass the purchase. Almeria felt herself highly honoured 
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by her ladyship's taking a concern in any of her affairs ; 
and she begged of Mrs. Yickars to say, that " expense 
-was no object to her." She consequently paid a few 
hundred guineas more than the value of the house, for 
the honour of Lady Pierrepoint's interference. Her 
ladyship saw into the weakness of our heroine's char- 
acter, and determined to make advantage of it. It was 
a maxim of hers, that there is no person so insignificant 
but some advantage may be made of them ; and she had 
acted upon this principle through hfe, sometimes so as 
to excite in the minds of the ignorant a high admiration 
of her affability. It is said, that when Lady Pierre- 
point was asked why she married, she replied, "To 
increase ^ny consequence and to strengthen my con- 
nexions." 

Perhaps this speech was made for her by some mali- 
cious wit ; but it is certain that she never upon any oc- 
casion of her life neglected an opportunity of acting 
upon this principle. She was anxious with this view to 
have as many dependants as possible: and she well 
knew that those who were ambitious of a courtesy from 
her at the playhouse, or a whisper at the opera, were 
as effectually her dependants as the mendicants at her 
door, who were in want of a shilling. The poor may 
be held in the iron fetters of necessity, but the rich are 
dragged behind the car of fashion by the golden chains 
of vanity. 

The summer in the Ufe of a fine lady is a season 
comparatively of so little consequence, that the judi- 
cious Mstorian may pass over some months of it with- 
out their being missed in the records of time. He has- 
tens to the busy and important season of winter. 

Our heroine took possession of her magnificent house 
in town ; and Mrs. Vickars was established as arhitratrix 
elegantiarum. 

This lady deemed herself a judge in the last appeal 
of every thing that became a person of fashion ; and 
her claim to infallibihty upon these points was estab- 
lished by her being fourth cousin to Lady Pierrepoint. 
Almeria soon discovered in her companion an inordi- 
nate love of power, and an irritability of temper, which 
misfortunes and ill health nad increased to such a de- 
gree that it required more than the patience of a female 
Job to live with her upon good terms. Martyrs in the 
cause of vanity certainly exhibit wonderful, if not ad* 



*• 



219 TALKS OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

mirable, fortitude in the midst of the absurd and extrsv- 
agant torments which they inflict upon themselves. Our 
heroine endured for a whole season, without any out- 
ward complaint, but with many an inward groan, the 
penance which she had imposed upon herself : the ex- 
tent of it can be comprehended only by those who have 
been doomed to live with a thoroughly ill-tempered 
woman. The reward was surely proportioned to the 
suflerings. Miss Tumbull received a smile, or a nod, or 
something like a courtesy from Lady Pierrepoint, wheot- 
ever she met her in public ; her ladyship's cards were 
occasionally left at the Yorkshire heiress's door ; and 
she sometimes honoured Miss Turnbull's crowded rooms, 
by crowding them still more with her august presence. 
11i«4re was further reason to hope, that her ladyship 
migr.. be induced to presert Almeria at court before the 
Oiext Dirthday. All these auvantages were to be attrib- 
uted to Mrs. Vickars, for she was the connecting lioJc 
between two beings of inferior and superior order. We 
forbear to describe, or even to enumerate, the variety 
of balls, suppers, dinners, d6jeun6s, galas, and mas- 
querades which Miss Tumbull gave to the fashionable 
world during this winter. The generous public forget 
these things the week after they are over ; and the con- 
sequence they bestow endures no longer than the track 
of a triumphal chariot. 

Our heroine was never fully convinced of this truth 
till it was confirmed by her own experience. She found 
it necessary continually to renew her expensive efforts, 
to keep herself alive in the memory of her grfeat ac- 
quaintance. Towards the time when she expected to 
be presented at court by Lady Pierrepoint, a sudden 
coolness was apparent in her ladyship's manner ; and 
one morning Almeria was surprised by a note from lier, 
regretting in the most polite but positive terms that it 
would be absolutely out of her power to have the lion- 
eur of presenting Miss Tumbull at St. James's. In the 
utmost consternation, Almeria flew for an explanation 
to Mrs. Vickars. Mrs. Vickars was in a desperate fit 
of the sullenSj which had lasted now upwards of eight- 
and-forty hours, ever since her advice had not been 
taken about the placing oi certain bronze figures, with 
antique lamps in their hands, upon the great staircase. 
It was necessary to bring the lady into a good-humour 
in the first place, by yiel&ig to her uncontrolled domin- 



ion over the candeldbras. This point being settled, and 
unqualified submission in all matters of taste, past, 
present, or to come, declared or im^died on the part of 
our heroine, Mrs. Vickars on her part promised to set 
out immediately on an embassy to Lady Pierrepoint, to 
discover the cause of the present discontent. After 
making sundry ineffectual attempts to see her noble 
relation, she was at last admitted ; and after one hour's 
private audience, she returned to the anxious Almeria 
with a countenance lengthened to the utmost stretch of 
melancholy significance. 

" What is the matter, Mrs. Vickars 1" 

It was long before this question was answered : but 
after many friendly lamentations, Mrs. Vickars could not 
help observing that Miss Tumbull had nobody to blame 
in this business but herself. This, or any thing else, 
she was willing to admit, to get at the point. '*But 
what have I done ? I dare say it is, as you say, all my 
own fault — ^but tell me how V 

" How ! — Can you, my dearest Miss Tumbull, forget 
that you did the most imprudent and really unaccount- 
able thing, that ever woman did 1 — Lady Pierrepoint had 
it from Stock the banker. Now you must be certainly 
conscious to what I allude." 

Almeria still looked innocent till Mrs. Vickars pro- 
duced the book dedicated to Lady Bradstone, for twelve 
copies of which Miss Tumbull had subscribed. Her 
name was printed among the list of subscribers, and 
there was no palliating the fact. When her companion 
saw that she was quite overwhelmed with the sense of 
this misfortune, she began to hint,that though the evil was 
great, it was not without remedy ; that in her own pri- 
vate opinion, Lady Pierrepoint might have passed over 
the thing, if she had not heard it at a most imlucky mo- 
ment. The provoking banker mentioned it to her lady- 
ship just after he had disappointed her of certain moneys, 
for which she was negotiating. From her situation and 
means of obtaining secret and early intelligence, she 
had it frequently in her powe^ to make money by selling 
in or out of the stocks. Such an opportunity at pres- 
ent occurred ; and " it was a great pity," Mrs. Vickars 
observed, " that the want of a httle ready money should 
preclude #er from the possibility of profiting by her sit- 
uation." Miss Tumbull, who was not deficient in quick- 
ness of comprehension, upon this hint immediately said, 
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"that her ladyship might command some thousands 
which she had in Sir Thomas Stock's bank." Lady 
Pierrepoint the next day found that it would be best to 
hush up the aflfkir of the subscription to the fatal pam- 
phlet. She said, *' that she had with infinite satisfac- 
tion ascertained, that the thing had not been noticed in 
the quarter where she feared it would have created an 
insuperable prejudice — ^that there were other TumbuUs, 
as she was happy to understand, in the world, besides 
Mrs. Vickars's friend ; and that as, in the list of subscri- 
bers, she was mentioned only as Miss Tumbull, not as 
Almeria Tumbull, all was safe, and nobody would sus- 
pect that a lady presented at court by my Lady Pierre- 
point could be the same person that subscribed to a book 
of such a description." 

This affair being adjusted, the league was tacitly 
formed between interest and vanity. Miss TumbuU 
was presented at court by Lady Pierrepoint, and her 
lad]rship bought into the stocks with the Yorkshire heir- 
ess's money. The gratification of Almeria's ambition, 
however, did not complete her happiness. When she 
was at the summit of the Alps of fashion, she saw how 
little was to be seen. 

Though she liked to have it to say that she was a 
great deal with Lady Pierrepoint, yet the time always 
passed most heavily in her company ; nor was the in- 
feriority of this lady's understanding compensated by 
an affectionate heart. Her smoothly polished exterior 
prevented all possibility of obtaining any hold over her. 
She had the art at once to seem to be intimate with 
people, and to keep them at the greatest distance ; as, in 
certain optical deceptions, an object which appears 
close to us eludes our hand if we attempt to grasp it. 
Almeria felt the want of that species of unreserved con- 
fidence and friendship which she had formerly enjoyed 
with Ellen. In jud^ng of what will make us happy, 
we are apt to leave time out of the account ; and this 
leads to most important errors. For a short period we 
may be amused or gratified by what will fatigue and 
disgust us if long continued. The first winter that she 
spent in dissipation she was amused ; but winter after 
winter passed ; and the recurrence of the same public 
diversions, and the same faces, and the sam%common- 
place conversation, wearied instead of interesting her. 
But as the pleasure of novelty declined, the power of 
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habit increased ; and she continued the same course of 
life for six years — six long years! against both her 
judgment and her feelings, the absolute slave of an 
imaginary necessity. Thus the silly chicken remains 
prisoner in a circle of chalk : even when the hand by 
which it was held down is removed, it feels an imagi- 
nary pleasure, from which it dares not even attempt to 
escape* 

Almeria, however, was now arrived at an age when 
she could no longer, with any propriety, be called a 
chicken : she was seven-and-twenty ; and the effect of 
keeping late hours, and the continual petty irritations 
to which she had been subject, were sufficiently visible 
in her countenance. She looked in a morning so faded 
and haggard, that any one not used to the wear and tear 
of fashionable faces would have guessed Almeria's age 
to be seven-and-thirty instead of seven-and-twenty. 
During her six campaigns in London, she or her fortune 
had made many conquests; but none of her London 
captives had ever obtamed any power over her affections, 
and her ambition could not decide upon the pretensions 
of her several suitors. Lady Pierrepoint, who was her 
prime adviser, had an interest in keeping her unmarried ; 
because during this time her ladyship employed most 
advantageously certain moneys which she had bor- 
rowed from OUT heiress. This female politician made 
some objection to every proposal ; continually repeating, 
that Miss Tumbull might do better — ^that she might 
look higher — ^that with her pretensions, there could be 
no doubt that she would have a variety of advantageous 
offers — and that herpiay should be to raise her value by 
rejecting, without hesitation, all pretenders but those 
of the first distinction. Lady Pierrepoint, who usually 
spoke with all the ambiguity of an oracle, seemed on this 
subject more than usually mysterious. She dropped 
half-sentences, then checked herself, hinted that she 
was not at liberty to speak out ; but that she had her 
own private reasons for advising her friend Miss Turn- 
bull not to be precipitate in her choice. Her ladyship's 
looks said more than her words, and Almeria interpreted 
them precisely as she wished. There was a certain 
marquis, whom she sometimes met at Lady Pierre- 
point's, and whom she would have been pleased to meet 
more frequently. He was neither young, nor handsome, 
nor witty, nor wise. What was he then 1 — ^He was a 



816 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

marquis— and is not that enough 1 Ahneria saw that 
he was looked up to as a person of great influence and 
importance, and she now had the habit of trusting to 
the eyes and ears of others. She now considered what 
people were thought of, not what they really were ; and 
according to this mode of estimation she could not fail 
to form a high opinion of this exalted personage. He 
paid her distinguished but not decisive attentiom^ §pd 
perhaps the uncertainty in which she was kept as to 
his views increased her mterest upon the subj ect. There 
was always some obstacle which seemed to prevent him 
from declaring himself : — at one time he was suddenly 
obliged to go ambassador to some foreign court ; he went, 
and staid a year ; at his return he was immersed in politics, 
and deplored his hard fate in terms which Almeria 
thought it was impossible not to construe favourably to 
her wishes. She thought she was upon the point ol be- 
coming a marchioness, when his lordship was again 
sent into what he called banishment. Lady Pierrepoint 
had constantly letters from him, however; passages from 
whch she from time to time read to Ahneria, in whose 
weak mind this kept alive an indistinct hope, for which 
she had no rational foundation. She was confirmed in 
her belief that the marquis had serious thoughts of her, 
by the opinion of Mrs. Vickars, who she thought was in 
the secret, and who certainly would not speak decid«dly |i 
without sufficient reason. Indeed, nothing but the 
pleasure she received from Mrs. Vickars's favourable 

Prognostics upon this subject could have in any degree 
alanced the pain she daily endured from this lady's 
fretful temper. Almeria submitted to her domineering 
humour, and continued to propitiate her with petty 
sacrifices, more from fear than love — from fear that her 
adverse influence might be fatal to her present scheme 
of aggrandizement. Weak minds are subject to this 
apprehension of control from secret causes utterly in- 
adequate to their supposed efiects ; and thus they put 
their destiny into the hands of persons who could not 
otherwise obtain influence over their fate. 

The time at length arrived when our heroine was to 
be confirmed in her expectations, or wakened from her 
state of self-delusion. The marquis returned from 
abroad, and Lady Pierrepoint wrote a note more mys- 
teriously worded than usual, sipiifying that shte " wi^ed 
U> have a conference with Mws TumbuU on a sufcyect 
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of Bome importance ; and begged to know at what hour 

in the morning she might be secure of the pleasure of 

finding her at home." Almeria named her hour, and 

•waited for its arrival with no small impatience. Lady 

^ Pierrepoint's thundering knock at the ooor was heard ; 

her ladyship was shown up-stairs ; and she entered the 

liroom with a countenance that seemed to promise welL 

Mllw preluded with many flattering phrases— declared 

* firat ever since she had been first acquainted with Miss 

TurnbuU at Cheltenham, she had always considered her 

witlf sentiments of esteem, of which she had since given 

indeed the most convincing proofs, by accepting of ob* 

ligations from her. 

' " Obligations !" exclaimed Almeria, with an air of 
polite astonishment. 

" Yes, my dear Miss Tumbull," continued her lady* 
ship, with still more polite humility, " I am under obliga- 
tions to you assuredly. Things of a pecuniary nature 
ought not to be named, I confess, in the same sentence 
with friendship ; yet for the sake of one's family it is, 
while we remain m this world, the duty of every one to 
pay a certain degree of attention to such points ; and a 
person who has, like me, advantages of situation and 
connexions, would not be justifiable in neglecting, under 
due limitations, to make use of them.'' 
' Miss Tumbidl readily assented to these guarded tru- 
isms, but wondered to what all this was to lead. 

"The money which you have had the goodness to 
trust in my nands," continued her ladyship, " has, 
without in the least impoverishing, or, I hope, incon- 
veniencing you, been of the most material advantage 
to me." 

Almeria comprehended that her ladyship referred to 
her speculations in the stocks, and she congratulated 
her upon her success'; and added assurances, that for 
her own part she had not been in the slightest degree 
inconvenienced. While Miss Tumbull uttered these as- 
surances, however, she was not sorry to see Lady Pierre- 
point t£dce out of her pocket-book bank-notes to the 
amount of her debt ; for in plain truth the interest of 
this loan had never been punctually paid ; and Almeria 
had often regretted that she had placed so much of her 
fortune out of her own power. "Let me now return 
these to you with a thousand thanks," said her ladyship. 
*^ Indeed my niece Gsd^riella has more reason even than 
Vol. VIL— K 



f IS TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIVE. 

I have to thank you ; for yon must know, my dear^Miss 
Turnbnll, that all my speculations have been for her. 
From the time that she came to live with me, I -was 
determined that she should be properly established;^ aojip 
3rou must be sensible that, for a young lady's establish^ 
ment in our days, money is as essential as beauty. • La 
belle Gabriella is now provided for as she ought toSaJBi- 
and of course the consequence will be a suiiy)l9^flH|kr 
ance." Miss Tumbull expressed her sq^^factiori^Tf 
finding that her money had been instrumental in attain- • 
in^ so happy a purpose, and presumed to ask if her fedy- 
ship had any immediate alliance in view. 

"It is a secret as yet ; but I have no secrets for you, 
my dear Miss Tumbull : indeed I came here this morn- 
ing* by our deaf Gabriella's particular desire, to commu- 
nicate it to you. I flatter myself you will approve of 
her choice— our favourite marquis." 

Almeria was so much astonished and shocked by these 
words, that she turned as pale as if she were going to 
faint. " Our favourite marquis !" she repeated m a fal- 
tering voice ; " I thought — ^" 

The fear of becoming ridiculous restrained her anger, 
and she paused. " You thought, perhaps," resumed the 
perfectly-composed Lady Pierrepoint, "you thought, 
perhaps, my dear, that there was too great a disparity 
of age between Gabriella and the marquis." 
" O, no." 

"Why, that is an objection, I confess; at least it 
would be to some young ladies ; but as (Gabriella is satis- 
fied, we may waive that." 
" O yes, certainly." 

" One cannot help being interested for him ; he is such 
a respectable character-^and so much in love ! It would 
really surprise you, my dear ; for you know he was a 
man, one would have imagined, so much immersed in 
politics — ^I protest I never had a suspicion of his having 
a thought of Gabriella, till the proposal was absolutely 
made." 

" I am sure / never suspected the marquis's attach- 
ment to Lady Gabriella," said Miss Tumbull ; " on the 
contrary — ^" 

"On the contrary," pursued Lady Pierrepoint, " he 
paid her always, as I remember, less attention than to 
twenty others, who were indifferent to him." 
The straggle was still violent in our heroine's mind 
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betW^n rage and the dread of exposing herself to ridi- 
cule. Lady Pierrepoint saw this^ and coolly held her in 
this dilemma. 
^ << ^ow," continued her ladyship, " men are such un- 
»scpuntable creatures, one never can understand them, 
** Do . you know, my dear Miss Tumbull, I had, till hia 
-.dq^ship explained himself unequivocally to me, a notion 
'^■Mthe was in love with you." 
H^^ Keally^ 1" jsaid our heroine, forcing a laugh. 

" Did y«uf friend Mrs. Vickars never tell you so t" 

" ¥es, she Aid — frequently." 

^' Both of us mistaken, you see, my dear. Mortif|r«* 
ing ! to £nd one's judgment so fallible. I teU the maiw 
quis he might absolutely have been privately married to 
Gabriella without my finding him out ; it is so easy now, 
the easiest thing in the world, to impose upon me« 
Well, I must bid you adieu for the present, my dear MiatT 
TumbuU — ^yoii may imagine I have a world of businesa 
on my hands." 

With the utmost appearance of cordiality Lady Pierre* 
point shook our heroine's receding hand; and, with- 
out seeming to notice the painful emotions visible in 
wAimeria's countenance, depiurted smiling, and perfectly 
composed. 

The moment that her ladyship had left the room, our 
heroine retired to her own apartment, and hastily bolted 
the door to prevent the intrusion of Mrs. Vickars, whose 
curiosity and condolence, whether real or affected, she 
was not in a humour to endure. She walked up and 
down the room in ^eat agitation, by turns angry with 
Lady Pierrepoint, with the marquis, with Lady GabrieUs, 
vdth Mrs. Vickars, and vnth herself. After her anger 
had spent itself, the sorrowful certainty that it was uo* 
availing remained ; the disappointment was irremediable^ 
and her mortification was the more poignant, because 
she had no human being to sympathize in her feelings, 
no one to whom she could complain. 

" So this is fashionable friendship," said she to herself. 
"This is the end of all Lady Pierrepomt's and Lady 
Gabriella's professions of regard for me ! — ^Fool that I 
have been, to become their dupe ! — ^With my eyes open^ 
I saw nothing that was going forward, though now I can 
recollect a thousand and a thousand circumstances, by 
which I might have been undeceived. But I trusted 
imphcitly— idiot that I was !— to the friendship of this 

^ ^ K2 
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treacherous, unfeeling courtier. Once I had a firiedd to 
Hrfaom I might trust implicitly — ^I never, never shall find 
her equal." 

A transient recollection of former time& crossed^ hei^ 
Blind— 4nit those times could not be recalled ; and* the 
present pressed i)pon her most forcibly. Frustrated m 
all her ambitious schemes, she was sensible that i^- 
that now remained for her was to conceal bar disVj^J 
pointment, and to avoid the contempt to which she wonor # 
De exposed in the world, if it were whispei^d that Miss 

TurnbuU had fancied that the Marquis oT was in 

love with her, while he was all the while paying his 
addresses to Lady Gabriella Bradstone. This powerful 
fear of ridicule conquered, or suppressed, all other feel- 
ings. With all the resciution she could assmne, Alme- 
ria went to Mrs. Vickars, and congratulated her upon 
the happy event which was soon likely to take place in 
her family: she even constrained herself so far, as, 
without expressii^ either suspicion or resentment, to 
hear her compamon disclaim all knowledge of the 
affair, and declare that she had that morning, for the 
first time, heard of it from Lady Pierrepoint, with a^ 
degree of astonishment from which she had not yet 
recovered. 

In a few weeks afterward Lady GabrieUa's marriage 
took place. Our heroine's mortification was much iii- 
creased by the splendour in which the bride appeared, 
and by the p-eat share of the pubhc attention which the 
fair marchioness seemed for some days to engross. 
Miss Tumbull was weary of hearing the praises of her 
equipages and dress; and the dissimulation she was 
continually obliged to practise towards Mrs. Vickars 
became intolerable. Nothing but a pretext for quarrel- 
ling with this lady was wanting to Almeria, and nothing 
but an excuse for leaving Almeria was now desired by 
Mrs. Vickars, who had received an invitation from the 
marchioness, which she was impatient to accept. The 
ladies one morning after breakfast fell into a dispute 
upon the comparative merits of blue and green. It was 
not to all appearance a very dangerous subject, but in 
certain situations every subject becomes dangerous. 

" This riband is a beautiful blue," said Miss Turnbull 

" I confess I do not think so," said Mrs. Vickars ; " it 
•8 a very unbecoming shade of blue." 

"Unbecoming!— I have been told by twenty peopU 
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that it is remarkably becoming to me. Mrs. Ingoldsby 
told me yesterday that she never saw so beautiful a 
blue." 

" Mrs. Ingoldsby's taste is not infaUible, I imagine,** 
said Mrs. Vickars, with a contemptuous smUe. 

" It may not be infaUible," replied our heroine, " but 
it is at least as much to • be relied upon as other 
I^ople's." 

*' I am sure 1 do not pretend to compare my taste to 
Mrs. Ingoldsby's ; but I may be permitted to hare an 
opinion of my own, I hope : and in my opinion it is a 
frightful blue, and shockingly unbecoming. And at aU 
events I Uke green infinitely better than blue; and I 
beseech you, Miss Tumbull, not to wear this hideout 
riband." 

'* I am sure I don't pretend to set my taste in compe* 
tition with Mrs. Vickars's, but I must confess I csLnnot 
think this a frightful blue, or shockingly unbecoming | 
nor can I agree with anybody in preferring green to 
blue ; and for once I shall take the liberty of following 
my own fancy." 

" For once ! — ^I am sorry I ever presumed to offer an 
opinion upon this or any other subject to Miss Tumbull. 
I shall be more cautious in future ; but I candidly own I 
did think I might prefer green to blue without giving 
offence." 

*' It gives me no offence, I assure you, Mrs. Yickars, 
that you should prefer green to blue ; I am not so ridicu- 
lous. But people who cannot bear to be contradicted 
themselves are always apt to fancy that others have tb^ 
same strange sort of domineering temper." 

"People who can bear nothmg but flattery, Miss 
Tumbull, should have such a friend as Mrs. Ingoldsby, 
who would swear that Uue is green, and black white, 
I make no doubt," said Mrs. Yickars ; ^ for my part I am 
sorry I cannot get rid of my troublesome sincerity." 

"Sincerity! Sincerity! — ^To do you justice, Mrs, 
Yickars, whatever I may have felt about trifles, in affairs 
of importance I have never found your sincerity trouble^ 
some." 

The ironical accent upon the word sincerity sufllciently' 
marked Miss TumbulPs meaning. 

The irritable temper of Mrs. Yickars put it out of hep 
power to act a part with that " exquisite dissimulation** 
for which some of her sex have been celebrated by th 
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Jndictoas Davila. Thrown off her guard by the last 
sarcastic insinuation, Mrs. Yickars burst into an angry 
defence of her own sincerity with respect to the affair 
of the marquis and Lady Gabriella. Ahneria observed 
that this ** defence was quite unnecessary, as she had 
not made any accusation ; and these apologies could be 
prompted oviy by Mrs. Vickars's own tenderness of con- 
science." Airs. Vickars replied with increasing acri- 
mony. She said that her " conduct needed no apologies, 
Und that she should not stoop to make any, to sooth the 
disappointed ambition of any person whatever." Re- 
proach succeeded reproach — sarcasm produced sarcasm 
—till at last Mrs. Vickars declared, that after what had 
passed it was impossible she should remain another day 
m Miss Tumbull's house. This declaration was heard 
by Almeria with undisguised satisfaction. The next 
clay Mrs. Vickars accepted of an invitation from the 
marchioness ; and our heroine afterward protested that 
she was as much rejoiced to be freed from the encum- 
brance of such a companion, as Sinbad the sailor was to 
get rid of the old man of the sea, who fastened himself 
upon his shoulders with such remorseless tenacity. 

She resolved to be more cautious in choice of her 
next companion. There were many candidates for the 
honour of supplying the place of Mrs. Vickars ; among 
these was Mrs. Ingoldsby, a lady who was perfect mis- 
tress of the whole art of flattery, by means of which 
she had so far ingratiated herself with Miss Tumbull, 
that she felt secure of a preference over all competitors. 
Almeria had. indeed almost decided in her favour, when 
she received a note from a Mrs. Wynne, an okj lady 
with whom she had formerly been acquainted in York- 
shire, and who, being just come to town, was eager to 
renew her intimacy with Miss Turnbull. She was a 
won^an of an excellent heart, and absolutely incapable 
of suspecting that others could be less frank or friendly 
than herself. She was sometimes led into mistakes by 
this undistinguishing benevolence ; for she imagined 
that all which appeared wrong would prove right, if 
properly understood; that there must be some good 
reason for every thing that seemed to be bad; that 
every instance of unkindness or insolence was unde 
signed; and that every quarrel was only a misunder- 
standing. I^ossessed by this good-natured kind of 
wrong.headedness, i^e frequent^ did the most pro- 



voking, by way of doing the laost obligiiig things 
ima^^inable. 

Upon this principle she would place contending par- 
ties by surprise in the very sitoationiriudi of all others 
they most wished to avoid, and then gare the signal for 
a pitched battle, by begging the enemies woold shake 
hands with one another. Now she had heaid it reported 
in Yorkshire that there was some cocdness between the 
Elmom^ and Miss Tnmboll ; but she was noraDy certain 
there could be no truth in this report, for a variety of 
the very best reasons in the world. 

'* In the first place,"^ argued Mrs. Wynne, ** to nj cer- 
tain knowledge, Miss Turobull was, from her inumcy, 
always the greatest favourite at Elmoor CSrore, the 
pupil of the food old gentleman, and the intimate friend 
of the dau^ter. During that odd Hodgkinson^s life- 
time, Almeria was always with Bfiss Ellen Elmoor, who 
treated her quite like a sister. I am sore I remember, 
as if it was yesterday, her introducing Miss Tumboll to 
me, and the affectionate way in which she ^oke of her; 
and I particularly recollect hearing Almeria Tnmb«ll, 
among other grateful things, say, that she should wish 
to live and die with her friends at Elmoor Grove. Then 
she had stronger reasons afterward for being attached 
to them — ^you know it was Mr. Frederick Elmoor who 
Chained her large fortune for her. I was in the cooii- 
nouse in Yoik the very day the cause was decided, and 
I never heard a man speak with more eneroy and elo- 
quence than Frederick Elmour did in her &fence. It 
was plain, indeed, that the eloquence came from his 
heart ; as to the law part of the business, I know my 
nephew, who understands those things, said it was a 
veiy nice question, and that if her cause had not been 
managed as ably as it was, she would not have gained 
her fortune. Now of course this vras a thing that never 
could be forgotten. I own I expected that there would 
have been a match between Miss Tumbull and Mr. 
Elmour ; but Sir Thomas Stock, her ^ardian, took her 
away from us, and Mr. Elmour fell in love with another 
lady. But all this time Miss Tumbull has never mar- 
ried, though she has been so much in the gpreat world, 
and from her large fortune roust have had so many 
offers. I heard it said yesterday, that she had refused 
Sir Thomas Stock's eldest son, and my Lord Bradstone, 
and some others ; now it is plain she would not marry 
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merely for money or title. My nephew, who is so ami- 
able and sensible, is just the man for her, and he had 
used to admire her very much in former times, when he 
met her at Elmour Grove." Mrs. Wynne hinted her 
wishes to her nephew, but he seemed not much inclined 
towards Miss Tumbull, ** Because," said he, "though 
Frederick and his sister never uttered a syllable to her 
disadvantage, 1 cannot, from circumstances, help ima- 
gining, that she has not behaved well to them ; and be- 
sides, after five or six years spent in the great world, 
and in all the dissipation in which she h^ lived, her 
disposition cannot probably be the same as it vras when 
I knew her in the country." 

Mrs. Wynne could not, with her ^ood-natured eyes, 
see the force of an}r of these obiections, and she was 
determined to. convince her nephew of their futility. 
With tins view she formed a scheme which was to be 
kept a profound secret from the parties concerned, till 
the moment when it should be ripe for execution. She 
heard that Miss Tumbull was in want of a companion ; 
and she knew that Mrs. Henry Elmour, a very amiable 
young widow, distantly related to the Elmour faoply, 
and who had formerly been a friend of Almeria^s, was 
at this moment in great distress. She had no doubt 
that Miss Tumbull would be delighted with an oppor- 
tunity of serving any one connected with a family to. 
whom she owed such obligations. Mrs. Wynne fancied 
that this would be the finest occasion imaginable to prove 
to her nephew, that notwithstandinff Almeria had lately 
lived so much in the fashionable wond, she had the same 
grateful heart as formerly. 

Eager to come to this demonstration, Mrs. Wynne 
wrote immediately to the distressed widow, begging her 
to come to town with all possible expedition ; ** for I 
have found, or at least I am morally sure of finding, the 
most charming situation your heart can desire. I say 
no more, that I may not deprive you of the pleasure of 
the surprise." 

The same day that she sent this letter to the post, 
she despatched the following note to Almeria : 

'' Mt dear Miss Turnbull, 
^ 1 am too well persuaded of the goodness of your 
heart to fear that you should think my {nresent inter- 
lerence impertinent We used to be very good friends 
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in Yorkshire, and I am sure shall be just the same in 
London ; therefore I write without ceremony, as friends 
should. I called upon you twice, but found you were, 
unluckily, not at home. Now I have a matter very near 
my heart to speak to you about, that perhaps will turn 
out as much to your satisfaction as to mine. I cannot 
express myself so well as I could wish in writing^, but 
am sure you will not repent your kindness, if you will 
do us the honour of dining with us in a family way on 
Friday next ; and in the mean time, let me beg you will 
not decide your choice of a companion. I cannot be 
more exphcit, lest (as I have said once before to«day) I 
should aeprive you of the pleasure of the surprise. 
Dear madam, forgive this freedom in one who most 
sincerely wishes you well (as Friday will prove). My 
nephew, Henry Wynne (whom you may remember a 
great admirer of yours), desires his best respects ; and 
with every good wish I remain, 

'* Dear Miss TurnbulPs 

** Affectionate humble servant, 

" M. WVNN1.»' 

This letter at first surprised our heroine, and after- 
ward affbrded subject for much ridicule to Mrs. In- 
goldsby, to whom Almeria showed it. She laughed at 
the odd freedom of the Yorkshire dame, at the old- 
fashioned plainness of the style — parenthesis within pa^ 
renthesis — at last concluding with respects and best 
wishes, and remaining dear Miss Tmmbml^s humble ser- 
vant. She opined, however, upon the third perusal of 
the letter, that Mrs. Wynne was anxious to present her 
nephew to Miss Turnbull, and that this was the real 
meaning of her curious note ; that probably she wished 
to surprise her with the sight of some Yorkshire damsel, 
who had formed the reasonable expectation, that be- 
cause Miss Turnbull had done' her the honour to notice 
her ages ago in the country, she was to be her com- 

S anion in town. Mrs. Ingoldsby further observed, that 
Irs. W3mne, though she had not practised at court, was 
no bad pohtician in thus attempting to recommend a 
companion to Miss Turnbull, who would, of course, be 
entirely in her nephew's interests. Almeria's vanity 
was indirectly flattered by these insinuations, which 
tended to prove her vast consequence, in being thus the 
object of plots and counterplots; and she the mot% 

K 3 
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readily believed this, from the experience she had had 
of Lady Pierrepoint's manoeuires. ''It is really a 
dreadful thing," said she, '^ to be a great heiress. One 
must be so circumspect — so much upon one's g^aid 
with all the vorld. But poor Mrs. Wynne shows her 
cards so plaiily, one must be an idiot not to guess her 
whole play.*- 

To " mistake reverse of wrong for right," is one of 
the most common errors in the conduct of life. Our 
heroine, being sensible tiiat she had been ridiculously 
credulous in her dealings with Lady Pierrepoint, was 
now inclined to be preposterously suspicious. She de- 
termined with her next admirer to pursue a system dia^ 
metrically opposite to that which she had followed with 
the marquis; she had shown him attractive complai- 
sance ; she was now prepared to display the repulsive 
hauffhtiness becoming the representative of two hun- 
dred thousand pounds : she had completely adopted Lady 
Pierrepoint's maxim, TTuU a lady should marry to incretue 
her consequence and strengthen her connexions. Her former 
ideas that love and esteem were necessary to happiness 
in a union for hfe seemed obsolete and romantic ; and 
the good qualities of her admirers, though they were 
always to be mentioned as the ostensible reasons for her 
choice, were never in reality to influence her decision. 

To stoop at once from a marquis to a jArivate gentle- 
man would be terrible ; yet that private gentleman was 
worthy of some little consideration, not because he was, 
as Almeria remembered, a man of excellent sense, tem- 
per, and character, but because he had a clear estate of 
eight thousand pounds a-year, and was next heir to aa 
earldom. 

Miss Tumbull cannot properly be called a female for- 
tune-hunter; but, .to coin a new name for our heroine, 
which may be useful to designate a numerous class 
of her contemporaries, she was decidedly a female tHUe^ 
hunter. 

She accepted of the invitation to dinner, and, accom- 
panied by a proper supporter in Mrs. Ingoldsby, went 
to Mrs. Wynne's, dressed in the utmost extravagance 
of the mode, blazing in all the glory of diamonds, in 
hopes of striking admiration even unto awe upon the 
hearts of all beholders. Though she had been expressly 
invited to ^family party, she considered that only as an 
humble country pmrase to excuse, beforehand, any defi* 
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eiency of magnificence. She had no douM that th« 
finest entertainment and the finest company Mrs. W3mne 
could procure or collect would be prepared for her re- 
ception. She was somewhat surprised, especially as 
she came fashionably late, to find m the drawing-room 
only old Mrs. Wyime, her nephew, and a lady, who, 
firom her dress and modest appearance, was evidently 
nobody. Miss Tumbull swept by her, though she had a 
disagreeable recollection of having somewhere seen this 
figure in a former state of existence. Mrs. Wynne, 
good soul ! did not believe in wilful blindness, and she 
therefore said, with provoking simplicity, " Miss Turur 
bull, this is your good friend Mrs. Henry Elmour — ^poor 
thing! she is sadly altered in her looks since you saw 
her, a gay rosy lass at Elmour Grove ! But though her 
looks are changed, her heart, I can answer for it, is just 
the same as ever ; and she remembers you with all the 
afiection you could desire. She would not be like any 
other of her name, indeed, if she did otherwise. The 
£lmours were all so fond of you !" 

The name of Elmour, instead of having that irresistible 
charm wMch Mrs. Wynne expected over Almeria's 
heart, produced a directly contrary efiect. It recalled 
many associations that were painful to her pride ; she 
was vexed to perceive that obligations and mtimacies 
which she had ibreotten, or which she wished to forget, 
were remembered so obstinately by others. All this 
p^sed in her mind while Mrs. W3n:me was speaking. 
With a look of ill-humoured surprise, Almeria half-rose 
from her seat, and, as Mrs. Henry Elmour was presented 
to her, muttered some phrases in an unintelligible voice, 
and then sank back again on the sofe. Mrs. Wynne 
made room for the widow between her and Miss Turn- 
bull — ^Mr. Wynne kept aloof— a dead silence ensued — 
and Miss Tumbull, seeing that in her present position 
there was nothing else to be done, condescended to hope 
that all Mrs. Henry Elmour's friends in Yorkshire were 
well when she left them. Mrs. W3nine's countenance 
brightened up, and she now addressed her conversation 
to Mrs. Ingoldsby^ in order to leave the pair, whom she 
had destined to be friends, at perfect liberty to talk ovei 
" old times." 

Mrs. Heniy Elmour naturally spoke of the happy dayg 
which they had spent together at Elmour Grove; but 
Miss Tumbidl was so much occupied in clasping one of 
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her diamond bracelets, that half of what was said to her 
seemed not to be heard, and the other half to create no 
interest. She looked up, when she had at length ad- 
justed her bracelet, and with an insipid smile (learned 
from Lady Pierrepoint) seemed to beg pardon for her 
fit of absence. The imfortunate Mrs. Elmour recom- 
menced all bhe had said; but though Miss TumbuU^s 
eyes were at this time directed towards the widow's 
face, they wandered over her features with such inso- 
lent examination that she was totally abashed. Having 
gained her point, our heroine now looked round as the 
door opened, in expectation of the entrance of some 
persons who might be worthy of her attention ; but lo ! 
it was only a servant, who announced that dinner was 
served. Miss Tumbull's surprise could be equalled only 
by her indignation, when she found that it was literally 
to K family party she was invited. "Miss Tumbull," 
said Mrs. Wynne, as they were sitting down to dinner, 
" I have been much disappointed in not having the com- 
pany of some friends of yours, who I expected would 
dine with us to-day ; but they will be with us, I hope, 
to-night : they were unluckily engaged to dine with the 
Duchess of A ." 

Miss Tumbull vouchsafed to appear interested when 
the name of a duchess was mentioned ; but her counte- 
nance again changed to an expression of almost angry 
vexation, when Mrs. W3nine explained that these friends 
were Mr. and Mrs. Elmour, and Mr. Charles Wynne and 
his lady. " Miss Ellen Elmour, you know : she was — " 

" Very true, I saw her marriage in the papers, I remem- 
ber, some time ago," replied Miss Tumbull ; " a year, if 
I'm not mistaken." 

" Two years ago, madam," said Mrs. Wynne. 

" Was it two ? — ^I dare say it might-r-you know it is 
80 impossible to keep a register of deaths and marriages 
in one's head. Pray, are you at all acquainted, Mrs. 

Wynne, with the Duchess of A 1 She was always 

a prodigious friend of the Elmours, as I remember. 
How is that ? Are they any way related, I wonder V 

" Yes ; they are now related by n^arriage," said Mr. 
Wynne ; " Mrs. Elmour is a ni^e of the duchess." 

" Indeed !" 

" She is a charming woman," said Mr. Wynne ; " so 
beautiful, and yet so unaffected — so sensible, yet so 
unassuming." 
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•*Piray,'* interrbpted Mrs. Ingoldsby, "has not her 
fpmce conversaziones, or reading parties, or something* 
m that style every week ! She is quite a learned lady, 
I understand. There was alwa3rs something odd about 
her, and I cannot help being afraid of her." 

"I assure you," said Mrs. Wynne, "that there is 
nothing odd or strange about the Duchess of A— % 
She has always the most agreeable society that LondoB 
can afford." 

Miss Tumbull and Mrs. Ingoldsby interchanged looks 
of affected contempt : but Mr. Wynne added, " Her 
grace has, you know, a taste for literature and for the 
arts; and the most celebrated literary characters, as 
weU as those who have distinguished themselves in 
active life, assemble at her house, where they can enjoy 
the most agreeable conversation — that in which a know- 
ledge of books and of the world is happily blended." 

" And as to being afraid of her grace," resumed Mrs. 
Wynne, '* that is quite impossible ; she has such affable, 
engaging manners. I am sure, even I am not in the least 
aAraid of her." 

" But you know," said Miss Tumbidl, with a malicious 
look of mock humility, " there is a difference between 
you and me. I would not meet her grace for the world, 
for I am persuaded I should not be able to articulate a 
syllable in her classical presence — I have not been used 
to that style of company, by any means. I assure you 
I should be, as Mrs. Ingoldsby says, horribly afraia of 
your witty duchess." 

" She has none of the airs of a wit, believe me," sidd 
Mrs. Wynne, growing more and more earnest ; and if 
you will not tSlieve me, ask your friend Ellen." 

" O excuse me, 1 beseech ; I shall ask no questions— 
I only beg leave to keep myself well, when -I am well. 
The Elmours, who are so clever, and have such merit, 
and so on, are all vastly better suited to her grace than 
1 am." 

No contradiction ensued—our heroine was mortified 
beyond the power of concealment. 

After dinner, when the ladies retired, Mrs. Wjnane, 
though somewhat alarmed and puzzled by Miss Turn* 
builds behaviour, summoned all the resolution which be ~ 
nevolence could inspire, and resolved at once to come 
to the point with our heroine. She flattered herself that 
all in Miss Tiihibnll that appeared inauspicious to her 
hopes was only her tnanner, that sort of manner which 

Vol VTI— L 
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people who live much in high life catoh and practiMf 
without meaning to give themselves airs, or to hmnbLa. 
their neighbours. 

BCany persons will perhaps think good Mrs. Wynne 
almost an idiot : but sne was Cwoman of abilities ; and 
if she did not exert them in discovering with prompti- 
tude the follies of others, she e^jojred much happiness 
in her benevolent skepticism. This evening, however, 
she was doomed to be absolutely convinced, against her 
will, that she had formed too favourable an opinion of 
one of her fellow-creatures. 

She was eager to explain herself to Almeria before 
EUen and Mr. Frederick Elmour should arrive; she 
therefore took her aside, and began without any pre- 
face : — " My dear Miss Tumbull, here is a charming op- 
portunity for you to do a kind, aiui generous, and grateful 
action. This poor Mrs Henry Elmour ! — She has told 
you how she has been reduced to distress without any Im- 
prudence of hers. Now you could not, I am sure, prave > 
the goodness of your own heart better to your friends 
(who will be here in half an hour) than by showing 
kindness to this unfortunate widow. I cannot presume 
to say more than that I think she would make a most 
agreeable companion to an amiable, ^^nsible young lady 
-and you have not decided your choice, have you ?" 

" Pardon me, I have decided, beyond a possibility of 
retracting," replied Miss Turnbull, haughtily. 

" I am very sorry," said Mrs. W3mne, with an expres- 
sion of real concern in her countenance. " I have been 
very impudent." 

" Really I am infinitely distressed that it is out of my 
power to oblige her ; but the lady who is with me now, 
Mrs. Ingoldsby, has a prior claim." 

Prior claim ! — ^priof to that of the Elmour family ! 
thought Mrs. Wynne. 

The decisive manner in which Miss Tumbull spoke 
precluded all further hope. 

" Well, I did think it would have been such a pleasure 
to Miss Turnbull to meet Mrs. Henry Elmour, and all 
her old -friends, the Elmours, here to-day ; and 1 fancied 
that if there had been any littie coolness or misunder- 
standing, it would quite have passed off, and that I 
should have had the joy of seeing you all shake hands — ^I 
thought it would have been such an agreeable surprise 
to you to see all the Elmour famUy, and Men's chaxm- 
ing little girl, and Mr. Frederick JEUmour'sboy !" 
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A more dimigreeable surprise could scarcely have 
been imagined for our heroine. She informed Mrs. 
Wjome, coldly, that there was not the slightest quarrel 
between her and any of the Elmours ; and that there- 
fore there was no necessity, or possible occasion, for 
any shaking ofvhands, or reconciliation scenes: that 
undoubtedly the style of life she had been throMrn into 
had entirely separated her from her Yorkshire acquaint- 
ance ; and time had dissolved the sort of intimacy that 
neighbourhood had created : that she should always, 
notwithstanding, be most particularly happy to meet 
any of the Elmour family ; though, from her situation, 
it was a good fortune she had not often enjoyed, nor in- 
deed could in future expect : but that she wished it to be 
understood, and repeated, that she always in all compa- 
nies properly acknowledged the obligations she had to 
Mr. Frederick Elmour as a lawyer. Her cause, she be- 
lieved, was the first in which he had distinguished him- 
self; and she was rejoiced to find that he had since risen 
so rapidly in his profession. As to Miss Ellen Elmour, 
she was a very charming, sensible young woman, no 
doubt ; and Miss Tumbuil assured Mrs. Wynne she was 
delighted to hear she was so suitably married in point 
of understanding and temper, and all those sort of things 
— and besides, to a gentleman of a reasonable fortune, 
which she was happy to hear Mr. Charles Wynne 
possessed. 

Here she was interrupted in her speech — ^the door 

opened, and the Duchess of A , Mr. and Mrs. Elmour, 

and Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wynne, were annomiced. Our 
heroine was not prepared for the sight of the duchess ; 
and her grace's appearance made her receive her old 
friends in a manner very different from that in which 
she had determined to meet them. Practised as she 
was, she stood irresolute and awkward, while Ellen, 
with easy, graceful kindness, accosted her, and imme- 
diately introduced her to the Duchess of A . As 

Mr. Frederick Elmour approached, and as his beautiful 
wife was presented to Miss Turnbull, not all her efforts 
could conceal the mortification she endured, while she 
pronounced that she was vastly happy — quite delighted 
— ^that all this was really such an agreeable and unex- 
pected surprise to her — for she did not even know any of 
her Yorkshire friends were in town. 

Mrs. Ingoldsby came up to her assistance. Miss 
TumbuU relied her spirits, and determined to make he 
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fUnd upon tbe exclusive ground of faahkm. IlKwe who 
compronend the rights of the privileged orders of faab- 
lon are aware that even a commoner, who is in a certain 
sett is far superior to a duchess who is not supposed to 
move ia tliat magic circle. Almeriaf upon this princi- 
^e, began to taU: to the duchess of #ome of her ac« 
auaintance, who were of the highest ton; and then af- 
/ectedly checked herself, and begged pardon, and looked 
surprised at Mrs. Ingoldsby, when she found that her 
grace was not acquainted with them. Much as Miss 
Turnbull had reason to complain of Lady Pierrepoint 
and the young bride the marchioness, she now thought 
that their names would do her honour ; and she scrupled 
not to speak of them as her best friends, and as the 
most amiable creatures existing. Such is the meanness 
and insufficiency of vanity ! 

" Poor Lady Pierrepoint," said the Duchess of A—: 
** with her independent fortune, what could tempt her to 
enslave herself, as she has done, to a court life V 

*' Her lad)rship finds herself suited to her situation, I 
believe,'* said Miss Turnbull. "Lady Pierrepoint is 
certainly formed, more than most people I know, to 
succeed and shine in a court ; and she is in favour, and 
in power, and in fashion.*' 

" Does it follow of course that she is happy V said 
Ellen. 

" O ! happy— of course ; I suppose so.*' 

" No doubt," said Mrs. Ingoldsby ; " she has every 
reason to be happy ; has not she just made her niece 
marchioness V* 

Miss Turnbull repeated, " Happy ! to be sure Ladr 
Pierrepoint is happy, if anybody m the world is happy. 
A short sigh escaped from our heroine. 

Ellen heard the sigh, and attended to it more than to 
her words ; she looked upon her with compassion, and 
endeavoured to change the conversation. 

" We spend this winter in town ; and as I think I 
know your real tastes, Almeria,** said she, taking Al- 
meria's hand, " we must have the pleasure of introducing 
you to some of her grace's Uterary friends, who wiU, I 
am sure, please and suit you particularly." 

Mr. Frederick Elmour, who now reaUy pitied Almeria, 
though in his pity there was a strong mixture of con- 
tempt, joined his sister in her kindness, and named and 
described some of the people whom he thought she 
would be most deaircms of knowing. ThAhorroT struct 
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Miss TombuU^B ears, for they were the names of per* 
sons distinguished in the fashioimble as well as in the 
iiteraty world ; and she was dismayed and mortified by 
the discovery that her country friends had by some 
means, incomprehensible to her, gained distinction and 
intimacy in society where she had merely admission ; 
she was vexed beyond expression when she found that 
the Eknours were superior to her even on her own 
ground. At this instant, Mrs. Wynne, with her usual 
simplicity, asked Mrs. Elmour and £llen why thev had 
not brought their charming children with them ; adding, 
" You are, my dears, without exception, the two hs^ 
piest mothers and wives I am acquainted with. And, 
after all, what happiness is there equal to domestio hap- 
piness 1—0, my dear Miss Tumbult, trust me, though I 
am a silly old woman, there^s nothing like it — ^and 
friends at court are not like friends at home — and all the 
Lady Pierrepoints that ever were or ever will be bom 
are not^ as you'll find when you come to try them, like 
one of these plain good Ellens and Elmours." 

The address, simple as it was, came so home to Al« 
meria's experience, and so many recollections rushed 
at once upon her memory, that all her factitious char- 
acter of a fine lady gave way to natural feeling, and 
suddenly she burst mto tears. 

" Good heavens ! my dear Miss TurnbuU," cried Mrs. 
Ingoldsby, " what is the matter 1 — ^Are not you well 1— 
Salts ! salts ! — ^the heat of the room ! — Poor thing ! — 
she has such weak nerves.-~Mr. Elmour, may I trouble 
vou to ring the bell for our carriaj^e ? Miss Tumbull 
has such sensibility! This meeting, so unexpected, 
with so many old fnends, has quite overcome her." 

Miss Tumbull, recalled to herself by Mrs. Ingoldsby's 
voice, repeated the request to have her carriage imme- 
diately, and departed with Mrs. Ingoldsby as soon as 
she possibly could, utterly abashed and mortified ; mor- 
tifiea most at not having been able to conceal her mor- 
tification. Incapable absolutely of articulating, she 
left Mrs. Ingoldsby to cover her retreat, as weU as she 
could, with weak nerves and sensibility. 

Even the charitable Mrs. Wynne was now heard to 
acknowledge that she could neither approve of Miss 
Turabull's conduct nor frame any apolo^ for it. She 
confessed that it looked very like what she of all things 
detested most — ingratitude. Her nephew, who had been 
a cool observant spectator of this evening's performance, 



t94 TALES OF VAtBlOllABLB LinC. 

was glad that his aimt's mind was now decided by AI« 
meria's condnct. He exclaimed that he wonld* not 
many such a woman if her portion were to be the 
mines of Pern. 

Thus Miss TumbnU lost an chance of the esteem and 
affection of another man of sense and temper, who 
might even at this late period of her life have recalled 
her from the follies of dissipation, and rendered her 
permanently happy. 

And now that our heroine mast have lost all power 
of interesting the reader, now that the pity even of the 
most indulgent must be utterly sunk m- contempt, we 
shall take our leave of her, resigning her to that misery 
which she had been long preparing for herself. It is 
sufficient to say, that aner this period she had some 
offers from men of fashion of ruined fortunes ; but these 
she rejected, still fanc3ring that with her wealth she 
could not fail to make a splendid match. So she went 
on coquetting and coquetting, rejecting and rejecting, 
till at length she arrived at an age when she could reject 
no longer. She ceased to be an object to matrimonial 
adventurers, but to these succeeded a swarm of female 
legacy-hunters. Among the most distinguished was 
her companion Mrs. Ingoldsby, whose character she 
soon discovered to be artful and selfish in the extreme. 
This lady's flattery, therefore, lost all its power to charm, 
but yet it became necessary to Almeria ; and even when 
she knew that she was duped, she could not part wi\h 
Mrs. Ingoldsby, because it was not in her power to 
supply the place of a flatterer with a friend. — ^A friend ! 
that nrst blessing of life, cannot be bought — it must be 
deserved. 

Miss, or, as she must now be called, Mrs. Almeria 
Tumbull is still alive — ^probably at this moment haunt- 
ing some place of pubhc amusement, or stationary at 
the card-table. Wherever she may be, she is despised 
and discontented ; one example more amoiur thousands, 
that wealth cannot purchase, or fashion bestow, real 
happiness. 

'^ Bee bow the world Its referaM reward*— 
A yovth of foUy, an old ago of oarda *.** 

Bdgeworthsiown, 1802. 
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PREFACE 

TO 

THE FIRST EDITION. 



Miss Edoeworth's general views in these stories 
are explained in the preface to the first volume. I can- 
not, however, omit repeating, that public favour has not 
yet rendered her' so presumptuous as to offer hasty efiii- 
sions to her readers, but that she takes a longer time to 
revise what she writes than the severe ancients required 
for the highest species of moral fiction. 

Vivian exposes one of the moist common defects of 
mankind. To be '' infirm of purpose" is to be at the 
mercy of the artful, or at the disposal of accident 
Look round, and count the numbers who have, within 
your own knowledge, failed firom want of firmness. 

An excellent and wise mother gave the following 
advice with her dying breath: »*My son, learn early 
how to say No !" — ^This precept gave the first idea of 
the story of Vivian. 

The Absentee is not intended as a censure upon 
those whose duties, and employments, and superior tal- 
ents lead them to the capital ; but to warn the thought- 
less and the unoccupied firom seeking distinction by 
frivolous imitation of fashion and ruinous waste of fortune. 

A country gentleman* or even a nobleman, who does 
not sit in parUament, may be as usefully and as honour- 
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ably employed in Yorkshire, Mid-Lothian, or Ireland, 
as at a club-house or an assembly in London. 

Irish agents are here described as of two difierent 
species. That there have been bad and oppressive 
Irish agents many great landed English proprietors 
have felt ; that there are well-informed, just, and hon- 
ourable Irish agents every-day experience can testify. 

Madame de Fleurt points out some of the means 
which may be employed by the rich for the real advan- 
tage of the poor. This story shows that sowing gold 
does not always produce a golden harvest, but that 
knowledge and virtue, when early implanted in the 
human breast, seldom fail to make ample returns of 
prudence and felicity. 

Emilie de Coulanges exposes a fault into which 
the good and generous are liable to fall. 

Great sacrifices and great benefits cannot frequently 
be made or conferred by private individuals ; but, every 
day, kindness and attention to the common feelings of 
others is within the power, and may be the practice, of 
every age, and sex, and station. Common faults are 
reproved by all writers on morality ; but there are errors 
and defects that require to be treated in a lighter man- 
ner, and that come, with propriety, within the province 
of essayists and of writers for the stage. 

R. L. Edgeworth. 
May, 1812. 
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CHAPTER I. 

*' To see the best, and yet the worae parsne." 

" Is it possible," exclaimed Vhrian, " that you, Rus- 
sell, my friend, my best friend, can tell me that this line 
is the motto of my character ! — * To see the best, and 
yet the worse pursue.' — ^Then you must think me either 
a villain or a madman." 

" No," replied RusseU, calmly ; " I think you only 
weak." 

" Weak — ^but you must think me an absolute fool." 

" No, not a fool ; the weakness of which I accuse you 
is not a weakness of the understanding. I find no fault 
either with the logical or the mathematical part of your 
understanding. It is not erroneous in either of the two 
great points in which Bacon says that most men's minds 
be deficient in — ^the power of judging of consequences, 
or in the power of estimating the comparative value of 
objects." 

" Well," cried Vivian, impatiently, " but I don't want 
to hear, just now, what Bacon says, but what you think. 
Tell me all the faults of my character." 

"All ! — unconscionable ! — after the fatigue of this long 
day's journey," said Russell, laughing. 

These two friends were, at this time, travelling from 

Oxford to Vivian Hall (in shire), the superb seat of 

the Vivian family, to which Vivian was heir. Mr. Rus- 
sell, though he was but a few years older than Vivian, 
had been his tutor at college ; and by an uncommon 
transition, had, from his tutor, become his intimate 
friend. 

After a pause, Vivian resumed, " Now I think of it, 
'usseU, you are to blame if I have any faults. Don't 

u say, that every thing is to be done by education ^ 
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And are not you — ^though by much too young, and infi- 
nitely too handsome for a philosopher — are not you my 
guide, philosopher, and friend V 

" But I have had the honour to be your guide, philo- 
sopher, and friend only for these three years," said Rus- 
sell. " I believe in the rational, but not in the magical 
power of education. How could I do or undo, in three 
years, the work of the preceding seventeen 1" 

" Then, if you won't let me blame you, 1 must blame 
my mother." 

" Your mother ! — ^I had always understood that she 
had paid particular attention to your early education^ 
and all the world says that Lady Mary Vivian, though a 
woman of fashion, i^ remarkably well-informed and 
domestic ; and, judging from those of her letters which 
you have shown me, I should think that, for once, what 
all the world says is right." 

" What all the world says is right, and yet I am not 
wron^: my mother is a very clever woman, and most 
affectionate, and she certainly paid particular attention 
to my early education ; but her attention was too par- 
ticular, her care was too great. You know I was an 
only son — then I lost my father when I was an infant ; 
and a woman, let her be ever so sensible, cannot well 
educate an ofdy son, without some manly assistance ; 
the fonder she is of the son the worse, even if her fond- 
ness is not foolish fondness — ^it makes her over-anxious 
— it makes her do too much. My mother took too much, 
a great deal too much, care of me ; she over-educated, 
over-instructed, over-dosed me with premature lessons 
of prudence : she was so afraid that I should ever do a 
fooUsh thing, or not say a wise one, that she prompted 
my every word, and guided my every action. So I grew 
up, seeing with her eyes, hearing with her ears, and 
judging with her understanding, till, %t length, it was 
found out that I had not eyes, ears, or understanding of 
my own. When I was between twelve and thirteen, my 
mother began to think that I was not sufficiently manly 
foiLmy age, and that there was something too yielding 
ana undecided in my character. Seized with a panic, 
my mother, to make a man of me at once, sent me to 
school. There I was, with all convenient expe- 
dition, made ashamed of every thing good I had learned 
at home ; and there I learned every thing bad, and no- 
thing good, that could be learned at schooL I was 
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inferior in Latin and Greek ; and this was a deficiency I 
could not make up without more labour than I had cour- 
age to undertake. I was superior in general literature, 
but this was of little value among my competitors, and 
therefore I despised it ; and, overpowered by numbers 
and by ridicule, I was, of course, led into all sorts of 
folly, by mere mauvaise honte. Had I been in the habit 
of exercising my own judgment, or had my resolution 
been strengthened by degrees ; had I, in short, been pre- 
pared for a school, I might perhaps have acquired, by a 
public education, a manly, independent spirit. If I had 
even been wholly bred up in a public school, I might 
have been forced, as others were, by early and fair com- 
petition, to exercise my own powers, and by my own 
experience in that microcosm, as it has been called, I 
might have formed some rules of conduct, some manli- 
ness of character, and might have made at least a good 
schoolboy. Half home-bred, and half school-bred, from 
want of proper preparation, one half of my education 
totally destroyed the other. From school, of course, I 
went to college, and at college, of course, I should have 
become one of the worst species of college lads, and 
should have had no chance, in my whole future life, of 
being any thing but a dissipated fool of fashion, one of 
the Four-in^Hand Club, or the Barouche Club, or the 
Tandem Club, or the Defiance Club, had not I, by the 
greatest good fortune, met with such a friend as you, 
and, by still greater good fortune, found you out for my- 
self; for if my mother had recommended you to me, I 
should have considered you only as a college tutor ; I 
should never have discovered half your real merit; I 
doubt whether 1 should have even seen that you are 
young and handsome : so prejudiced should 1 have been 
with the preconceived notion of a college tutor, that I 
am not certain whether I should have found out that 
you are a gentleman, as well born and well bred as my- 
self; but, be that as it may, I am positive that I never 
should have made you my com1)anion and friend; I 
should never have thrown open my whole soul to you» 
as I have done ; nor could you ever have obtained such 
wondrous power as you possess over my mind, if you 
had been recommended to me by my mother." 

" 1 am sorry," said Russell, smiling, " that, after so 
many wise reflections, and so many fine compliments^ 
you end by proving to me that my wondrous power is 

A3 
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founded on your wondrous wetkness. I sm mortiM 
to And that your esteem and fHendship for me depended 
so much upon my not having had tho honour of yoor 
mother*H recommendation ; and havo not I reason to 
fear, that now, when 1 havo a chance of becoming tc- 
quHinted with Lady Mary Vivian, and, perhaps, a chanc« 
of hor thinl(ing mo a At companion and friend for her 
son, I munt lorn) hin rogard and confldence, becauM I 
shall labour undor the iniiuperable objection of an affec- 
tionate m()tli«r*n unnrobatton V* 

** No, no,** naid Vivian ; ** my wilful folly does not go 
quite no far an that. Ho that I maintain the priviloffe 
of chooning my friends for myself, I shall always be 
pleased and proud to And my mother approve my 
choice." 

After a few moments* pause, Vivian added, "You 
mtmmdorNtand, quite misunderstand me, if you think 
that 1 am not fond of my mother. I respect and love 
her with uU my soul: 1 should be a most luigrateAil 
wretch if I did not. I did very wrong to speak as I did 
Just now, of any little errors she may have made in my 
education ; tmt, belie vo me, I would not have said so 
mu(?h to ixny one living but yourself, nor to you, but in 
strict coiincleuco ; find, after all, I don*t know whether I 
ought not to lay the blame of my faults on my masters 
more than on my poor mother." 

•* Lay the blame whore w« will," said Russell, " re- 
member that the nunishnient will rest on ourselves. We 
may, with \w mucn philosophic justice as possible, throw 
the blame of our faultH on our parents and preceptors, 
and on the early niismanagcment of our minds; yet, 
after we Jmve made out our case in the abstract, to the 
perfect satisfaction of a jury of metaphynioians, when 
W(^ come to oiwrt actions, all our Judges, learned and un- 
learned, are so awed by tlie ancient precedents and prac- 
tice of society, and by the obsolete law of common 
senne, that they (Inish* by pronouncing against us the 
barlmrous sentence, thnt every man must suffer for his 
own faults." 

" * I hope 1 shall be able to bear it, my lord/ as the 
Knglish saih>r said when the Judge — lint look out 
there ! Let down that glass on your side of the car- 
riage t" cried Vivian, starting forward. " There's Vivian 
Hall I" 
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** That fine old castle V^ said Russell, looking out of 
the window. 

^' No ; but, farther off to the left, don^ you see among 
the trees that house with wings V 

*^ Ha ! quite a new, modern house : I had always fan- 
cied that Vivian Hall was an old pile of building." 

" So it was, till my father threw down the old hall« 
and built this new house." 

'' And a very handsome one it is. Is it as good within 
as without?" 

" Quite, I think ; but I'll leave you to judge for your- 
self. Are not those fine old trees in the park V 

From this time till the travellers arrived at Vivian 
Hail, their conversation turned upon trees, and avenues, 
and serpentine approaches, and alterations that Vivian 
intended to make, when he should be of age, and master 
of this fine place ; and he now wanted but a twelve- 
month of being at legal years of discretion. V^^hen 
they arrived at the hall. Lady Mary Vivian showed 
much affectionate joy at the sight of her son, and re- 
ceived Mr. Russell with such easy politeness that he 
was prepossessed at first in her favour. To this charm 
of well-bred manners was united the appearance of sin- 
cerity and warmth of feeling. In her conversation 
there was a mixture of excellent sense and general lit- 
erature with the frivolities of the fashion^le world, and 
the anecdotes of the day in certain high circles, of which 
she seemed to talk more from habit than taste, and to 
annex importance more fVom the compulsion of exter- 
nal circumstances than from choice. But her son, — 
her son was the great object of all her thoughts, serious 
or frivolous. She was delighted by the improyements 
she saw in his understanding and character; by the 
taste and talents he displayed, both for fine literature 
and for solid information : this flattered her hope that 
he would both shine as a pohshed gentleman and make 
a figure in public life. To his friend Russell she attrib- 
uted these happy improvements; and, though he was 
not a tutor of her own original selection, yet her pride, 
on this occasion, yielded to gratitude, and she gra- 
ciously declared, that she could not feel jealous of the 
pre-eminent power he had obtained over her son, when 
she saw the admirable use he madr of this influence. 
Vivian, like all candid and generous persons, being pe- 
culiarly touched by candour and generosity in others, 
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felt his affection for his mother rapidly increased by 
this conduct ; nor did his enthusiasm for his friend in the 
least abate in consequence of the high approbation with 
which she honoured him, nor even in consequence of 
her ladyship's frequent and rather injudicious expres- 
sions of her hopes, that her son would always preserve 
and show himself worthy of such a friend. 

He joined in his mother's entreaties to Russell to 
prolong his visit ; and as her ladyship declared she 
thoufi^ht it of essential consequence to her son's interest 
and future happiness that he should, at this turn of his 
lifey have such a companion, Russell consented to re- 
main with him some time longer. All parties were thus 
pleased with each other^ and remained united by one 
common interest about the same objects, during several 
weeks of a delightful summer. But, alas ! this family 
harmony, and this accord of reason and toilly between 
the mother and son, were not of long duration. As 
usual, there were faults on both sides. 

Lady Mary Vivian, whose hopes of her son's distin- 
guishing himself by his abilities had been much exalted 
since his last return from Oxford, had induJ^ed herself 
in pleasing anticipations of the time when he should 
make his appearance in the fashionable and in the politi- 
cal world. She foresaw the respect that would be paid 
to her, on his account, both by senators and by matrons ; 
by ministers, who might want to gain a rising orator's 
vote, and by mothers, who might wish to m^e an ex- 
cellent match for their daughters: not only by all 
mothers who had daughters to marry, but by all daugh- 
ters who had hearts or hands to dispose of. Lady Mary 
felt secure of having her society courted. Now, she 
had rather extravagant expectations for her son : she ex- 
pected him to marry, so as to secure domestic happiness, 
and, at the same time, to have fashion, and beauty, and 
rank, and high connexions, and every amiable quality 
in a wife. This vision of a future daughter-in-law con- 
tinually occupied her ladyship's imagination. Already, 
with maternal Alnascharism, she h^, in her reveries, 
thrown back her head with disdain, as she repulsed the 
family advances of some wealthy but low-born heiress, 
or as he rejected the alliance of some of the new no- 
bility. Already she had arranged the very words of 
her answers to these, and determined the degrees and 
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shades of her intimacies with those ; ahready had she 

settled 

*' To whom to nod, whom take into her coach, 
Whom honour with her hand;" 

when one morning as she sat at work, absorbed in one 
of these reveries, she was so far " rapt into fhture times," 
that, without perceiving that anybody was. present, she 
began to speak her thoughts, and said aloud to herself, 
" As if my son could possibly think of her !" 

Her son, who was opposite to her, lying on a sofa, 
reading, or seeming to read, started up, and putting 
down his book, exclaimed, in a voice which showed at 
once that he was conscious of thinking of some particu- 
lar person, and determined to persist in the thought, 
" As if your son could possibly think of her ! — Of whom, 
ma'am V 
" What's the matter, child 1 Are you mad ?" 
" Not in the least, ma'am ; but you said — " 
" What !" cried Lady Mary, looking round ; " what 
did I say, that has occasioned so much disturbajice ? — ^I 
was not conscious of saying any thin^. My dear Se- 
lina," continued her ladyship, appeahng to a voung 
lady who sat very intent upon some drawing beside 
her, " my dear Selina, you must have heard ; what did 
I say r' 

The young lady looked embarrassed ; and the colour 
which spread over her face brought a sudden suspicion 
into Lady Mary's mind : her eye darted back upon her 
son — the suspicion, the fear was confirmed; and she 
grew instantly pale, silent, and breathless, in the atti- 
tude in which she was struck with this panic. The 
young lady's blush and embarrassment had a very differ 
ent effect on Vivian ; joy suddenly sparkled in his eyes, 
and illumined his whole countenance, for this was the 
first instant he had ever felt any hope of having obtained 
an interest in her heart. He was too much transported 
at this moment to think either of prudeiice or of his 
mother: and when he recollected himself, he was too 
little practised in dissimulation to repair his indiscretion. 
Something he did attempt to say, and blundered, and 
laughed at his blunder ; and when his mother looked up 
at him, in serious silence, he only begged pardon for his 
folly, confessed he believed he was mad, and turning 
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away abruptly, left the room, exclaiming that he won- 
dered where Kussell had been all the morning, and that 
he must go and look for him. A long silence ensued 
between Vivian's mother and the young lady, who were 
left alone together. Lady Mary first broke the silence, 
and, in a constrained tone, asked, as she took up the 
newspaper, " Whether Miss Sidney had found any 
news V 

" I don't know, ma'am," answered Miss Sidney, in a 
voice scarcely articulate. 

" I should have imagined there must be some news 
from the Continent : but you did not find any, I think you 
say. Miss Sidney ;" continued Lady Mary, with haughty 
averted eyes. After turning over the pages of the p£q)er, 
without luiowing one word it contained, she laid it down, 
and rose to leave the room. Miss Sidney rose at the 
same time. 

" Lady Mary, one instant ; my dear Lady Mary." 

Lady Mary turned, and saw Selina's supplicating eyes 
fuU of tears ; but her ladyship, still retaining her sever- 
ity of manner, coldly said, " Does Miss Sidney desire 
that I should stay 1 — Does Miss Sidney wish to speak 
to me V 

" I do — as soon as I can," said Selina, in a faltering 
voice ; but raising her eyes, and perceiving the con- 
temptuous expression of Lady Mary's countenance, her 
own instantly changed. With the firm tone of conscious 
innocence she repeated, " I do wish to speak to your 
ladyship, if you will hear me with your usual candour ; 
I do not expect or solicit your usuad indulgence." 

" Miss Sidney," replied Lady Mary, " before you say 
more, it becomes me to point out to you, that the moment 
is past for confidence between us two ; and that in no 
m'oment could I wish to hear from any person, much 
less from one whom I had considered as my friend, 
confessions, extorted by circumstances, degrading and 
imavailing." 

" Your ladyship need not be apprehensive of hearing 
from me any degrading confessions," said Miss Sidney : 
"I have none to make: and since without any just 
cause, without any cause for suspicion, but what a blush, 
perhaps, or a moment's embarrassment of manner may 
nave created, you think it becomes you to point out to 
me that the moment for confidence between us is past. 
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I can only lament my mistake in having believed that it 
ever existed." 

Lady Mary ^s countenance and manner totally changed. 
The pride of rank yielded before the pride of virtue ; and 
perhaps the hope that she had resdly no cause for suspi- 
cion at once restored her affection for her young friend. 
" Let us understand one another, my dear Selina," said 
she ; " if I said a^ hasty or a harsh word, forgive it. You 
know my affection for you, and my real confidence ; in 
actions, not in words, I have shown it. In thought, as 
well as in actions, my confidence in you has been entire ; 
for, upon my word, — and you know this is not an assever- 
ation I lightly use, — upon my word, till that unfortunate 
moment, a suspicion of you never crossed my imagina- 
tion. The proof — if there could need any proof to you 
of what I assert — the proof is, the delight 1 take in your 
society, the urgent manner in which I have so frequently, 
this summer, begged your company from your mother. 
You know this would have not only been the height of 
insincerity, but of folly and madness, if I had not felt 
a reliance upon you that made me consider it as an ab- 
solute impossibility that you could ever disappoint my 
friendship." 

" I thank your ladyship," said Selina, softened by the 
kind tone in which Lady Mary now spoke, yet still re- 
taining some reserve of manner ; " I thank your ladyship 
for all your kindness — it has flattered me much — ^touched 
me deeply — commanded my gratitude, and influenced 
my conduct uniformly — ^I can and do entirely forgive 
the injustice of a moment ; and I now bid you adieu, my 
dear Lady Mary, with the conviction that, if we were 
never to meet again, I should always hold that place in 
your esteem and affection with which you have hon- 
oured me, and which, if it be not too proud an expr^- 
sion, I hope I have deserved. Won't you bid me fare- 
well t" 

ITie tears gushed from Lady Mary's eyes. " My dear, 
charming, and prudent Selina, 1 understand you per- 
fectly — and I thank you : it grieves me to part with you 
— ^but I believe you are right — ^I believe there is no other 
safety — ^no other remedy. How, indeed, could I expect 
that my son could see and bear you — live in the house 
with you, and become intimately acquainted with such 
a character as yours, without danger ! 1 have been very 
imprudent, unaccountably impruaent, to expose him to 
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such a temptation ; but I hope, I trust, that your pnz* 
dcnce will repair, in time, the effects of my rashness— 
and again and again I thamk you, my dear young friend 
'-but, perhaps it might be still better that you should 
not leave us abruptly. Still better than your absence, I 
think, would be the conviction you might impress on 
his mind of the impossibiUty of his hopes : if you were 
to stay a day or two, and convince him by your indiffer- 
ence that — '* ^* Excuse me, that is what I cannot un- 
dertake,*' said Selina, blushing, and conscious of blushing. 
Lady Mary was too polite and too delicate to seem U> 
observe her confusion, but, emlnracinff her, said, " If we 
must part, then take with you my highest esteem, affec- 
tion, and gratitude ; and this much let me add, that my 
most sanguine expectations for my son's happiness 
would be realized, if among the women to whom family 
interests must restrict his choice, he could meet with 
one of half your merit, and half your attractions." 

" Among the women to whom family interests must re* 
strict his choice,^'* repeated Selina to nerself many times^ 
as she journeyed homewards ; and she pondered much 
upon the meaning of this phrase. Vivian was sole heir 
to a very large property, without encumbrances of any 
kind ; what, therefore, was the necessity that restricted 
his choice t The imaginary necessity of ambition, which 
confined him to a certain circle of fashionable or highly 
connected people. Selina Sidney, though she was not 
rich, was of a very good gentleman's family ; her father 
had been a colonel in the British army : during his life, 
. Mrs. Sidney had been in the habit of living a great deal 
in what is called the world, and in the best company ; 
and though, since his death, she had lived in retirement. 
Miss Sidney had received an education which put her 
VLutn a footing with young ladies of the highest accom-* 
plishments and refinement in the kine^dom. With every 
solid and amiable quahty, she had all those external ad- 
vantages of appearance and manner which Lady Mary 
Vivian valued most highly. Selina, who was convinced 
that Lady Mary appreciated her character, and was 
peculiarly fond of her company and conversation, could 
not but feel surprise, mixed with some indignation, per- 
haps with a little resentment, when she perceived that 
her ladyship's prejudices and ambition made her act so 
completely in contradiction to her better judgment, to 
her professions, and to her feelings of affection. What- 
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ever Miss Sidney thought upon this subject, however, 
she determined to continue to avoid seeing Vivian any 
more — an excellent resolution, in which we leave her, 
and return to her lover. 

A walk with Russell had brought him back in the full 
determination of avowing his attachment sincerely to 
his mother, and of speaking to her ladyship in the most 
respectful manner ; but when he found that Miss Sidney 
was gone, anger and disappointment made him at once 
forget his prudence, and his intended respect ; he de- 
clared, in tne most passionate terms, his love for Selina 
Sidney, and his irrevocable determination to pursue her 
to the end of time and space, in spite of all opposition 
whatsoever from any person whatever. His mother, 
who was prepared for a scene of this sort, though not 
for one of this violence, had sufficient command of tem- 
per to sustain it properly ; her command of temper was, 
indeed, a little assisted by the hope that this passion 
would be transitory in proportion to itB vehRmence,— 
much by the confidence she had in Miss Sidney's honour^ 
and in her absence : Lady Mary, therefore, calmly dis- 
claimed having had any part in persuading Miss Sidney 
to that measure which had so much enraged her lover ; 
but her ladyship avowed, that though it nad not been 
necessary tor her to suggest the measure, she highlv 
approved of it, and admired now, as she had ever ad- 
mired, that young lady's prudent and noble conduct. 

Softened by the only tlung that could, at this moment, 
soften him — upraise of his mistress — ^Vivian, in a most 
affectionate manner, assured his mother that it was her 
warm eulogiums of Miss Sidney which had first turned 
his attention to the perfections of her character ; and he 
now inquired what possible objections she could make to 
his choice. With the generous enthusiasm of his disposi- 
tion, heightened by all the eloquence of love, he pleaded 
that his fortime was surely sufficient to put him above 
mercenary considerations in the choice of a wife ; that 
in every point, except this one of money, Selina Sidney 
was, in his own mother's opinion, superior to every 
other woman she could name or wish for as a daughter- 
in-law. 

" But my tastes are not to blind me to your interests,** 
said Lady Mary : "you are entitled to look for rank and 
high connexion. You are the representative of an an- 
cient family, have talents to make a figure in public; 
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and, in short, prejudice or not, I confess it is one of the 
first wishes oil my heart that you should marry into a 
noble family, or at least into one that shall strengthen 
your political interest, as well as secure your domestic 
happiness/' 

Vivian, of course, cursed ambition, as all men do while 
they are in love. His arguments and his eloquence in 
favour of a private station, and of the joys of learned lei- 
sure, a competence, and domestic btiss, were worthy of the 
most renowned of ancient or modem philosophers. 
Russell was appealed to with much eagerness, both by 
mother and son, during their debates. He frankly de- 
clared to Lady Mary, that he thought her son perfectly 
right in all he now urged, and especially in his opinion 
of Miss Sidney ; " but at the same time," added Russell, 
" I apprehend that he speaks, at this moment, more from 
passion than from reason ; and I fear that, in the course 
of a few months, he might, perhaps, entirely change his 
mind: therefore I think your ladyship is prudent in 
refusing, during the minority of your son, your consent 
to a hasty union, of which he jnight afterward repent, 
and thus render both himself and a most amiable woman 
miserable '* 

Russell, after navmg given his opinion with the utmost 
freedom, when it was required by Lady Mary, assured 
her that he should no further interfere ; and he trusted 
his present sincerity would be the best pledge to her of 
his future discretion and honour. This equitable judg- 
ment and sincerity of Russell's at first displeased both 
parties, but in time operated upon the reason of both ; 
not, however, before contests had gone on long and loud 
between the mother and son — not before a great deal of 
nonsense had been talked on both sides. People of the 
best abilities often talk the most nonsense where their 
passions are concerned, because then the whole of their 
mgenuity is exercised to find arguments in favour of 
their foUy. They are not, like fools, content to say, 
This is my will; but they pique themselves on giving 
reasons for their will ; and their reasons are the reasons 
of madmen, excellent upon false premises. It happened 
here, as in most family quarrels, that the disputants did 
not allow sufficiently for the prejudices and errors inci- 
dent to their different ages. The mother would not 
allow for the romantic notions of the son, nor could the 
son endure the worldly views of the mother. The son, 
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who had as yet no experience of the transitory nature 
of the passion of love, thought his mother unfeeUng and 
barbarous, for opposing him on the point where the 
whole happiness of his life was concerned ; the mother, 
who had seen the decUne and fall of so many everlasting 
loveSf considered him only as a person in a fever ; and 
thought she prevented him, by her calmness, from doing 
that which he would repent when he should regain his 
sober senses. Without detaiUng the daily disputes 
which now arose, it will be sufficient to mark the result. 
Vivian's love had been silent, tranquil, and not seem- 
ingly of any great consequence, till it was opposed ; but, 
from the instant that an obstacle intervened, it gathered 
strength and force, and it presently rose rapidly, with 
prodigious uproar, threatening to burst all b<)unds, and 
to destroy every thing that stopped its course. Lady 
Mary was now inclined to try what effect lessening the 
opposition might produce. To do her justice, she was 
also moved to this by some nobler motives than fear ; 
or, at least, her fears were not of a selfish kind ; she 
dreaded that her son's health and permanent happiness 
might be injured by this violent passion; she was 
apprehensive of becoming an object of his aversion, — 
of utterly losing his confidence, and all power over 
his mind ; but, chiefly, her generous temper was moved 
and won by SeUna Sidney's admirable conduct. During 
the whole time that Vivian used every means to see 
her, to write to her, and to convince her of the fervour 
of his love, though he won all her friends over to hi^ 
interests, though she heard his praises from morning 
till night, from all who surrounded her, and though her 
own heart, perhaps, pleaded more powerfully than all 
the rest in his favour ; yet she never, for one instant, 
gave him the slightest encouragement. Lady Mary's 
esteem and affection were so much increased by these 
strong proofs of friendship and honour, that her preju- 
dices yielded ; and she at length declared, that if her 
son continued, till he was of age, to feel the same attach- 
ment for this amiable girl, she would give her consent 
to their union. But tins, she added, she promised only 
on one condition-^that her son should abstain from all 
attempts, in the interval, to see or correspond with Miss 
Sidney, and that he should set out immediately to travel 
with Mr. Russell. Transported with love, and joy, and 
victory, Vivian promised every thing that was required 
of him, embraced his mother, and set out upon his travels. 
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** Allow,'* said he triumphantly to Russell, as the chaise 
drove from the door, " allow, my good friend, that you 
were mistaken in your fears of the weakness of my 
character, and of the yielding facility of my temper. 
You see how firm I have been — ^you see what battle I 
have made — ^you see how I have stood ouV^ 

" I never doubted," said Russell, " your love of your 
own free will — I never doubted your fear of being gov- 
erned, especially by your mother ; but you do not ex- 
pect that I should allow this to be a proof of strength of 
character." 

" What ! do you suppose I act from love of my own 
free will merely 1 Do you call my love for Selina Sid- 
ney weakness % Oh ! take care, RusseU ; for if once I 
find you pleading my mother's cause against your con- 
science — ^ 

" You will never find me pleading any cause against 
my conscience. I have told your mother, as I have told 
you, my opinion of Miss Sidney — my firm opinion — ^that 
she is peculiarly calculated to make the happiness of 
your life, provided you continue to love her." 

"Provided! Oh!" cried Vivian, laughing, "spare 
your musty provisoes, my dear philosopher ! Would not 
any one think, now, you were an old man of ninety 1 
If this is all you have to fear, I am happy indeed." 

" At present," said Russell, calmly, " I have no fear, 
as I have just told your mother, but that you should 
change your mind before you are of age." 

Vivian grew quite indicant at this suggestion. " You 
are angry with me," said Russell, " and so was your 
mother : she was angry because I said, I feared, instead 
of, I hoped, you would change your mind. Both parties 
are angry with me for my sincerity." 

" Sincerity ! — ^no ; but I am angry with you for your 
absurd suspicions of my constancy." 

" If they are absurd, you need not be angry," said 
Russell : " I shall be weU pleased to see their absurdity 
demonstrated." 

" Then I can demonstrate it this moment." 

" Pardon me ; not this moment ; you must take time into 
the account. I make no doubt but that at this moment 
you are heartily in love with Miss Sidney; but the thing 
to be proved is, that your passion will not decline in force 
in proportion as it meets with less resistance. If it does, 
you will acknowledge that it was more a lo^ of your 
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own free will than a love of your mistress that has ac- 
tuated you, which was the thing to be proved." 

" Hateful Q. E. D. !" cried Vivian ; " you shall see thb 
contrary, and, at least, I will triumph over you." 

If Russell had ever used art in nis management of 
Vivian's mind, he might have been suspect^ of using 
it in favour of Miss Sidney at this instant ; for this 
prophecy of Vivian's inconstancy was the most likely 
means to prevent its accomplishment. Frequently, in 
the course of their tour, when Vivian was in any situa- 
tion where his constancy was tempted, he recollected 
Russell's prediction, and was proud to remind him how 
much he had been mistaken. In short, the destined 
time for their return home arrived. Vivian presented 
himself before his mother, and claimed her promise. 
She was somewhat surprised, and a little disappointed, 
by our hero's constancy ; but she could not retract her 
word ; and, since her compliance was now unavoidable, 
she was determined that it should be gracious. She 
wrote to Selina, therefore, with great kindness, saying, 
that whatever views of other connexions she might for- 
merly have had for her son, she had now relinquished 
them, convinced, by the constancy of her son's attach- 
ment, and by the merit of its object, that his own choice 
would most effectually ensure his happiness and that of 
all his friends. Her ladyship added expressions of her 
regard and esteem, and of the pleasure she felt in the 
thoughts of finding in her daughter-in-law a friend and 
companion, whose society was peculiarly agreeable to 
her taste and suited to her character. This letter en- 
tirely dissipated Selina's scruples of conscience. Vivi- 
an's love and merit, all his good and all his agreeable 
qualities, had now full and unreproved power to work 
upon her tender heart. His generous, open temper, his 
candour, his warm attachment to his friends, his culti- 
vated understanding, his brilliant talents, his easy, well- 
bred, agreeable manners, all heightened in their power 
to please by the charm of love, justified, even in the 
eyes of the aged and prudent, the passion he inspired. 
Selina became extremely attached to him: and she 
loved with the delightful belief that there was not, in 
the mind of her lover, the seed of a single viee which 
threatened danger to his virtues or to their mutual hap- 
piness. With his usual candour, he had laid open his 
whole character to her, as far as he knew it himself* 
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and had warned her of that vacillation of temper, ^at 
easiness to be led, which Russell had pointed out as a 
dangerous fault in his dispontion. But of this propensity 
Selina had seen no s3miptonis ; on the contrary, tlw 
steadiness of her loTer in his attachment to her — the 
cmly poim on which she had yet seen him tried— decided 
her to trust to the persuasiTe Toice of Iotc and hope, and 
to belicTC that Russell^s friendship had, in this instance, 
been too harsh or too timor^is in its forebodings. 

Nothing now delayed the marriage of Vivian and Se- 
lina but certain legal rites, which were to be performed 
on his coming of age, and before marriage settlements 
could be drawn ; ani the parties were doomed to wait 
for the arrival of some trustee who was with Ms regi 
ment abroad. All these delays Vivian of course cursed . 
but, upon the whole, they were borne by him with he- 
roic patience, and by Selina with all the tranquillity of 
confiding love, happy in the present, and not too amdoos 
for the future. 



CHAPTER n. 

"Mt dear RusseU,*^ said Vivian, " love shall not make 
me forget friendship ; before I marry, I must see you 
provided for. Believe me, this was the first — one of the 
first pleasures I promised myself, in becoming mastei 
of a good fortune. Other thpug^ts, I confess, have put 
it out of my head ; so now let me tell you at once. I 
hate paltry surprises with my friends : I have, you know 
— or rather, probably, you do not know, for you are the 
most disinterested fellow upon earth — I have an excel- 
lent living in my gift ; it shall be yours ; consider it as 
such from this moment. If I knew a more deserving 
man, 1 would give it to him, upon my honour ; so you 
can't refuse me. The incumbent can^t live long; he is 
an old, very old, infirm man ; you'll have the living in a 
year or two, and, in the mean time, stay with me. I 
ask it as a favour from a friend, and you see how much 
I want a friend of your firm character ; and I hope you 
see, also, how much I can value in others the qualities 
in which I am m3rself deficient." 
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Hussell was much pleased and tooched by Vivian's 
generous gratitude, and by the delicacy as well as kind- 
ness of the manner in which he made this offer ; but 
Russell could not, consistently with his feelings or his 
principles, live in a state of dependent idleness, waiting 
lor a rich living and the death of an old incumbent. He 
told Vivian that he had too much affection for him, and 
too much respect for himself, ever to run the hazard of 
sinking from the rank of an independent friend. After 
rallying him, without effect, on his pride, Vivian ac- 
knowledged that he was forced to admire him the more 
for his spirit. Lady Mary, too, who was a great and 
sincere admirer of independence of character, warmly 
applauded Mr. Russell, and recommended him, in the 
highest terms, to a nobleman in the neighbourhood, who 
happened to be in want of a preceptor for his only son. 
This nobleman was Lord Glistonbury : his lordship was 
eager to engage a person of Russell's reputation for 
talents ; so the affair was quickly arranged, and Lady 
Mary Vivian and her son went to pay a morning visit at 
Glistonbury Castle, on purpose to accompany Russell on 
his first introduction to the family. As they approached 
the castle, Vivian was struck with its venerable Gothic 
appearance ; he had not had a near view of it for some 
years, and he looked at it with new eyes. Formerly 
he had seen it only as a picturesque ornament to the 
country ; but now that he was himself possessor of an 
estate in the vicinity, he considered Glistonbury Castle 
as a point of comparison, which rendered him dissatis- 
fied with his own mansion. As he drove up the avenue, 
and beheld the towers, turrets, battlements, and mas- 
sive entrance, his mother, who was a woman of taste, 
strengthened, by her exclamations on the beauty of 
Gothic architecture, the wish that was rising in his 
mind to convert his modem house into an ancient castle ; 
she could not help sighing while she reflected that, if 
her son's affections had not been engaged, he might per- 
haps have obtained the heart and hand of one of the fair 
daughters of this castle. Lady Mary went no farther, 
even in her inmost thoughts. Incapable of double-deal- 
ing, she resolved never even to let her son know what 
her wishes had been with respect to a connexion with 
the Glistonbury family. But the very reserv^ and dis- 
cretion with which her ladyship spoke — a reserve un- 
usual with her, and unsuited to the natural warmth of 



24 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

her maimer and temper — ^might hare betrayed her to an 
acute and cool observer. Vivian, however, at this in- 
stant was too much intent upon castle-building to admit 
any other idea. 

When the carriage drove under the great gateway and 
stopped, Vivian exclaimed, " What a fine old castle ! 
how surprised Selina Sidney would be, how delighted, 
to see my house metamorphosed into such a castle !" 

" It is a magnificent castle indeed !" said Lady Mary, 
with a sigh : "I think there are the Lady Lidhursts on 
the terrace ; and here comes my Lord GUstonbury with 
his son." 

" My pupil ?" said Russell ; " I hope the youth is such 
as I can become attached to. Life would be wretched 
indeed without attachment — of some sort or other. But 
I must not expect," added he, " to find a second time a 
friend in a pupil ; and such a friend !" 

Sentiment, or the expression of the tenderness he 
felt for his friends, was so unusual from Russell, that it 
had double effect ; and Vivian was so much struck by it, 
that he could scarcely collect his thoughts in time to 
speak to Lord Glistonbury, who came to receive his 
guests, attended by three hangers-on of the family — a 
chaplain, a captain, and a young lavvyer. His lordship 
was scarcely past the meridian of life ; yet, in spite of 
his gay and debonair manner, he looked old, as if he 
was paying for the hbertinism of his youth by premature 
decrepitude. His countenance announced pretensions 
to ability ; his easy and affable address, and the facility 
with which he expressed himself, gained him credit at 
first for much more understanding than he really pos- 
sessed. There was a plausibility in all he said ; but, if 
it was examined, there was nothmg in it but nonsense. 
Some of his expressions appeared brilliant; some of 
his sentiments just ; but there was a want of consist- 
ency, a want of a pervading mind in his conversation, 
which to good judges betrayed the truth, that all his 
opinions were adopted, not formed ; all his maxims com- 
monplace; his wit mere repetition; his sense merely 
tact. After proper thanks and compliments to Lady 
Mary and Mr. Vivian, for securing for him such a trea- 
sure as Mr. Russell, he introduced Lord Lidhurst, a 
sickly, bashful boy of fourteen, to his new governor, 
with polite expressions of unbounded confidence, and 
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pectations. 

"Mr. Russell will, I am perfectly persuaded, make 
Lidhurst every thing we can desire," said his lordship; 
" an honour to his country, an ornament to his family 
.It is my decided opinion that man is but a bundle of 
habits ; and it's my maxim, that education is second ubl' 
tare— first, indeed, in many cases. For, except that I 
am staggered about ofiginal genius, I own 1 conceive 
with Hartley, that early impressions and associations 
are all in ail: his vibrations andvibratiundes are quite 
satisfactory. But what I particularly wish for Lidhurst, 
sir, is, that he should be trained as soon as possible into, 
a statesman. Mr. Vivian, I presume you mean to follow 
up public business, and no doubt will make a figure. So 
i prophesy ; and I am used to these things. And from 
Lidhurst, too, under similar tuition, I may with reason 
expect miracles — 'hope to hear him thundering in the 
House of Commons in h few years — 'confess 'am not 
quite so impatient to have the young dog in the house 
of incurables ; for you know he could not be there with- 
out being in my shoes, which I have not done with yet 
— ^ha! ha! ha! — Each in his turn, my boy! In the 
mean time. Lady Mary, shall we join the ladies yonder, 
on the terrace ? Lady Glistonbury walks so slow, that 
she will be seven. hours in commg to us; so we had 
best go to her ladyship : if the mountain won't go to 
Mahomet — ^you know, of course, what-foUows." 

On their way to the terrace. Lord Glistonbury, who 
always heard himself speak with singular comp^cency, 
continued to give his ideas on education; sometimes 
appealing to Mr. Russell, sometimes happy to catch the 
eye of Lady Mary. 

" Now, my idea for Lidhurst is simply this : — ^that ho 
should know every thin? that is in all the best books in 
the library, but yet that he should be the farthest possi- 
We from a book-worm — ^that he should never, except in 
a set speech in the House, have the air of having opened 
a book in his life — smother-wit for me ! — in most cases 
— and that easy style of originality which shows the 
true gentleman. As to morsds — Lidhurst, walk on, my 
l)oy — as to morals, I confess I couldn't bear to see any 
thing of the Joseph Surface about him. A youth of , 
spirit most, you know, Mr. Vivian— excuse me, Lady 
Mary, this is an aside — be something of a latitudinarian 

Vol. VIIL— B 
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to keep in the fashion : not that I mean to say so exactly 
to Lidhurst— no, no — on the contrary,^r. Russell, it is 
our cue, as well as this reverend gentleman's," looking 
back at the chaplain, who bowed assent before he knew 
to what, " it is our cue, as well as this reverend gentle^ 
man's, to preach prudence, and temperance, and aU the 
cardinal virtues." 

" Cardinal virtues ! very good, faith ! my lord," said 
the lawyer, looking at the clergylnan. 

" Temperance /" repeated the chaplain, winking at the 
officer ; " upon my soul, my lord, that's too bad." 

" Prudence /" repeated the captain ; '^that's too clean 
s. cut at poor Wicksted, my lord." 

Before his lordship had time to preach any more pru- 
dence, they arrived within bowing distance of the 
ladies, who had, indeed, advanced at a very slow rate. 
Vivian was not acquainted with any of the ladies of the 
Glistonbury family; for they had, till this summer, 
resided at another of their country seats, in a distant 
county. His mother had often met them at parties in 
town. 

Lady Glistonbury was a thin, stiffened, flattened figure 
— «he was accompanied by two other female forms, one 
old, the other young; not each a different grace, but 
alike all three in angularity, and in a cold haughtiness 
of mien. After reconnoitring with their glasses the 
party of gentlemen, these ladies quickened their step ; 
and Lady Glistonbury, making her countenauce as affa- 
ble as it was in its nature to be, exclaimed, " My dear 
Lady Mary Vivian I have I the pleasure to see your 
ladyship 1 — They told me it was only visiters to my 

Mr. Vivian had then the honour of being introduced 
to her ladyship, to her eldest daughter, Lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst, and to Miss Strictland, the governess. By aU of 
these ladies he was most graciously received; but 
poor Russell was not so fortunate; nothing could 
be more cold and repulsive than their reception of 
Y6m. This did not make Lady Sarah appear very 
agreeable to Vivian ; he thought her, at this first view, 
one of the least attractive young women he had ever 
beheld. 

" Where is my Julia ?" inquired Lord Glistonbury. 
" Ah ! there she goes yonder, all life and spirits." 

Vivian looked as his lordship directed his eye, an^ 
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saw, ut the farthest end of the terrace, a yoxuig i^rl of 
about fifteen, running very fast, with a hoop, which she 
was keeping up with great dexterity for the amusement 
of a little boy who was with her. The governess no 
sooner saw this than she went in pursuit of her yoimg 
ladyship, calling after her, in various tones and phrases 
of reprehension, in French, Italian, and EngUsh ; and 
asking whether this was a becoming employment for a 
young lady of her age and rank. Heedless of these 
reproaches. Lady Julia still ran on, away from her gov- 
erness, " to chase the rolling circle's speed," down tlie 
slope of the terrace ; thither Miss Strictland dared not 
pursue, but contented herself with standing on the brink, 
reiterating her remonstrances. At length the hoop fell, 
and the young lady returned, not to her governess, but, 
rumung lightly up the slope of the terrace, to her siur- 
prise, she ^ame full in view of the company before she 
was aware that any strangers were there. Her straw 
hat being at the back of her head, Lady Glistonbury, 
with an indignant look, pulled it forwards. 

*^ What a beautiful colour ! what a sweet countenance 
Lady Julia has !*' whispered Lady Mary Vivian to Lord 
GlistonburjT : at the same time she could not refrain 
from glancing her eyes towards her son, to see what 
effect was produced upon him. Vivian's eyes met hers ; 
and this single look of his mother's revealed to him all 
that she had, in her great prudence, resolved to conceal. 
He smiled at her, and then at Russell, as much as to 
say, " SureljT, there can be no comparison between such 
a child as this and Selina Sidney !" 

A few minutes afterward, in consequence of a sign 
from Lady Glistonbury, Julia disappeared with her gov- 
erness ; and the moment was unnoticed by Vivian, who 
was then, as his mother observed^ looking up at one of 
the turrets of the old castle. All its inhabitants were 
at this time uninteresting to him, except so far as they 
regarded his friend Russell; but the castle itself ab- 
sorbed his attention. Lord Glistonbury, charmed to see 
how he was struck by it, offered to show him over 
every part of the edifice ; an offer which he and Lady 
Mary gladly accepted* Lady Glistonbury excused her- 
self, professing to be unable to sustain the fatigue : she 
deputed her eldest daughter to attend Lady Mary in her 
st^; aiKl tiiis was &e only circumstance* which di- 
minished the pleasure to Vivian, for he was obliged to 

B2 
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4iow due courtesy to this stiff taciturn damsel at every 
torn, while he was intent upon seeing the architecture 
of the castle, and the views from the windows of the 
towers and loopholes of the galleries ; all which Lady 
Sarah pointed out with a cold ceremonious civility, and 
a formal exactness of proceeding, which enraged Vi- 
Tian-s enthusiastic temper. The visit ended : he railed 
half the time he was going home against their fair, or, 
as he called her, their petrified ffuide ; then, full of the 
Crothic beauties of Glistonbury, ne determined, as soon 
as possible, to turn his own modern house into a castle. 
The very next morning he had an architect to view it, 
and to examine its capabilities. It happened that, about 
this time, several of the noblemen and gentry, in the 
county in which Vivian resided, had been seized with 
this rage for turning comfortable houses into uninhabit- 
able castles. And, however perverse or imm^cticable 
this retrograde movement in architecture nught seem, 
there were always at hand professional projectors, to 
convince gentlemen that nothing was so feasible. Pro- 
vided always that gentlemen approve their estimates as 
well as their plans, they undertake to carry buildings 
back, in a trice, two, or three, or half a dozen centu- 
ries, as may be required, to make them Gothic or Sara- 
cenic, and to " add every grace that time alone can 
give." A few days after Vivian had been at Gliston- 
ury Castle, when Lord Glistonbury came to return the 
vij9it, Russell, who accompanied his lordship, foimd liis 
friend encompassed with plans and elevations. . 

** Surely, my dear Vivian," said he, seizing the first 
moment he could speak to him, '* you are not going 
to spoil this excellent house ! It is completely finished, 
in handsome modern architecture, perfectly comfortable 
and convenient, light, airy, large enough, warm rooms, 
well distributed, with ample means of getting at each 
apartment; and if you set about to new-model and 
transform it into a castle, you must, I see, by your plan, 
alter the proportions of almost every room, and spoil 
the comfort of the whole ; turn square to round, and 
round again to square ; and, worse than all, turn light 
to darkness—only for the sake of having what is caUed 
a castle, but what has not, in fact, any thing of the 
gi^deur or solid magnificence of a real ancient edifice. 
Taese modem baby-house miniatures of castles, which 



gentlemen ruin themselves to build, are, after all, the 
most paltry, absurd things imaginable.'* 

To this Vivian was, after some dispute, forced to 
agree ; but he said, " that his should not be a baby- 
house ; that he would go to any expense to make it 
really magnificent." 

** As magnificent, I suppose, as Glistonbury Castle t" 

" If possible : that is, I confess, the object of my 
emulation." 

*' Ah," said Russell, shaking his head, ** these are tho 
objects of emulation, for which country gentlemen often 
ruin themselves ; barter their imiependence and real 
respectability; reduce themselves to distrttss and dis- 
grace : these are the objects for winch they soil either 
their estates or their country; beconui placemen or 
beggars ; and end either in the liberties or the King^B 
Bench, or tho slaveries of St. James's." 

" Impossible for me ! you know my public principles," 
said Vivian: " and you know that 1 think the life of an 
independent country gentleman the most respectable of 
all others — you know my principles." * 

" I know your facility," said Russell : " if you begin 
by sacrificing thus to your taste, do you think you will 
not end by sacrificing to your interest 1" 

^* Never ! never !" cried Vivian. 

" Then you imagine that a strong temptation will not 
act where a weak one has been found irresistible." 

** Of this I am certain," said Vivian : " I could never 
be brought to sell my country, or to forfeit my honour." 

"Perhaps not," said Russell: "you might, in your 
utmost need, have another alternative ; you might for- 
feit your love ; you might give up Sehna Sidney, ami 
marry for money — all for the sake of a castle !" 

Struck by this speech, Vivian exclaimed, " I would 
give up a thousand castles rather than run such a 
hazard !" 

" Let us then coolly calculate," said l^ussell. " What 
would the castle cost you V 

The expense, even by the estimates of the architects, 
which, in the execution, are usually doubled, was enor- 
mous, such as Vivian acknowledged was unsuited even 
to his ample fortune. His fortune, though considerable, 
was so entailed, that he would, if he efxceeded his in- 
come, be soon reduced to difilculties for ready money. 
But then his mother had several thousands in the stocks, 
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which she was ready to lend him to forward this eastle- 
building. It was a project which pleased her taste, and 
gratified her aristocratic notions. 

Vivian assured his friend at parting, that his reason 
was convinced : that he would not yield to the whinis 
of taste, and that he would prudently give up his folly. 
So he determined ; and he abided by his determination 
till he heard numbers speak on the other side of the 
question. With Vivian tnose who spoke last frequently 
seemed to speak best ; and, in general, the number of 
voices overpowered the weight of argument. By the 
persuasions of his mother, the example of his neigh- 
bours, and the urgency of architects and men of taste 
who got about him soon afterward, he was convinced 
that there was no living without a castle, and that the 
expense would be next to nothing at alL Convinced, we 
should not say ; for he yielded, against his con\ iction, 
from mere want of power to resist reiterated solicita- 
tions. He had no other motive; for the enthusiasm 
raised by the view of Glistonbury Castle had passed 
away : he plainly saw, what Russell had pointed out to 
him, that he should spoil the inside of his house for the 
pake of the outside ; and, for his own part, he preferred 
comfort to show. It was not therefore to please his 
own taste that he ran into this imprudent expense, *ut 
merely to gratify the taste of others. 

Now the bustle of building began, and workmen 
swarmed round his hpuse ; the foundations sank, the 
scaffolds rose ; and many times did Vivian sigh and re- 
pent, when he saw how much was to be undone before 
any thing could be done ; when he found his house dis- 
mantled, saw the good ceilings and elegant cornices 
knocked to pieces, saw the light domes and modern 
sashes give way ; all taken out to be replaced, at pro- 
fuse expense, by a clumsy imitation of Gothic ; how 
often did he sigh and calculate, when he saw the tribes 
of workmen file off as their dinner bell rang ! how often 
did he bless hirfiself, when he beheld the huge beams of 
timber dragged into his yards, and the solid masses of 
stone brought from a quarry at an enormous distance ! — 
Vivian perceived that the expense would be treble the 
estimate ; and said, that if the thing was to do again, he 
would never consent to it ; but now, as Lady Mary ob- 
served, it was too late to repent ; and it was, at any rate, 
best to go on and finish it with spirit — since it was im- 



possible (nobody knows why) to stop. He hurried oa 
the workmen with impatience ; for he was anxious to 
have the roof and some apartments in his castle finished 
before his marriage. The dilattfhness of the lawyers, 
and the want of the trustee, who had not yet arrived in 
England, were no longer complained of so grievously 
by the lover. Russell, one day, as he saw Vivian over- 
looking his workmen, and urging them to expedition, 
smiled, and asked whether the impatience of an archi- 
tect or of a lover was now predominant in his mind. 
Vivian, rather offended by the question, replied, that his 
eagerness to finish this part of his castle arose from his 
desire to give an agreeable surprise to his bride , and he 
declared that his passion for Selina was as ardent at 
this moment as it had ever been ; but that it was im- 
possible to make lawyers move faster than their accus- 
tomed pace ; and that Miss Sidney was too secure of his 
affection, and he too well convinced of hers, to feel that 
sort of anxiety which persons who had less confidence 
in each other might experience in similar circumstances. 
This was all very true, and very reasonable ; but RusseU 
could not help perceiving that Vivian's language and 
tone were somewhat altered since the time when he was 
ready to brave heaven and earth to marry his mistress, 
without license or consent of friends, without the pos- 
sibility of waiting a few months till he was of age. In 
fact, though Vivian would not allow it, this consent 
of friends, this ceasing of opposition, this security and 
tranquillity of happiness, had considerably changed the 
appearance, at least, of his love. Lady Mary perceived 
it, with a resolution to say nothing, and see how it 
would end. Selina did not perceive it for some time ; 
for she was of a most unsuspicious temper ; and her 
confidence in Vivian was equal to the fondness of her 
love. She began to think, indeed, that the lawyers 
were provokingly slow ; and when Vivian did not blame 
them as much as he used to do, she only thought that 
he understood business better than i^e did — ^besides, 
the necessary trustee was not come — and, in short, the 
last thing that occurred to her mind was to blame 
Vivian. 

The trustee at length arrived, and the castle was al- 
most in a wished-for state of forwardness when a new 
cause of delay arose — a county election: but how this 
election ^as brought on, and how it was conducted, it is 
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necessary to record. It happened that a relation of 
Tirian's was appointed to a new seventy-four gun ship, 
of which he came to take the command at Yarmouth, 
which was within a^w miles of him. Vivian recol- 
lected that Russell had often expressed a desire to go 
on board a man-of-war. Vivian, therefore, after having 
ai^inted a day for their going, went to GUstonbury to 
invite Russell : his pupil, Lord Lidhurst, be^ed to be 
permitted to accompany them : and Lady Julia, the mo- 
ment she heard of this new seventy-four gun ship, was, 
as her governess expressed it, wild to be of the party. 
Indeed, any thing that had the name of a party of pleas- 
m'e, and that promised a transient relief from the tedious 
monotony in which her days passed ; any thing that gave 
a chance of even a few hours' release from the bondage 
in which she was held between the restraints of the 
most rigid of governesses and proudest of mothers, ap- 
peared delightful to this lively and childish girl. She 
persecuted her governess with entreaties, till at last she 
made Miss Strictland go with her petition to Lady GUs- 
tonbury; whUe, in the mean time, Lady Julia over- 
whelmed her father with caresses, till he consented; 
and, with much difficulty, prevailed upon Lady GUston- 
bury to give her permission for the young ladies to go 
with their governess, their brother, their father, and 
Lady Mary Vivian, on this excursion. The invitation 
was now extended to aU the company then at the castle, 
including the representative of the county, who, being 
just threatened with a fit of the gout brought on by hard 
drinking at the last election, expressed some reluctance 
to going with this party on the water. But this gentle- 
man was now paying his humble devoirs to the Lady 
Sarah Lidhurst ; and it was represented to him, by aU 
who imderstood the ground, that he would give mortal 
oflTence if he did not go ; so it was ruled, that, hot or cold, 
gout or no gout, he must appear in the Lady Sarah's 
train: he submitted to this perilous necessity in the 
most gallant manner. The day proved tolerably fine — 
Vivian had an elegant entertainment provided for the 
company under a markee pitched on the shore — ^they 
embarked in a pleasure-boat — Lady Sarah was very sictf, 
and her admirer very cold ; but Lady Julia was in ecsta- 
sies at every thing she saw and felt — she feared nothing, 
found nothing inconvenient ; was charmed to be drawn 
80 easUy from th6 boat up the high aide of the &hip-^ 
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charmed to find herself on deck— charmed to see the 
sails, the ropes, the rigging^, the waves, the sea, the sun, 
the clouds, the sailors, the cook dressing dinner — all, all 
indiscriminately charmed her ; and, like a school-girl 
broke loose, she ran about, wild with spirits, asking 
questions, some sensible, some silly; laughing at her 
own folly, flying from this side to that, from one end of 
the ship to the other, down the ladders and up again ; 
while Mr. Russell, who was deputed to take care of her, 
could scarcely keep up with her : Lord Giistonbury stood 
by, holding his sides and laughing aloud : Miss Btrict- 
land, quite disabled by the smell of the ship, was lying 
on a bed in the state cabin ; and Lady Sarah, all the time 
shaded by an umbrella held by her shivering admirer, 
sat, as if chained upright in her chair of state, upon deck, 
scorning her sister's childish levity, and proving herself, 
with all due propriety, incapable of being moved to sur- 
prise or admiration by any object on land or sea. 

Lady Mary Vivian, while she observed with a quick 
eye all that passed, and read her son's thoughts, was 
fully persuaded that neither of -the Lady Lidhursts would 
be likely to suit his taste, even if his affections were 
disengaged : the one was too childish, the other too stiff. 
^* Yet their birth and connexions, and their consequence 
in the county," thought Lady Mary, " would have made 
their alliance highly desirable." Everybody seemed 
weary at the close of this day's entertainment, except 
Lady Julia, who kept it up with indefatigable gayety, and 
could hardly believe that it was time to go home, when 
the boat was announced to row them to shore : heedless, 
and absolutely dizzy with talking and laughing, her 
ladyship, escaping from the assistance of sailors and 
gentlemen, made a false step in getting into the boat, 
and, falling over, would have sunk for ever, but for Mr. 
Russell's presence of mind. He seized her with a strong 
grasp, and saved her. The fright sobered her completely ; 
and she sat wrapped in great-coats, as silent, as tractable, 
and as wet as possible during the remainder of the way 
to shore. The screams, the ejaculations, the reprimancte 
from Miss Strictland, — ^the questions, the reflections, to 
which this incident led, may possibly be conceived, but 
cannot be enumerated. 

This event, however alarming at the moment, had no 
serious consequence ; for Lady Julia caught neither fever 
nor cold, though Miss Strictland was morally certain 

fi3 
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tier ladyship would have one or the other ; indeed she 
insinuated, that her ladyship deserved to have bo^. 
Lady Sarah's poor shivering knight of the shire, how- 
ever, did not escape so well. Obliged to row home, in 
a damp evening, without his great-coat, whieh he had 
been forced to offer to Lady Julia, in a pleasure-bodt, 
when he should have been m flannels or in bed, he had 
** cause to rue the boating of this day.'' His u'suid pan- 
acea of the gout did not come as expected, to set him yp 
again. The cold he caught this day killed him. Lady 
Sarah Lidhurst was precisely as sorry as decorum re- 
quired. But the busUe of a new election was soon to 
obliterate the memory of the old member, in the minds 
of his numerous friends. Lord Glistonbury, and several 
other voices in the coimty, called upon Vivian to stand 
on the independent interest. There was to be a contest ; 
for a government candidate declared himself at the same 
moment that application was made to Vivian. TTie ex 
pense of a contested election alarmed both Vivian and 
his mother. Gratified as she was by the honour of this 
offer, yet she had the prudence to advise her &on rather 
to go into parliament as representative for a borough 
than to hazard the expense of a contest for the count3^ 
Miss Sidney, also, whom he consulted upon this' occa- 
sion, supported his mother's prudent advice,, in the most 
earnest manner ; and Vivian was inclined to follow this 
counsel, till Lord Glistonbury came one morning to plead 
the contrary side of the question : he assur^ Vivian, 
that from his experience of the county, he was morally 
certain they should carry it without trouble, and with 
no expense worth mentioning. These were only general 
plirases, to be sure, not arguments ; but these, joined to 
her ambition to see her son member for the comity, at 
length overpowered Lady Mary's bettw judgment : her 
urgent entreaties were now joined to those of Lord Glis- 
tonbury, and of many loud-tongued electioneerers, who 
jMroved to Vivian, by every thing but calculation, that he 
must be returned if he would but stand — if he would 
only declare himself. Russell and his own prudence 
strongly counselled him to resist these clamorous impor- 
tunities ; the two preceding candidates, whose fortunes 
had been nearly as good as his, had been ruined by the 
contests. Vivian was very young, but just of age ; and 
Russell observed^ *' Uiat it would be better for him i» 
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SBe something more of the world before he should em- 
bark in politics, and plunge into public business.*^ 

" True," said Vivian ; " but Mr. I^itt was only three- 
and-twentjF when he was minister of England. I am 
not ambitious ; but I should certainly like to distinguish 
myself if I could ; and while I feel in youth the glow of 
patriotism, why should I not serve my country 1" 

"Serve it and welcome," said Russell: "but don't 
begin by ruining yourself by a contested election ; or 
else, whatever glow of patriotism you may feel, it will 
be out of your power to be an honest member of parlia- 
ment. If you must go into parliament immediately for 
the good of your country, go in as member for some 
borough, which will not ruin you." 

" But the committee of our friends will be so disap- 
pointed if I decline ; and my mother, who has now set 

her heart upon it, and Lord Glistonbury, and Mr. C , 

and Mr. G , and Mr. D , who are such zealous 

friends, and who urge me so much — '* 

'* Judge for yourself," said Russell, " and don't let any 
persons who happen to be near you persuade you to see 
with their eyes and decide with their wishes. Zealous 
friends, indeed ! because they love to make themselves 
of consequence, by bawling and scampering about at an 
election ! And you would let such people draw you on 
to ruin yourself." 

" I will show you that they shall not," cried Vivian, 
seizing a sheet of paper, and sitting down immediately 
to write the copy of a circular letter to his friends, in- 
forming them, with many thanks, that he declined to 
stand for^he county. Russell eagerly wrote copies of 
this letter, which Vivian declared should be sent early 
the next morning. But no sooner was Russell out of 
sight than Lady Mary Vivian resumed her arguments in 
favour of commencing his cr^ivass immediately, and be- 
fore his friends should cool. When she saw the letters 
that he had been writing, she was excessively indignant; 
and, bv a torrent of female and maternal eloquence, he 
was absolutely overwhelmed. Auxiliaries poured in to 
her ladyship on all sides ; horsemen after horsemen, free- 
holders of all degrees, now flocked to the libuse, hearing 
that Mr. Vivian had thoughts of standing for the county. 
They were unanimousl}rloud in their assurances of suc- 
cess. Old and new copies of poll-books were produced, 
and the different interests of the county counted and 
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recounted, balanced and counterbalanced, again and 
again, by each person after his own fashion: and it was 
proved to Mr. Vivian, in Uctck <md white, anda&pUdn as 
figures could make it, that he had the game in his own 
Aands ; and that, if he would but declare Mmself, the other 
candidate would, the very next day, they would be bound 
for it, decline the contest. Vivian had a clear head, and 
a competent knowledge of arithmetic ; he saw the falla- 
cies and inaccuracies in their modes of computation ; 
he saw, upon examining the books, that the state of the 
county interests was very different from what they pre- 
tended or believed ; and he was convinced that the oppo- 
site candidate vrouM not decline : but after Vivian had 
stated these reasons ten times, and his mother and his 
electioneering partisans had reiterated their assertions 
twenty times, he yielded, merely because they had said 
twice as much aa he had, and because, poor eas;^ man ! 
he had not power to resist continuity of solicitation. 

He declared himself candidate for the county; and 
was soon immersed in all the toil, trouble, vexation, and 
expense of a contested election. Of course, his mar- 
riage was now to be postponed till the election should 
be over. Love and county politics have little aflSnity. 
What the evils of a contested election are can be fully 
known only to those by whom they have been personally 
experienced. The contest was bitter. The Gliston- 
bury interest was the strongest which supported Vivian ; 
Lord Glistonbury and his lordshifs friends were warm 
in his cause. Not that they had any particular regard 
for Vivian ; but he was to be their member, opposed to 
the court candidate, whom his lordship was anxious to 
keep out of the county. Lord Glistonbury had once 
been a strong friend to government, and was thought a 
confirmed courtier, especially as he had been brought 
up in high aristocratic notions ; but he had made it his 
great object to turn liis earldom into a raarquisate ; aad 
government having delayed or refused to gratify him in 
this point, he quitted them with disgust, and set up his 
standard among the opposition. He v^ras now loud and 
zealous on every occasion that could, as he said, anTiot/ 
government ; and merely because he could not be a 
marquis, he became a patriot. Mistaken, abused name ! 
how glorious in its original, how despicable in its de- 
based, signification1—4iOrdGlistonbury's exertions were 
mdefatigiible. 
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Viyian felt much gratitiide for this apparently disin- 
terested friendship ; and, during a few weeks, while this 
canvass was going on, he formed a degree of intimacy 
with the Glistonbury family, which, in any other cir- 
cumstances, could scarcely have been brought about 
during months or years. An election in England 
seems, for the time, to level all distinctions, not only 
of rank, but even of pride : Lady Griistonbury herself, at 
this season, found it necessary to relax from her usual 
rigidity . There was an extraordinary freedom of egress 
and regress ; and the haughty code of Glistonbury lay 
dormant. Vivian, of course, was the centre of all in- 
terest ; and whenever he appeared, every individual of 
the family was eager to inquire, " What news 1 — ^What 
news 1 — How do things go on to-day 1 — How will the . 
election turn out ? — Have you written to Mr. such a 
one 1 — Have you been to Mr. such a one's ! — I'll write 
a note for you — ^I'll copy a letter." There was one 
common cause — ^Miss Strictland even deigned to assist 
Mr. Vivian, and to try her awkward harS to forward 
his canvass, for it was to support the Ghstonbury in- 
terest ; and " there was no impropriety could attach to 
the thing." Russell's extreme anxiety made Vivian 
call more frequently even than it was necessary at the 
castle, to quiet his apprehensions, and to assure him 
that things were going on well. Young Lord Lidhurst, 
who was really good-natured, and over whose mind 
Russell began to gain some ascendency, used to stand 
upon the watch for Vivian's appearance, and would run 
up the back stairs to Russell's apartment, to give him 
notice of it, and to be the first to tell the news. Lady 
Sarah — the icy Lady Sarah herself— began to thaw ; 
and every day, in .the same phrase, she condescended to 
say to Mr. Vivian, that she " hoped the poll was going 
on as well as could be expected." It was, of course, 
reported, that Vivian was to succeed the late represent- 
ative of the county in all its honours. In eight days 
he was confidently given to Lady Sarah by the generous 
public: and the day of their nuptials was positively 
fixed. As the lady was, even by the account of her 
friends, two or three years oWer than Mr. Vivian, and 
four or five years older by her looks, and as she was 
pecuharly unsuited to his taste, he heard the report 
without the sUghtest apprehension for his own con- 
stancy to Selina. He laughed at the idea as an excel- 
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lent joke, wheu it was first mentioned to him by Rossell. 
Lord Glistonbury^s manners, however, and the cordial 
familiarity with which he treated Vivian, gave every 
day increasing credit to the report. "If he was his 
son, my lord could not be more anxious about Mr. Yi 
viau," said one of the plain-spoken freeholders, in the 
presence of the Lady Lidhursts. Lady Sarah pursed 
up her mouth and threw back her head ; but Lady Julia, 
arclily looking at her sister, smiled. The vivacity of 
Lady JuUa^s manner did not appear excessive during 
this election time, when all the world seemed mad ; or 
the contrary, there was, in her utmost freedom and 
raillery, that air of good-breeding and politeness in 
which vulgar mirth and liberty are always deficient. 
Vivian began to think that she was become less childish, 
and that there was something of a mixture of womanish 
timidity in her appearance, which rendered her infinitely 
more attractive. One evening, in particular, when her 
father having sent her for her moming^s work, she re- 
turned with a basket full of the Vivian cockade^ which 
she had made with her own delicate hands, Vivian 
thought she looked " very pretty :" her father desired 
her to give them to the person for whom they were in- 
tended, and she presented them to Mr. Russell, saying, 
" They are for your friend, sir." — Vivian thought she 
looked " very graceful." — Lady Mary Vivian suppressed 
half a sigh, and thought she kept the whole of her mind 
to herself. These happy days of canvassing, and this 
freedom of election, could not last for ever. After poll- 
ing the county to the last freeholder, the contest was 
at length decided, and Vivian was declared duly elected. 
He was chaired, and he scattered money with a lavish 
hand, as passed over the heads of the huzzaing popu- 
lace ; and he had all the honours of an election : the 
horses were taken from his carriage, and he was drawn 
by men, who were soon afterward so much intoxicated 
that they retained no vestige of rationality. Not only 
the inferior, but the superior rank of electors, as usual 
upon such occasions, thought proper to do honour to 
their choice, and to their powers of judgment, by drink- 
ing their member's health at the expense of their own, 
till they could neither see, hear, nor understand. Our 
nero was not by any means fond of drinking, but he 
could not refuse to do as others did ; and Lord Gliston- 
buiy swore, that now he had found out that Vivian could 
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be such a pleasant companion over a bottle, he should 
never listen to his excuses in future. 

A few days after this election, parliament met for the 
despatch of business ; and as some important question 
was to eome on, all the members were summoned by a 
peremptory call of the House. Vivian was oblis^ed to 
go to town immediately, and coniipelled to defer his 
marriage. He regretted being thus hurried away from 
Selina ; and with a thousand tender and passionate ex- 
pressions, assured her, that the moment his attendance 
on public business could be spared, he should hasten to 
the country to claim his promised happiness. The castte 
would be finished by the time the session was over; the 
lawyers would also have completed their settlements ; 
and Vivian said he should make every other necessary 
preparation while he was in town : therefore he urged 
Selina now to fix the time for their marriage, and to let 
it be the first week of the recess of parliament. But 
Miss Sidney, who had great delicacy of feeling and dig- 
nity of character, thought that Vivian had of hite shown 
some symptoms of decreased afiection, and that he had 
betrayed signs of unsteadiness of character. In the 
whole affair of the castle-buildmg, and of the election, 
he had evidently been led by others, instead of following 
his own conviction : she wisely dreaded that he might, 
in more important actions, yield his judgment to otliers ; 
and then what security could she have for his principles I 
lie might, perhaps, be led into all sorts of fashionable 
dissipation and vice. Besides these fears, she considered 
that Vivian was the possessor of a large fortune ; that 
his mother had with difficulty consented to this match; 
that he was very young, had seen but little of the world, 
and might, perhaps^ in future, repent of having made, 
thus early in life, a love match. She therefore absolutely 
refused to let him now bind himself to her by any fresh 
promises. She desired that he should consider himself 
as perfectly at liberty, and released from all engagement 
to her. It was evident, however, from the manner in 
which she spoke, that she wished to restore her lover's 
liberty for his sake only ; and that her own feelings> 
however they might be suppressed, were unchanged. 
Vivian was touched and charmed by her dehcacy and 
generosity : in the fervour of his feelings he swore that 
his affections could never change ; and he believed what 
he swore. Lady Mary Vivian was struck^ ako, witk 
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Mi8» Sidney's conduct at parting ; and she acknowledged 
that it was impossible to show at once more tenderness 
and dignity. No one, however, not even Vivian, knew 
how much pain this separation gave Selina. Her good 
sense and prudence told her, indeed, that it was best, 
both for her happiness and Yivian^s, that he should see 
something more of the world, and that she should have 
some further proof of the steadiness of his attachment, 
before she should unite herself with him irrevocably : 
but while she endeavoured to fortify her mind with these 
reflections, love inspired many painful fears ; and, though 
she never repented having set him free from his prom- 
ises and engagements, she trembled for the consequences 
of his being thus at liberty, in such scenes of temptation 
as a London life would present. 



CHAPTER m. 

When our hero arrived in London, and when he was 
first introduced into fashionable society, his thoughts 
were so intent upon Selina Sidney, that he was in no 
danger of plunging into dissipation. He was surprised 
at the eagerness with which some young men pursued 
frivolous pleasures: he was still more astonished at 
seeing the apathy in which others of his own age were 
sunk, and the listless insignificance in which they loimged 
away their lives. 

The call of the House which brought Vivian to town 
brought Lord Glistonbury also to attend his duty in the 
House of Peers : with his lordship's family came Mr. 
Russell, whom Vivian went to see, as soon and as often 
as he could Russell heard, with satisfaction, the indig. 
nant eloquence with which his friend spoke ; and only 
wished that these sentiments might last, and that fashion 
might never lead him to imitate or to tolerate fools whom 
he now despised. 

" In the mean time tell me how you go on yourself," 
said Vivian ; " how do you like your situation here, and 
your pupil, and all the Glistonbury family. Let me be- 
hind the scenes at once ; for, you know, I see them only 
on the stage." 
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RoBsdl replied, in general terms, that he had hopes 
IiOrd Lidhurst would turn out well, and that therefore 
he was satisfied with his situation ; but avoided entering 
into particulars, because he was a confidential person in 
l^e family. He thought that a preceptor and a physician 
were, in some respects, bound by a similar species of 
honour, to speak cautiously of the maladies of their 
patients, or the faults of their pupils. Admitted into 
the secrets of families, they should never make use of 
the confidence reposed in them to the disadvantaf^c of 
any by whom they are trusted. Russell's strictly hon- 
ourable reserve upon this occasion was rather provoking 
to Vivian, who, to all his questions, could obtain only 
the dry answer of — " Judge for yourself." The nature 
of a town life, and the sort of intercourse which capital 
cities affords, put this very httle in Vivian's power. The 
obligations he was under to Lord Glistonbury for assist- 
ance at the election made him anxious to show his lord- 
ship respect and attention; and the sort of intimacy 
which that election had brought on was, to a certain 
degree, kept up in town. Lady Mary Vivian was con- 
stantly one at Lady Glistonbury's card-parties; and 
Vivian was frequently at his lordship's dinners. Con- 
sidering the coldness and formahty of Lady Glistonbury's 
manners, she was particularly attentive to Lady Mary 
Vivian ; and our hero was continually an attendant upon 
the ladies of the Glistonbury family to all public places. 
This was by no means disagreeable to him, as they were 

Sersons of high consideration; and they were sure of 
rawing into their circle the very best company. Lady 
Mary Vivian observed that it was a great advantage to 
her son to have such a house as Lord Glistonbury's open 
to him, to go to whenever he pleased. Besides the ad- 
vantage to his morals, her ladyship was by no means 
insensible to the gratification her pride received from 
her son's living in such high company. The report 
which had been raised in the country during the election, 
that Mr. Vivian was going to be married to Lady Sarah 
Lidhurst now began to circulate in town. This was 
not surprising, since a young man in London, of any 
fortune or notoriety, can hardly dance three or four 
times successively with the same young lady, cannot 
even sit beside her, and converse with her in public half 
a dozen times, without its being reported that he is going 
to be married to her. Of this Vivian, during his moh 
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Ticiate in town, was not perhaps sufficiently aware : he 
was soon surprised at being asked, by almost every one 
be met, when his marriage with Lady Sarah Lidhurst 
was to take place. At first he contented himself with 
laughing at these questions, and declaring that there was 
no truth in the report : but his asseverations were not 
believed ; they were attributed to motives of discretion; 
he was told by his companions, that he kept his own 
counsel very well ; but they all knew the thing was to be: 
he was congratulated upon his good fortune in making 
such an excellent match ; for though, as they said, he 
would have but little money with Lady Sarah, yet the 
connexion was so great, that he was the luckiest fellow 
upon earth. The degree of importance which the report 
gave him among the young men of his acquaintance, 
and the envy he excited, amused and gratified his vanity. 
The sort of conversation he was now in the constant 
habit of hearing, both from young and old, in all com- 
panies, about the marriages of people in the fashionable 
world, where fortune, and rank, and connexion were 
always the first things spoken of or considered, began 
insensibly to influence Vivian's mode of speaking, if 
not of judging. Before he mixed in this society, he 
knew perfectly well that these were the principles by 
which people of the world are guided ; but while he had 
believed this only on hearsay, it had not appeared to 
him so entirely true and so important as when he saw 
and heard it himself. The effect of the opinions of a 
set of fine people, now he was actually in their society, 
and while all other society was excluded from his per- 
ception, was very different from what he had imagined 
it might be when he was in the country or at college. 
To do our hero justice, however, he was sensible of 
this aberration in his own mind ; he had sense enough to 
perceive from what causes it arose, and steadiness suf- 
ficient to adhere to the judgments he had previously and 
deliberately formed. He did not in material points 
change his opinion of his mistress ; he thought her far, 
far superior to all he saw and heard among the belles 
who were most admired in the fashionable world; but, 
at the same time, he began to agree with his mother's 
former wish, that Selina, added to all other merits, had 
the advantage of high birth and connexions, or at least 
of belonging to a certain class of high company. He 
determined that, as soon as she shocdd be his wife, hb 
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"Would have her introduced to the very first society in 
town : he pleased his imagination with anticipating the 
change that would be made in her appearance, by the 
addition of certain elegancies of the mode : he delighted 
in thinJcing of the sensation she would produce, and the 
respect that would be paid to her as Mrs. Vivian, sur- 
rounded, as he would take care that she should be, with 
all those external signs of wealth and fashion which 
command immediate and universal homage from the 
great and little worid. 

_ One day, when Vivian was absorbed in these plca^ 
ing reveries, Russell startled him with this question: 
*' WTien are you to be married to Lady Sarah Lidhursl*?" 

"*' From you such a question !" said Vivian. 

" Why not from me I It is a question that everybody 
asks of me, because I am your intimate friend ; and I 
should really be obliged to you, if you would furnish me 
with an answer, that may give me an air of a little more 
consequence than that which I have at present, being 
forced to answer, * I don't know.' " 

" You don't know ! but why do not you answer, 
* Never!' as I do," said Vivian, " to all the fools who ask 
me the same question 1" 

" Because they say that is your answer, and only a 
come o/f." 

" I can't help it. Is it my fault if they won't believe 
the truth V 

" Why, people are apt to trust to appearances in these 
cases ; and if appearances are contrary to your assertions, 
you should not wonder that you are not believeif." 

"Well, time will show them their mistake!" said 
Vi\ ian. "But I don't know what appearances you mean. 
WTiat appearances are against me 1 I never in my life 
saw a woman I was less disposed to like — whom it 
would be more impossible for me to love — than Lady Sa- 
rah Lidhurst ; and I am sure I never gave her, nor any of 
her family, the least reason to imagine I had a thought 
of her." 

" Very likely ; yet you are at Lord Glistonbury's 
continually^ and you attend her ladyship to all public 
places. Is this the way, do you think, to put a stop to 
the report that has been raised V 

« I care not whether it stops or goes on," said Vivian, 
« Ho w .'—Don't I know it is false 1— That's enough fof 
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" It may emiiarrass you yeV' said Russell. . 

" Good heavens !— Can you, who know me so weB, 
Russell, fancy me so weak as to be embarrassed by 
such a report? Look — ^I would rather put this hand 
into that fire and let it be burned off, than offer it to 
Lady Sarah Lidhurst." 

"Very likely. I don't doubt you think so," said 
Russell. 

" And I would do so," said Vivian. 

"Possibly. Yet .you might be embarrassed never- 
theless, if you found that you had raised expectations 
which you could not fulfil ; if you foimd yourself accused 
of having jilted this lady, and if all her friends were 
to say you had used her very ill. I know your nature, 
Vivian; these things would disquiet you very much: 
and is it not better to prevent them V 

" But neither Lady Sarah nor her friends blame me : 
I see no signs in the family of any of the thoughts or 
feelings you suppose." 

" Ladies — especially young and fashionable ladies- 
do not always show their thoughts or feelings," said 
Russell. 

" Lady Sarah Lidhurst has no thoughts or feelings," 
said Vivian, " no more than an automaton. I'll answer 
for her- -I am sure I can do her the justice to proclaim, 
that she has always, from the first moment I saw her 
till this instant, conducted herself towards me with the 
same petrified and petrifying propriety." 

" I do not know what petrified propriety exactly means," 
said Rtissell : " but let it mean what it may, it is nothing 
to the present purpose ; for the question is not about 
the propriety of Lady Sarah Lidhurst's conduct, but of 
yours. Now, allowing you to call her ladyship a petri- 
faction, or an automaton, or by whatever other name 
you please, still I apprehend that she is in reality a 
human creature, and a woman ; and I conceive it is the 
duty of a man of honour or honesty not to deceive her." 

" 1 would not deceive her, nor any woman living, 
upon any account," said Vivian. " But how is it possi- 
ble I can deceive her, when I tell you I never said a 
word about love or gallantry, nor any thing like it, to 
her in my Ijfe V 

" But you know language is convenUonali especially 
in gallantry," said Russell. 



*^ Trae ; but 111 swear the lan^age of my looks has 
been unequivocal, if that is what you mean.'' 
• ** Not exactly : there are certain signs by which the 
world JUDGES in these cases — if a gentleman is seen 
often with the same lady in public." 

^ Absurd, troublesome, ridiculous signs, which would 
put a stop to all society ; which would prevent a man 
from conversing with a woman, either in public or pri- 
vate; and must absolutely preclude one sex from ob- 
taining any real knowledge of the characters and dis- 
positions of the other." 

" I admit all you say — I feel the truth of it — I wish 
thil was changed in society ; it is a great inconvenience, 
a real evil," said Russell: "but an individual cannot 
alter a custom; and, as you have not, by your own 
account, any particular interest in becominj^ more inti- 
mately acquamted with the character and disposition of 
Lady Sarah Lidhurst, you will do well not to expose 
yourself ta any inconvenience on her account, by neg- 
lecting common received forms and opinions." 

" WeU ! well ! — say no more about it," said Vivian, 
impatiently ; " spare me all further logic and morality 
upon this subject, and I'll do what you please—only tell 
me what you would have me do." 

"Gradually withdraw yourself for some time from 
this house, and the report will die away of itself." 

"Withdraw myself! that would be very hard upon 
me !" cried Vivian ; " for this house is the most agreeable 
house in town to me ; because you live in it, in the first 
place ; and then, though the women are as stiff as pokers, 
one is always sure of meetiog all the pleasant and clever 
men at Glistonbury's good dinner. Let me tell you, 
good dinners, and good company, and good conversation, 
and good music, make altogether a very pleasant house, 
which I should be confoundedly sorry to be forced to 
give up." 

" I don't doubt it," said Russell ; " but we must often 
give up more even than this for the< sake of acting with 
consistency and honour ; we must sacrifice the less to 
the greater good ; and it is on these occasions that peo- 
ple show strength or weakness of mind." 

Vivian felt the justice of his friend's observations; 
resolved to foUow his advice ; and to withdraw himself 
gradually from the Glistonbury circle. He had not, 
however, steadmess enough to persist in this resolution ; 
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one engagement linked on another; and he would soon, 
probably, have relapsed into his habit of being continu* 
ally of their parties, if accident had not for a time sus- 
pended this intimacy, by leading him into another, whidi 
seemed to him still more attractive. 

Among the men of talents and political consequence 
whom he met at Lord Ghstonbury's was Mr. Wharton, 
whose conversation particularly pleased Vivian, ami who 
now courted his acquaintance with an eagerness which 
was peciUiarly flattering. Vivian knew him only as a 
man of great abilities ; with his real character he was 
not acquainted. Wharton had prepossessing manneis, 
and wit sufficient whenever he pleased to make the 
worse appear the better reason. In private or in puUic 
debate he had at his command, and could condescend 
to employ, all sorts of arms, and every possible mode 
of annoyance, from the most powerful artillery of logic 
to the lowest squib of humour. He was as little nice in 
the company he kept as in the style of his conversation. 
Frequently associating with fools, and willing even to be 
thought one, he made alternately his sport and advantage 
of the weakness and follies of mankind. Wharton was 
philosophically, politically, and fashionably profligate. 
After having ruined his private fortune by unbounded 
extravagance, he lived on — ^nobody knew how — in care- 
less profusion. In public life he made a distinguished 
figiure ; and seemed, therefore, to think himself raised 
above the necessity of practising any of the minor vir- 
tues of economy, prudence, or justice, which common 
people find essential to their well-being in society. Far 
from attempting to conceal, he gloried in his faidts ; for 
he knew full well, that so long as he had the voice of 
numbers with him, he could bully, or laugh, or shame 
plain reason and rigid principle out of countenance. It 
was his grand art to represent good sense as stupidity, 
and virtue as hypocrisy. Hypocrisy was, in his opinion, 
the only vice which merited the brand of infamy ; and 
from this he took sufficient care to prove, or at least to 
proclaim, himself free. Even while he offended against 
the decencies of life, there seemed to be something 
frank and graceful in his manner oi^ throwing aside all 
disguise. There appeared an air of superior liberality 
in his avowing himself to be governed by that absolute 
selfishness which other men strive to conceal even from 
their own hearts. He dexterously led his acquaintance 



TIVIAN. 47 

to infer that he would prove as much better than his 
professions, as other people are often found to be worse 
than theirs. Where he wished to please, it was scarcely 
possible to escape the fascination of his manner ; nor 
did he neglect any mode of courting popularity. He 
knew that a good table is necessary to attract even men 
of wit ; and he made it a point to have the very best 
cook, and the very best wines. He paid his cook, and 
his cook was the only person he did pay, in ready money. 
His wine merchant he paid m words— an art in wliich 
he was a professed Imd yet a successful adept, as hun- 
dreds of living ¥ritnesses were ready to attest. But 
though Wharton could cajole, he could not attach his 
fellow-creatures — ^he had a party, but no friend. With 
this distribution of things he was perfectly satisfied ; for 
he considered men only as beings who were to be worked 
to his purposes; and he declared, that, provided he had 
power over their interests and their humours, he cared 
not what became of their hearts. It was his policy to 
enlist young men of talents or fortune under his banners ; 
and consequently Vivian was an object worthy of his 
attention. Such was the disorder of Wharton's affairs, 
that either ready money or political power was neces- 
sary to his existence. Our hero could, at the same 
time, supply his extravagance and increase his conse- 
quence. Wharton thought that he could borrow money 
from Vivian, and that he might command his vote in 
parliament ; but to the accomplishment of these schemes 
there were two obstacles — Vivian was attached to an 
amiable woman, and was possessed of an estimable 
friend. Wharton had become acquainted with Russell 
at Lord Glistonbury's ; add in many arguments which 
they had held on pubhc affairs, had discovered that Rus- 
sell was not a man who ever preferred the expedient to 
the right, nor one who could be bullied or laughed out 
of his principles. He saw also that Russell's influence 
over Vivian was so great, that it supplied him with that 
strength of mind in which Vivian was naturally defi- 
cient : and if our hero should marry such a woman as 
Miss Sidney, Wharton foresaw that he should have no 
chance of succeeding in his designs ; therefore, his first 
objects were to detach Vivian from his friend RusseU 
and from Selina. One morning he called upon Vivian 
with a party of his friends, and found him writing. 
** Poetry !" cried Wharton^ carelessly looking at what 
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lie had been writing, " poetry, I protest ! Ay, I know 
this poor fellow's in love ; and every man who is in love 
is a poet, * with a woful ditty to his mistress's eyebrow.' 
Pray what colour may Miss Sidney's eyebrows be ? she 
is really a pretty girl — ^I think I remember seeing her at 
some races. Why does she never come to town % But 
of course she is not to blame for that, but her fortime, I 
suppose. Marrying a ^rl without a fortune is a serious 
thing in these expensive days; but you have fortune 
enough for both yourself and your wife, so you may do 
as you please. Well, I thank God I have no fortune ! 
If I had been a young man of fortune I should have 
been the most unhappy rascal upon earth, for I should 
have always suspected that every woman liked me for 
my wealth — I should have had no pleasure in the smiles 
of an angels-angels, or their mothers, are so venal now- 
adays, smd so fond of the pomps and vanities of this 
wicked world !" 

"I hope," said Vivian, laughing, " you don't include 
the whole sex in your satire." 

" No— there are exceptions— and every man has his 
angel of an exception, as every woman has her star : it 
is well for weak women when these stars of theirs dont 
lead them astray ; and well for weak men when these 
angel exceptions before marriage don't turn out very 
women or devils afterward. But why do I say all this ? 
because 1 am a suspicious scoundrel — ^I know and cant 
help it. If other fellows of my standing in this wicked 
world would but speak the truth, however, they would 
show as much suspicion and more than I do. Bad as I 
am, and such as I am, you see, and have the whole of 
me — ^nobody can say Wharton's a hypocrite ; that's some 
comfort. But, seriously, Vivian, I oon't mean to laugh 
at love and angels — I can just remember the time when 
I felt all jrour sort of romance — but that is in the preter- 
pluperfect tense with me — completely past — ambition is 
no bad cure for love. My head is, at this present mo- 
ment, so full of this new biU that we are bringing into 
parliament, that Cupid might empty his quiver upon me 
m vain. Look ! here is an impenetrable shield !'* added 
he, wrapping round him a thick printed copy of an act 
of parliament. " Come, Vivian, you must come along 
with us to the House, 

* And, mlx^ with imii, a nu yoa moti tppcw.*" 
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Viyian felt much ashamed of having been detected in 
writing a sonnet, especially as it afforded Wharton such 
a fine subject for raillery. He accompanied the party 
to the House of Commons, where Wharton made a bril- 
liant speech. It gained universal applause. Vivian 
sympathized in the general enthusiasm of admiration 
for Wharton's talents, accepted an invitation to sup 
with him, and was charmed by his convivial powers. 
From this day he grew every hour more intimate with 
Wharton. 

" I can enjoy," thought Vivian, " the pleasure of his so- 
ciety without being iiSuenced by his libertine example." 

Lady Mary Vivian saw the rise and progress of this 
intimacy, and was not insensible to its danger ; yet she 
was gratified by seeing her son distinguished by a man 
of Wharton's politicsu consequence ; and she satisfied 
her conscience by sajdng, " He will bring my son for- 
ward in public life ; and, as to the rest, Charles has too 
good principles ever to follow his example in private 
life." 

Wharton had too much address to alarm Vivian's 
moral prejudices on a first acquaintance. He contented 
himself with ridiculing only the exaggeration of any of 
the virtues, still affecting to believe in virtue, and to love 
it, wherever it could be found genuine. By the success 
of his first petty attacks, he learned the power that ridi- 
cule had over our hero's mind ; and he did not fail to 
make use of it continually. After having, as he per- 
ceived, succeeded in making Vivian ashamed of his son- 
net to Selina, and of appearing as a romantic lover, he 
doubted not but in time he should make true love itself 
ridiculous ; and Wharton thought it was now the moment 
to hazard another stroke, and to commence his attack 
against friendship. 

" Vivian, my good fellow ! why do you let yourself be 
ruled by that modem stoic in the form of Lord Lidhurst's 
tutor % I never saw any of these cold moralists who 
were real, warm-hearted, good friends. I have a notion 
I see more of Russell's play in the house where he has 
got than he thinks I do ; and I can form a shrewd guess 
why he was so zealous in warning you of the report 
about Lady Sarah Lidburst — he had his own snug rea- 
sons for wanting you away. Oh, trust me for scenting 
out self-interest, through sdl the doublings and vtrindings 
of your cunning moralist!" 

Vol. VHL— C 
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Reddening with indignation at this attack upon his 
friend, Vivian warmly replied, that Mr. Wharton ought 
to restrain his wit where the feelings of friendship and 
the character of a man of honour were concerned ; that 
he did not, in the least, comprehend his insinuations with 
regard to Russell; but that, for his own part, he had 
such firm reliance upon his friend's attachment and in- 
tegrity, that he was at any time ready to pledge his own 
honour for Russeirs, and to answer for it with his life. 

" Spare your heroics, my dear Vivian !" cried Whar- 
ton, laughing ; " for we are not in the days of Pylades 
and Orestes ; yet, upon my soul, instead of being as 
smgry with you as you are with me, at this instant I 
like you a thousand times the better for your enthu- 
siastic creduUty. For my part, I have, ever since I lived 
in the world and put away childish things, regretted 
that charming instinct of creduUty, which experience so 
fatally counteracts. I envy you, my dear boy. As to 
the rest, you know Russell's merits better than I do ; 
111 take him henceforward upon trust from you." 

Thus Wharton, finding that he was upon dangerous 
ground, made a timely retreat : the playful manner and 
open countenance with which he now spoke, and the 
quick transition that he made to other subjects of con- 
versation, prevented Vivian from suspecting that any 
settled design had been formed to detach him from Rus- 
sell. From this time forward, Wharton forbore raillery 
on love and friendship ; and, far from seeming desirous 
of interfering in Vivian's private concerns, appeared quite 
absorbed in politics. Avowing, as he did, that he was 
guided solely by his interest in public life, he laughed 
at Vivian for professing more generous principles. 

" I know," cried Wharton, " how to make use of a fine 
word, and to round a fine sentence, as well as the best 
of you ; but what a simpleton must he be who is cheated 
by his own sophistry ! An artist, an enthusiastic artist, 
who is generally half a madman, might fall in love with 
a statue of his own making ; but you never heard of a 
coiner, did you, who was cheated by his own bad shQ- 
ling? Patriotism and loyalty are counterfeit coin; I 
can't be taken in by them at my time of day." 

Vivian could not forbear to smile at the drollery and 
wit with which this profligate defended his want of integ- 
rity ; yet he sometimes seriously and warmly assertai 
his own principles. Upon these occasions, Whartoa 
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cither overpowered him by a fine flow of words, or els^ 
listened with the most flattering air of admiration, and 
silenced him by compliments to his eloquence. Vivian 
thought that he was quite secure of his own firmness ; 
but the contagion of bad example sometimes aflects the 
mind imperceptibly ; as certain noxious atmospheres 
steal upon the senses, and excite the most agreeable 
sensations, while they secretly destroy the principles 
of health and life. A day was fixed when a question of 
importance was to come on in the House of Commons. 
Wharton was extremely anxious to have Vivian's vote. 
Vivian, according to the parliamentary phrase, had not 
made up his mind on the subject. A heap of pamphlets 
on the question lay uncut upon his table. Every morn- 
ing he resolved to read them, that he might form his 
judgment, and vote according to his unbiased opinion ; 
but every morning he was interrupted by some of the 
fashionable idlers whom his facility of temper had in- 
dulged in the habit of haunting him daily. " Oh, Vivian ! 
we are going to such and such a place, and you must 
come with us !" was a mode of persuasion which he 
could not resist. 

" If I don't do as they do," thought he, " I shall be 
quite unfashionable. Russell may say what he pleases, 
but it is necessary to yield to one's companions in 
trifles. 

* * Whoerer would be pleased and please, 
Must do what others do with eaae.' » 

This couplet, which had been repeated to him by 
Wharton, recurred to him continually ; and thus Whar- 
ton, by slight means, in which he seemed to have no 
interest or design, prepared Vivian for his purposes, by 
working gradually on the easiness of his disposition. 
He always argued, that it could not possibly signify 
what he did with an hour or two of his day, tiU at last 
Vivian found that he had no hours of his own, that his 
whole time was at the disposal of others ; and now that 
he really wanted leisure to consider an important ques- 
tion, — when his credit as a member of the senate, and 
as a man just entering political life, depended on this 
decision, — he literally could not command time to read 
over the necessary documents. So the appointed day 
"Arrived before Vivian's opinion was formed ; and, from 
mere want of time to decide for himself, he voted as 

C 2 
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Wharton desired. Another and another political ques^ 
tion came on ; the same causes operated, and the sam^ 
consequences ensued. Wharton managed with great 
address, so as to prevent him from feeUngthat he gave 
up his free will. Before Vivian was aware of it, while 
he thought that he was perfectly independent of all par- 
ties, pubhc opinion had enrolled him among Wharton^s 
partisans. Of this Russell was the first to give him 
warning. Russell heard of it among the political leaders 
who met at Lord Glistonbury's finners; and, know- 
ing the danger there is of a young man^s committing 
hinfself on certain points, he, with the eagerness of a 
true friend, wrote immediately to put Vivian upon his 
guard : — 

" My dear VnriAN, 
" I am just going into the country with Lord Lidhurst, 
and perhaps may not return for some time. I cannot 
leave you without putting you on your guard once more 
against Mr. Wharton. I understand that you are thought 
to be one of his party, and that he countenances the re- 

Eort. Take care that you are not bound hand and foot 
efore you know where you are. 

" Your sincere friend, 

" H. Russell." 

With the natural frankness of his disposition, Vivian 
immediately spoke to Wharton upon the subject. 

"What! people say that you are one of ray party, do 
they V said Wharton : " I never heard this before, but 
1 am heartily glad to hear it. You are in for it now, 
Vivian : you are ohe of us ; and with us you must stand 
or fall." 

" Excuse me there," cried Vivian : " I am not of any 
party; and am determined to keep myself independent." 

" Do you remember the honest Quaker's answer to 
the man of no party 1" said Wharton. 

" No." 

" I think it was about the year '40, when party disputes 
about whig and tory ran high — ^but no matter what year, 
it will do for any time. A gentleman of imdeviating in- 
tegrity, an independent man, just such a man as Mr. 
Vivian, offered himself candidate for a town in the east, 
west, north, or south of England — no matter where, it 
will do for any place ; and the first person whose vote 
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he solicited was a Quaker, who asked him whether he 
was a whig or tory 1 — * Neither. I am an independent, 
moderate man ; and when the members of administra- 
tion are right, I will vote with them — when wrong, 
against them.' 'And be these really thy principles!' 
quoth the Quaker ; * then a vote of mine thou shalt 
never have. Thou seest my door, it leadeth into the 
street ; the right-hand side of which is for the tory, the 
left for the whi^ ; and for a cold-blooded moderate man, 
like thee, there is the kennel, and into it thou wilt be 
jostled, for thou beest not decided enough for any other 
situation.'" 

" But why should the moderate man be condemned to 
the kennel V said Vivian. " Was there no middle to 
your Quaker's road ? A stout man cannot be easilt 
jostled into the kennel." 

"Pshaw! pshaw!" said Wharton, "jesting out of 
the question, a man is nothing in public hfe, or worse 
than nothing, a trimmer, unless he joins a party, and xror 
less he abides by it, too." 

" As long as the party is in the right, I presume you 
mean," said Vivian. 

" Right or wrong !" cried Wharton, " a man must 
abide by his party. No power, and no popularity, trust 
me, without it ! — Better stride on the greasy heads of the 
mob than be trampled under their dirtier feet. An armed 
neutrality may be a good thing ; but an unarmed neu- 
trality is fit only for fools. Besides, in Russell's grand 
style, I can bring down the ancients upon you, and tell 
you that when the commonwealth is in danger he cannot 
be a good man who sides with neither party." 

"If it be so necessary to join a party, and if, after 
once joining it I must abide by it right or wrong, for 
life," said Vivian, "it behooves me to consider well 
before I commit myself; and, before I go into the ranks, 
I must see good reason to confide, not only in the abili- 
ties, but in the integrity and public virtue of my leader." 

" Public virtue ! sounds fresh from college," said 
Wharton ; " I would as soon, and sooner, hear a school- 
boy read his theme as hear a man begin to prose about 
public virtue — especially a member of parliament. Keep 
that phrase, my dear Vivian, till some of the treasury 
bench come to court you; then look superb, like a 
French tragic actor, swelling out your chest and throw- 
ing the head over the left shoulder-^thus — exclaim, 
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* Public virtue forbid !' — Practise ! practise ! — ^for if yoH 
do it well, it maybe worth a loud huzza to you yet ; or, 
better still, a snug place or pension. But stay tiU you're 
asked — stay till you're asked — ^that's the etiquette ; never 
till then let me hear public virtue come out of your lips, 
else you'll raise suspicion of your virtue, and lower 
your price. What would you think of a pretty actress 
who began to talk to you of her reputation before you 
put it in any danger ! Oh, Vivian ! my honest fellow ! 
unless you would make me think you know better than 
thousands that have gone before you, never let me hear 
from your lips again, till the proper time, the hypocriti- 
cal state phrase — ^public virtue." 

" I had always, till now, imderstood that it was pos- 
sible to be a patriot without being a hjrpocrite," replied 
Vivian ; " I always understood that Mr. Wharton was 
a patriot." 

" A very fair sarcasm on me," said Wharton, laugh- 
ing. " But you know I'm a sad dog ; never set myself 
up for a pattern man. Come I let's home to dinner, 
and a truce with politics and morality. I find, Vrvran, 
you're a sturdy fellow, and must have your own way ; 
no bending, no leading you, I see. Well ! it is a good 
thing to have so much strength of mind : I envy you." 

It must be recorded to the credit of our hero, that, in 
defiance of Wharton's raillery, he talked, and— oh ! still 
more wonderful ! — thought of public virtue^ during 
nearly half of his first session in parliament. But, alas I 
while his political principles thus withstood the force 
of ridicule, temptation soon presented itself to Vivian 
in a new shape, and in a form so seducing, as to draw 
his attention totally away from politics, and to put his 
private, if not his public, honour in the most imminent 
peril. 



CHAPTER IV. 



One morning, as Vivian was walking with Mr. Whar- 
ton up Bond-street, they were met by a party of fash- 
ionable loungers, one of whom asked whether Mrs 
Wharton was not come to town yet. 
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*' Mrs. Wharton I" said Vivian, with an air of sur- 
prise. 

" Yes, she came to town this morning," said Whar- 
ton, carelessly ; then laughing, as he turned to look at 
Vivian, " Vivian, my good fellow ! what smites you 
with such surprise? Did not you know 1 was mar- 
ried V 

" I suppose I must have heard it ; but I really forgot 
it," said Vivian. 

" There you had the advantage of me," said Wharton, 
still laughing. " But if you never heard of Mrs. Whar- 
ton before, keep your own secret ; for I can tell you 
she would never forgive you, though I might. Put a 
good face on the matter at any rate ; and swear you've 
heard so much of her that you were dying to see her. 
Some of these gentlemen, who have nothing else to do, 
will introduce you whenever you please." 

" And cannot I," said Vivian, " have the honour of 
your introduction 1" 

" Mine ! the worst you could possibly have. The 
honour, as you are pleased to call it, would be no favour, 
I assure you. The honour ! — honour of a husband's in- 
troduction! What a novice you are, or would make 
me believe you to be*! But, seriously, I am engaged 
to-day at Glistonbury's : so, good morning to you." 

Accustomed to hear Wharton talk in the freest man- 
ner of women and marriage in general, and scarcely 
having heard him mention his own wife, Vivian had, as 
he said, absolutely forgotten that Wharton was a mar- 
ried man. When he was introduced to Mrs. Wharton, 
he was still more surprised at her husband's indifference ; 
for he beheld a lady in all the radiance of beauty, and 
all the elegance of fashion: he was so much dazzled by 
her charms, that he had not immediately power or in- 
clination to examine what her understanding or disposi- 
tion might be ; and he could only repeat to himself, 
" How is it possible that Wharton can be indifferent to 
such a beautiful creature !" 

Incapable of feeling any of what he called the ro- 
mance of love, the passion, of course, had always been 
with Mr. Wharton of a very transient nature. Tired 
of his wife's person, he showed his indifference without 
scruple or ceremony. Notorious and glorying in his 
gallantries, he was often heard to declare, that no price 
was too high to be paid for beauty, except a man's 
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liberty ; but that was a sacrifice which he would never 
make to any woman, especially to a wife. Marriage 
TOWS and custom-house oaths he classed in the same 
order of technical forms, — nowise binding on the coo- 
science of any but fools and dupes. While the husband 
went on in this manner, the wife satisfied herself by in 
dulgence in her strongest passions — ^the passion for 
dress and public admiration. Childishly eager to set 
the fashion in trifles, she spent unconscionable sums 
oh her pretty person ; and devoted all her days, or rather 
all her nights, to pubhc amusements. So insatiable and 
restless is the passion for admiration, that she was never 
happy for half an hour together, at any place of public 
amusement, unless she fixed the gaze of numbers. The 
first winter after her marriage she enjoyed the preroga- 
tives of a fashionable beauty ; but the reign of fashion 
is more transient even than the bloom of beauty. Mrs. 
Wharton's beauty soon grew familiar, and faded in the 
public eye ; some newer face was this season the mode. 
Mrs. Wharton appeared twice at the opera in the most 
elegant and becoming dresses ; but no one followed her 
lead. Mortified, and utterly dejected, she felt with 
the keenest anguish the first symptoms of the decline 
of pubhc admiration. It was just at this period, when 
she was miserably in want of the consolations of flattery, 
that Vivian's acquaintance with her commenced. Gi*ati- 
fied by the sort of dehghted surprise which she saw in 
his countenance the first moment he beheld her, seeing 
that he was an agreeable man, and knowing that he was 
a man of fortune and family, she took pains to please 
him by all the common arts of coquetry. But his 
vanity was proof against these : the weakness of the 
lady's understanding and the frivolity of her character 
were for some weeks sufiicient antidotes against all the 
power of her personal charms ; so much so, that at this 
period he often compared, or rather contrasted, Mrs. 
Wharton and Selina, and blessed his happy fate. He 
wrote to his friend Russell soon after he was introduced 
to this celebrated beauty, and drew a strong and just 
parallel between the characters of these two ladies : he 
concluded with saying, " Notwithstanding your well- 
founded dread of the volatihty of my character, you will 
not, I hope, my dear Russell, do me the injustice to ap- 
prehend that I am in any danger from the charms of 
Mrs. Wharton." 



Vivian wrote with perfect nncehty; he belieired it 
to be impossible that he could ever become attached 
^o such a woman as Mrs. Wharton, even if she had not 
been married, and the wife of his Mend. So, in all the 
security of conscious contempt, he went every day to 
wait upon her, or rather to meet agreeable company at 
her house, — a house in which all that was fashionable 
and dissipated assembled ; where beauty, and talents, 
and rank met and mingled ; and where political or other 
arrangements prevented the host and hostess from 
scrupulously excluding some whose characters were 
not free from suspicion. Lady Mary Vivian never went 
to Mrs. Wharton's; but she acknowledged that she 
knew many ladies of unblemished reputations who 
thought it no impropriety to visit there ; and Mrs. Whar- 
ton's own character she knew was hitherto unimpeached. 
" She is, indeed, a woman of a cold, selfish temper," 
said Lady Mary ; " not likely to be led into danger by 
the tender passion, or by any of the delusions of the 
imagination." 

Vivian agreed with his mother in this opinion, and 
went on pa3ring his devoirs to her every day. It was 
the fashion of the times, and pecuUarly the mode of this 
house, for the gentlemen to pay exclusive attention to 
matrons. Few of the young men seemed to think it 
worth while to speak to an unmarried woman in any 
company ; and the few who might be inclined to it were, 
as they declared, deterred by the danger : for either the 
young ladies themselves or their mothers immediately 
formed expectations and schemes of drawing them into 
matrimony — ^the grand object of the ladies' wishes and 
of the gentlemen's fears. The men said they could not 
si)eak to an unmarried woman, or even dance with her 
more than twice, without its being reported that they 
were going to be married; and then the friends and 
relatives of the young ladies pretended to thinlc them in^ 
jured and ill-treated, if these reports were not realized. 
Our hero had some slight experience of the truth of these 
complaints in his own case with the Lady Sarah Lid- 
hurst : he willingly took the rest upon trust — ^believed 
all the exaggerations of his companions — and began to 
think it prudent and necessary to follow their example, 
and confine his attentions to married women. Many 
irresistible reasons concurred to make Mrs. Wharton 
the most convenient and proper person to whom he 
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could pay this sort of homage : besides she seemed to 
fall to his share by lot and necessity ; for, at Wharton^» 
house, every other lady and every other gentleman be- 
ing engaged in gallantry, play, or politics, Mrs. Wharton 
must have been utterly neglected if Vivian had not paid 
her some attention. Common politeness absolutely re- 
quired it ; the attention became a matter of course, and 
was habitually expected. StiU he had not the slightest 
design of going beyond the line of modem politeness ; 
but, in certain circumstances, people go wrong a great 
way before they are aware that they have gone a single 
step. It was presently repeated to Mr. Vivian, by some 
of Mrs. Wliarton's confidants, in whispers, and under 
the solemn promise of secrecy, that he certainly was a 
prodigious favourite of hers. He laughed, and affected 
to disbelieve the insinuation: it made its impression, 
however ; and he was secretly flattered by the idea of 
being a prodigious favourite with such a beautiful young 
creature. In some moments he saw her with eyes of 
compassion, pitying her for the neglect with which she 
was treated by her husband : he began to attribute much 
of her apparent frivolity, and many of her faults, more 
to the want of a guide and a friend than to a deficiency 
of understanding or defects of character. Mrs. Whar- 
ton had just sufficient sense to be cunning — ^this implies 
but a very small portion : she perceived the aidvantage 
which she gained by thus working upon Vivian's vanity 
snd upon his compassion. She continued her opera- 
tions, without being violently vinterested in their suc- 
cess ; for she had at first only a general wish to at- 
tract his attention, because he was a fashionable young 
man. 

One morning, when he called upon Wharton to ac- 
company him to the House of Commons, he found Mrs. 
Wharton in tears, her husband walking up and down 
the room in evident ill-humour. He stopped speaking- 
when Vivian entered ; and Mrs. Wharton endeavoured, 
or seemed to endeavour, to conceal her emotion. She 
began to play on her harp; and Wharton, addressing 
himself to Vivian, talked of the politics of the day. 
There was some incoherence in the conversation ; for 
A^ivian's attention was distracted by the air that Mrs. 
Wharton was playing, of which he was passionately 
fond. 

" There's no possibility of doing any thing while there 
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is such a cursed noise in the room !" cried Wharton. 
** Here I have the heads of this bill to draw up — I cannot 
endure to have music wherever I go." 

He snatched up his papers and retired to an adjoining 
apartment, begging that Vivian would wait one quarter 
of an hour for him. — Mrs. Wharton's tears flowed afresh, 
and she looked beautiful in tears. 

" You see — ^you see, Mr. Vivian — and I am ashamed 
you should see — ^how I am treated. I am, indeed, the 
most unfortunate creature upon the face of the earth ; 
and nobody in this world has the least compassion for 
me !" 

Vivian's countenance contradicted this last assertion 
most positively. Mrs. Wharton imderstood this; and 
her attitude of despondency was the most gradeful im- 
aginable. 

" My dear Mrs. Wharton" — (it was the first time our 
hero had ever called her " his dear Mrs. Wharton ;" but 
it was only a platonic dear)— "you take trifles much 
too seriously — ^Wharton was hurried by business — a mo- 
ment's impatience must be forgiven." 

" A moment '." repUed Mrs. Wharton, casting up to 
heaven her beautiful eyes — " Oh ! Mr. Vivian, how Uttle 
do you know of him ! — ^I am the most miserable creature 
that ever existed ; but there is not a man upon earth to 
whona I would say so except yourself." 

Vivian could not help feeling some gratitude for this 
distinction ; and as he leaned over her harp with an air 
of unusual interest, he said he hoped he should ever 
prove himself worthy of her esteem and confidence. 

At this instant Wharton interrupted the conversation, 
by passing hastily through the room. " Come, Vivian," 
snid he ; " we shall be very late at the House." 

" We shall see you again of course at dinner 1" said 
Mrs. Wharton to Vivian in a low voice. Our hero re- 
plied by an assenting bow. 

Five minutes afterward he repented that he had ac- 
cepted the invitation, because he foresaw that he should 
resume a conversation which was at once interesting 
and embarrassing. He felt that it was not right to be- 
come the depositary of this lady's complaints against 
her husband ; yet he had been moved by her tears, and 
the idea that he was the only man in the world to whom 
she would open her heart upon such a delicate subject 
witerested him irresistibly in her favour. He retqn3ie4 
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in the evening, and was flattered by observing, that 
among the crowd of company^ by which she was sur* 
rounded he was instantly distmguished. He was per- 
fectly persuaded of the innocence of her intentions ; 
and, as he was attached to another woman, he fancied 
that he could become the friend of the beautiful Mrs. 
Wharton without danger. The first time he had an op- 
portunity of speaking to her in private, he expressed thSs 
idea in the manner that he thought the most delicately 
flattering to her self-complacency. Mrs. Wharton 
seemed to be perfectly satisfied with this conduct ; and 
declared, that unless she had been certain that he was 
not a man of gallantry, she should never have placed 
any confidence in his friendship. 

^' I consider you," said she, " quite as a married man : 
— ^by-the-by, when are you to be married, and what 
sort of a person is Miss Sidney ? I am told she is ex- 
cessively handsome, and amiable, and sensible. What 
a happy creature she is ! — -just going to be united to the 
man sne loves !" Here the lady gave a profound sigh ; 
and Vivian had an opportunity of observing that she had 
the longest dark eyelashes he had ever seen. 

" I was married," continued she, " before I knew what 
I was about. You know Mr. Wharton can be so charm- 
ing when he pleases — and then he was so much in love 
with me, and swore he would shoot himself if I would 
not have him — and all that sort of thing. I protest I 
was terrified ; and 1 was quite a child, you know. I had 
been out but six weeks, and I thought I was in love with 
him. That was because I did not know what love was 
— then ; — ^besides, he hurried and teased me to such a 
degree ! After all, I*ra convinced I married him more 
out of compassion than any thing else ; and now you see 
how he treats me ! — most barbarously and tyrannically I 
But I would not give the least hint of this to any man liv- 
ing but yourself. I conjure you to keep my secret — and 
— ^pity me ! — that is all I ask — pity me sometimes, when 
your thoughts are not absorbed in a happier manner." 
Vivian's generosity was piqued : he could not be so 
selfish as to be engrossed exclusively by his own feli- 
city. He thought that delicacy should induce him to 
foAear expatiating upon Selina's virtues and accom- 
plishments, or upon his passion. He carried this deli- 
cacy so far that sometimes for a fortnight or three 
weeks he never mentioned her nama He could not 
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but observe that Mrs. Wharton did not like him the less 
for this species of sacrifice. It may be observed, that 
Mrs. Wharton managed her attack upon Vivian with 
more art than could be expected from so silly a woman , 
but we must consider that all her faculties were concen- 
trated on one object ; so that she seemed to have an 
instinct for coquetry. The most silly animals in the 
creation, from the insect tribe upwards, show, on some 
occasions, where their interests are immediately con- 
cerned, a degree of sagacity and ingenuity which, com- 
pared with their ususd imbeciUt'y, appears absolutely 
wonderful. The opinion which Vivian had early formed 
of the weakness of this lady's understanding prevented 
him from being on his guard against her artifices ; he 
could not conceive it possible that he should be duped 
by a person so obviously his inferior. With a woman 
of talents and knowledge he might have been sus- 
picious ; but there was nothing in Mrs. Wharton to alarm 
his pride or to awaken his fears : he fancied that he 
could extricate himself in a moment, and with the slight- 
est effort, from any snares which she could contrive ; 
and under this persuasion, he neglected to make even 
that shght effort, and thus continued from hour to hour 
in voluntary captivity. 

Insensibly Vivian became more interested for Mrs. 
Wharton ; and, at the same time, submitted with in- 
creased facility to the influence of her husband. It was 
necessary that he should have some excuse to the world, 
and yet more to his own conscience, for being so con- 
stantly at Wharton's. The pleasure he took in Whar- 
ton's conversation was still a sort of involuntary excuse 
to himself for his intimacy with the lady. " Wharton's 
wit, more than Mrs. Wharton's beauty," thought he, " is 
the attraction that draws me here — I am full as ready 
to be of his parties as of hers ; and this is the best proof 
that all is as it should be." 

Wharton's parties were not always such as Vivian 
would have chosen ; but he was pressed on without 
power of resistance. For instance, one night Wharton 
was going with Lord Pontipool and a set of dissipated 
young men, to the house of a lady who made herself 
fashionable by keeping a faro-bank. 

" Vivian, you'll come along with us V said Wharton. 
" Come, we must have you — unless you are more hap- 
pily engaged." 
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His eye glanced with a mixture of contempt and jeal- 
ousy upon his wife. Mrs. Wharton^s alarmed and im- 
ploring countenance at the same moment seemed to say, 
**For Heaven's sake go with him, or I am undone." 
In such circumstances it was impossible for Vivian to 
say no ; he followed immediately ; acting, as he thought, 
from a principle of honour and generosity. Wharton 
was not a man to give up the advantage which he had 
gained. Every day he showed more capricious jealousy 
of his wife, though he at the same time expressed the 
most entire confidence in the honour of his friend. 
Vivian still thought he could not do too much to con- 
vince him that his confidence was not misplaced ; and 
thus, to protect Mrs. Wharton from suspicion, he yielded 
to all her husband's wishes. Vivian now felt frequently 
ashamed of his conduct, but always proud of ms mo- 
tives ; and, with ingenious sophistry, he justified to him- 
self the worst actions, by pleading that he did them with 
the best intentions. 



CHAPTER V. 

By this time Lady Mary Vivian began to hear hints of her 
son's attachment to Mrs. Wharton ; and, much alarmed, 
she repented having encouraged him to form a politi- 
cal or fashionable intimacy with the Whartons. Sud- 
denly awakened to the perception of the danger, Lady 
Mary was too vehement in her terror. She spoke with 
so much warmth and indignation, that there was little 
chance of her counsels being of use. 

" But, my dear madam, it is only a platonic attach- 
ment," argued Vivian, as his mother represented to him 
that the world talked loudly of his intimacy with Mrs. 
Wharton. 

"A platonic attachment! — Fashionable, dangerous 
sophistry !" said Lady Mary. 

" Why so, ma'am 1" said her son, warmly ; " and why 
should we mind what the world says 1 The world is so 
fond of scandal, that a man and woman cannot have any 
degree of friendship for one another without a hue and 
cry being immediately raised — and all the prudes and co- 
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^uettes join at once in believing, or pretending to believe, 
that there must be something wrong. No wonder such 
a pretty woman as Mrs. Wharton cannot escape envy, 
and, of course, censure ; but her conduct can defy the 
utmost malice of her enemies." 

" I hope so," said Lady Mary ; " and, at all events, I am 
not one of them. I know and care very little about 
Mrs. Wharton, whom 1 have always been accustomed 
to consider as a frivolous, silly woman ; but what I wish 
to say, though I fear I have lost your confidence, and 
that my advice will not — ^" 

" Frivolous ! silly !" interrupted Vivian ; " believe me, 
my dear mother, you and half the world are, and have 
been, under a great mistake about her understanding 
and character." 

" Her forming aplatonic friendship with a young man 
is no great proof of her sense or of her virtue," said 
liady Mary. " The danger of platonic attachments, I 
thought, had been sufficiently understood. Pray, my 
dear Charles, never let me hear more from you of pla- 
tonics with married women." 

" I won't use the expression, ma'am, if you have any 
objection to it," said Vivian, " but, mother, you wish me 
to live in the most fashionable company, and yet you 
desire me not to live as they live, and talk as they talk : 
now, that is next to impossible. Pardon me, but I should 
not have thought," added he, " that you, who like most 
things that are fashionable, would object to vlatcmicsy 

" Object to them ! — 1 despise, detest, aohor them ! 
Platonics have been the ruin of more women, the de- 
struction of the peace of more families, than open prof- 
ligacy ever could have accomplished. Many a married 
woman, who would have started with horror at the idea 
of beginning an intrigue, has been drawn in to admit of 
a platonic attachment. And many a man who would 
as soon have thought of committing murder as of se- 
ducing his friend's wife has allowed himself to commence 
a platonic attachment ; and how these end, all the world 
knows." 

Struck by these words, Vivian suddenly quitted his 
air of raillery, and became serious. Had his mother 
stopped there, and left the rest to his good sense and 
awakened perception of danger, all would have been 
well ; but she was ever prone to say too much ; and, in 
her ardour to prove herself to be in the right, forgot that 
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people are apt to be shocked, by having it pointed out 
that they are utterly in the wrong. 

" Indeed, the very word platonics," pursued she, " is 
considered, by those who have seen any thing of life, as 
the mere watchword of knaves or dupes ; of those who 
deceive, or of those who wish to be deceived." 

" Be assured, ma'am," said Vivian, " that Mrs. Whar^ 
ton is not one of those who wish either to deceive or 
to be deceived ; and as to myself, I hope I am as far 
from any danger of being a dupe as of being a knave. 
My connexion with Mrs. Wharton is perfectly innocent ; 
it is justified by the example of hundreds and thousands 
every day in the fashionable world ; and I should do 
her and myself great injustice, if I broke off our in- 
timacy suddenly, as if I acknowledged that it was 
improper." 

" And what can be more improper ? since you force 
me to speak plainly," cried Lady Mary ; " what can be 
more improper than such an intimacy, especially in your 
circumstances ?" 

" My circumstances ! What circumstances, ma'am V 

" Have you forgotten Miss Sidney V 

" By no means, ma'am," said Vivian, colouring deeply ; 
" Mrs. Wharton is well apprized, and was, from the first 
moment of our friendship, clearly informed of my — en- 
gagements with Miss Sidney." 

" And how do they agree with your attachment to Mrs. 
Wharton ?" 

" Perfectly well, ma'am — ^Mrs. Wharton understands 
all that perfectly well, ma'am." 

" And Miss Sidney ! do you think she will understand 
it 1 — and is it not extraordmary that I should think more 
of her feelings than you do ?" 

At these questions Vivian became so angry, that he 
was incapable of Ustening fiuther to reason, or to the 
best advice, even from a mother for whom he had the 
highest respect. The mother and son parted with feel- 
ings of mutual dissatisfaction. 

Vivian, from that spirit of opposition so often seen in 
weak characters, went immediately from his mother's 
lecture to a party at Mrs. Wharton's. Lady Mary, in the 
mean time, sat down to write to Miss Sidney. What- 
ever reluctance she had originally felt to her son's mar- 
riage with this young lady, it must be repeated, to her 
lac'yship's credit, that Selina's honourable and disinter- 



ested conduct had won her entire approbation. She 
wrote, therefore, in the strongest terms to press the im- 
mediate conclusion of that match, which she now con- 
sidered as the only chance of securing her son's morals 
and happiness. Her letter concluded with these words : 

" I shall expect you in town directly. Do not, my dear, 
let any idle scruples prevent you from coming to my 
house. Consider that my happiness, your own, and my 
son's depend upon your compliance. I am persuaded 
that the moment he sees you, the moment you exert 
your power over him, he will be himself again. But, 
believe me, I know the young men of the present day 
better than you do : their constancy is not proof against 
absence. If he lose the habit of seeing and conversing 
with you, I cannot answer for the rest. — ^Adieu ! I am 
so much harassed by my own thoughts, and by the 
reports I hear, that I scarcely know what I write. Pray 
come immediately, my dear Selina, that I may talk to 
you of many subjects on which I don't like to trust 
myself to write. My feeUngs have been too long 
repressed. — ^I must unburden my heart to you. You 
only can console and assist me ; and, independently of 
all other considerations, you owe to my friendship for 
you, SeUna, not to refuse this first request I ever oiade 
you. — Farewell ! 1 shall expect to see you as soon as 
possible. 

" Yours, &c. 

" St. Jameses-street, " Mary Vivian." 

In this letter. Lady Mary Vivian had not explained 
the nature of her son's danger, or of her fears for him. 
Motives of delicacy had prevented her from explicitly 
telling Miss Sidney her suspicions that Vivian was at- 
tached to a married woman. " Selina," said her lady- 
ship to herself, " must, probably, have heard the report 

from Mr. G , who is so often at her mother's; 

therefore there can be no necessity for my saying 
any more than I hav^ done. She will understand my 
hints." 

Unfortunately, however. Miss Sidney did not compre- 
hend, or in the least suspect, the most material part of 
the truth; she understood simply, from Lady Mary's 
letter, that Vivian's affections wavered, and she ima- 
gined that he was, perhaps, on the point of making mat^ 
rimonial proposals for some fashionable belle, probably 
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for one of the Lady Lidhursts; but the idea of his be*> 
coming attached to a married woman never entered her 
thoughts. Many motives conspired to incline Selina to 
accept of the invitation. The certainty that Lady Mary 
would be highly offended by a refusal ; the hint, that her 
influence over Vivian would operate immediately, and in 
all its force, if he were to see and converse with her ; 
and that, on the contrary, absence might extinguish his 
passion for ever ; curiosity to learn precisely the nature 
of the reports which his mother had heard to his dis- 
advantage ; but, above all, a fond wish to be nearer to 
the man she loved, and to have daily opportunities of 
seeing him, prompted Selina to comply with La/'.y 
Mary^s request. On the contrary, good sense and d jli- 
cacy represented, that she had released Vivian from all 
promises, all engagements ; that, at parting, she had 
professed to leave him perfectly at liberty; that it 
would, therefore, be as indelicate as imprudent to make 
such an attempt to reclaim his inconstant heart. She 
had told him, that she desired to have proof of the stea- 
diness, both of his character and of his attachment, be- 
fore she could consent to marry him. From this deci- 
sion she could not, she would not recede. She had the 
fortitude to persist in this resolution. She wrote to 
Lady Mary Vivian in the kindest, but, at the same* time, 
in the most decided terms, declining the tempting 
invitation. 

It happened that Vivian was with his mother at the 
moment when Selina's answer arrived. In the firm 
belief that such a pressing invitation as she had sent, to 
a person in Selina^s circumstances and of Selina's tem- 
per, could not be refused, her ladyship had made it a 
point with her son to dine tite-d-tSte with her this day ; 
and she had been talking to him, in the most eloquent 
but imprudent manner, of the contrast between the 
characters of Mrs. Wharton and Miss Sidney. He pro- 
tested that his esteem and love for Miss Sidney were 
unabated ; yet when his mother told him that he would, 
perhaps, in a few minutes see his Selina, he changed 
colour, grew embarrassed and melancholy, and thus by 
his looks effectually contradicted his words. He was 
roused from his revery by the arrival of Selina's letter. 
His mother's disappointment and anger were expressed 
in the strongest terms, when she found that Selina de- 
clined her invitation ; but, such are the quick and seem^ 
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ingly perverse turns of the human heart, Vivian grew 
warm in Selina^s defence the moment that his mother 
became angry with her : he read her letter with tender 
emotion, for he saw through the whole of it the strength, 
as well as the delicacy, of her attachment. All that 
his mother^s praises had failed to e£fect was immediately 
accomplished by this letter ; and he, who but an instant 
before dreaded to meet Selina, now that she refused to 
come was seized with a strong desire to see her ; his 
impatience was so great, that he would willingly have 
set out that instant for the country. Men of such char- 
acters as Vivian's are peculiarly jealous of their free- 
will ; and, precisely because they know that they are 
easily led, they resist, in affairs of the heart especially, 
the slightest appearance of control. 

Lady Mary was delighted to hear her son declare his 
resolution to leave town the next morning, and to see 
Miss Sidney as soon as possible ; but she could not for- 
bear reproaching him for not doing what she wanted 
precisely in the manner in which she had planned that 
it should be done. I 

" I see, my dear Charles," cried she, " that even when 
you do right, I must not flatter myself that it is owing 
to any influence of mine. Give my compUments to 
Miss Sidney, and assure her that 1 shall in future for- 
bear to injure her in your opimon by my interference, 
or even by expressing my approbation of her character. 
My anger, it is obvious, has served her better than my 
kindness ; and therefore she has no reason to regret tliat 
my aflection has been lessened, as I confess it has been, 
by her late conduct." 

The next morning, when Vivian was prepared to leave 
town, he called upon Wharton, to settle with him about 
some political business which was to be transacted in 
his absence. Wharton was not at home — ^Vivian knew 
that it would be best to avoid seeing Mrs. Wharton; 
but he was afraid that she would be offended, and he 
could not help sacrificing a few minutes to politeness. The 
lady was alone; apparently very languid, and charm- 
ingly melancholy. Before Vivian could explain him* 
self, she poured forth, in siUy phrases, but in a voice 
that made even nonsense please, a variety of reproaches 
for his having absented himself for such a length of time. 
"Positively she would keep him prisoner, now that 
she had him safe once more." To be kept prisoner by 
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a fair lady was so flattering, that it was full an hour 
before he could prevail upon himself to assert his liber^ 
— ^the fear of giving pain, indeed, influenced him stm 
more than vanity. At last, when Mrs. Wharton spoke 
of her engagements for the evening, and seemed to take 
it for granted that he would be of her party, he sum- 
moned resolution suflicient — Oh! wonderful effort of 
courage ! — to tell her, that he was under a necessity of 
leaving town immediately. 

" Going, 1 presume, to — ^" 

" To the country," said Vivian, firmly. 

" To the country ! — No, no, no ; say, at once, to Se- 
lina ! — Tell me the worst in one word !" 

Astonished beyond measure, Vivian had not power to 
move. The lady fell back on the sofa in violent hys- 
terics. Otir hero trembled lest any of her servants 
should come in, or lest her husband should, at his re- 
turn, find her in this condition, and discover the cause. 
He endeavoured in vain to sooth and compose the 
weeping fair one : he could not have the barbarity to 
leave her in this state. By sweet degrees she recov- 
ered her recollection — was in the most lovely confusion 
— asked where she was — and what was going to happen. 
Vivian had not the rashness to run the risk of a second 
fit of hysterics ; he gave up all thoughts of his journey 
for this day, and the lady recovered her spirits in the 
most flattering manner. Vivian intended to postpone 
his journey only for a single day; but, after he had 
yielded one point, he found that there was no receding. 
He was now persuaded that Mrs. Wharton was mise- 
rable ; that she would never forgive herself for having 
betrayed the state of her heart. His self-love pleaded 
powerfully in her favour : he considered that her hus- 
band treated her with mortifying neglect, and provoked 
the spirit of retaliation by his gallantries. Vivian fan- 
cied that Mrs. Wharton's attachment to him might 
render her wretched, but would never make her crimi- 
nal. With sophistical delicacy he veiled his own mo- 
tives; and, instead of following the plain dictates of 
reason, he involved his understanding in that species of 
sentimental casuistry which confounds all principles of 
right and wrong. But the dread that he felt, lest Whar- 
ton should discover what was going on, might have suf- 
ficiently convinced him that he was not acting honour- 
ably. The suspicions which Mr. Wharton formerly 
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showed of his wife seemed now to be completely lulled 
asleep ; and he gave Vivian continually such proofs of 
confidence as stiuig him to the soul. By an absurd, but 
not an uncommon error of self-love, Vivian was induced 
to believe, that a man who professed to cheat mankind 
in general behaved towards him in particular with strict 
honour, and even with unparalleled generosity. Hon- 
esty was too vulgar a virtue for Wharton ; but honour, 
the aristocratic, exclusive virtue of a gentleman, he 
laid claim to in the highest tone. The very frankness 
with which Wharton avowed his libertine principles 
with respect to women convinced Vivian that he had 
not the slightest suspicion that these could be immedi- 
ately appUed to the ruin of his own wife. 

" How can you, my dear Wharton, talk in this man- 
ner!" said Vivian once, when he had been speaking 
with great freedom. " But it is better," aclded he, with 
a sigh, " to speak than to act like a villain." 

" Villain!" repeated Wharton, with a sarcastic laugh ; 
" you are grown quite ridiculous, Vivian : I protest I 
don't understand you. Women nowadays are surely 
able, if not willing enough, to take care of themselves ; 
and villains^ though they were very common in the 
time of Miss Clarissa Harlowe, and of all the tragedy 
queens of the last century, are not to be heard of in 
these days. Any strange tales of those male monsters 
called seducers coidd gain credit during the ages of 
ignorance and credulity; but now, the enlightened 
world cannot be imposed upon by such miracles ; and a 
gentleman may be a man of gallantry — ^nay, even a lady 
may be a woman of gallantry — without being hooted 
out of society as a monster; at all events, the blame is, 
as it should be, equally divided between the parties 
concerned ; and if modern lovers quarrel, they do not 
die of grief, but settle their differences in a court of law, 
where a spinster may have her compensation foit a 
breach of contract of marriage ; a father or a husband 
their damages for the loss of the company, affection, 
solace, services, &c., as the case may oe, of his wife 
or daughter. All this is perfectly well understood ; and 
the terrors of law are quite sufficient, without the ter- 
rors of sentiment. If a man punish himself, or let him- 
self be punished, twice for the same offence, once by ^' 
his conscience, and once by his king and his country, 
he is a fool ; and, moreover, acts contrary to the spirit 
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of the British law, which sayeth — see Blackstone and 
others — that no man shall be punished twice for the 
same offence. Suffer your risible muscles to relax, I 
beseech you, Vivian ; and do not affect a Presb3rteriaii 
rigidity, which becomes your face as ill as your age." 

" I affect nothing— certainly I do not affect Presbyte 
rian rigidity," cried Vivian, laughing. " But, after all 
Wharton, if you had a daughter or a sister, what would 
you think of any man, your friend for instance, who 
should attempt — " 

"To cut your speech short at once," interrupted 
Wharton, "I should not think at all about the matter; 
I should blow his brains out, of course ; and afterward, 
probably, blow out my own. But treachery from a 
friend — from a man of honour — ^is a thing of which I 
can hardly form an idea. Where I give my confidence, 
I give it without any paltry mental reservation — I could 
not suspect a friend." 

Vivian suffered, at this instant, all the agony which a 
generous mind, conscious of guilt, could endure. He 
thought that the confusion of his mind must be visible 
in his countenance — ^his embarrassment was so great 
that he could not utter a word. Wharton did not seem 
to perceive his companion's agitation, but passed on 
carelessly to other subjects of conversation ; and at 
length completely relieved Vivian from fear of imme- 
diate detection, by asking a favour from him — a pecu- 
niary favour. 

" All is safe — Mrs. Wharton, at least, is safe, thank 
Heaven !" thought Vivian. " Had her husband the 
slightest suspicion, he never would condescend to accept 
of any favour from me." 

With eagerness, and almost with tears of gratitude, 
Vivian pressed upon Wharton the money which he con 
descended to borrow — it was no inconsiderable sum. 

" Wharton !" cried he, " you sometimes talk freely — 
too freely; but you are, I am convinced, the most open- 
hearted, unsuspicious, generous fellow upon earth — you 
deserve a better friend than I am." 

Unable any longer to suppress or conceal the emo- 
tions which struggled in his heart, he broke away ab- 
ruptly, hurried home, shut himself up in his own apart- 
• ment, and sat down immediately to write to Mrs. 
Wharton. The idea that Mrs. Wharton loved him in 
preference to aU the fashionable coxcombs and wits by 
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'whom she was surrounded had insensibly raised our 
hero's opinion of her understanding so much, that he 
now imagined that the world laboured under a prejudice 
against her abilities. He gave himself credit for having 
discovered that this beauty was not a fool ; and he now 
spoke and wrote to her as if she had been a woman of 
sense. With eloquence which might have moved a 
woman of genius, with delicacy that might have touched 
a woman of feeling, he conjured her to fortify his hon- 
ourable resolutions ; and thus, while it was yet time, to 
secure her happiness and his own. " Instead of writing 
this letter," added he in a postscript, " I ought, perhaps^ 
to fly from you for ever ; but that would show a want of 
confidence in you and in myself; and, besides, upon the 
most mature reflection, I think it best to stay, and wait 
upon you to-morrow as usual, lest, by my precipitation, 
I should excite suspicion in Wharton's mind." 

The weak apprehension that Mrs. Wharton should 
betray herself by another fit of hysterics, if he should 
leave town, and if his departure should be suddenly 
announced to her by her husband, or by some common 
acquaintance, induced him to delay a few days longer, 
that he might prepare her mind by degrees, ana convince 
her of the necessity for their absolute separation. When 
he had finished his letter to Mrs. Wharton, he was suffi- 
ciently well pleased with himself to venture to write to 
Miss Sidney. His letters to her had of late been short 
and constrained ; but this was written with the full flow 
of affection. He was now in hopes that he should extri- 
cate himself honourably from his difficulties, and that 
he might at last claim his reward from Selina. 



CHAPTER VI. 

After he had despatched his two letters, he became 
excessively anxious to receive Mrs. Wharton's answer. 
By trifling but unavoidable accidents, it was delayed a 
few hours. At last it arrived ; Vivian tore it open, and 
read with surprise these words : 

" Your letter is just what I wished, and makes me the 
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happiest of women — ^that is, if you are sincere— which, 
after all you've said, I can't doubt. I am so hurried by 
visiters, and annoyed, that 1 cannot write more; but 
sh^dl have time to talk to-night at the opera." 

At the opera Mrs. Wharton appeared in high spirits, 
and was dressed with more than usual elegance. It 
was observed that she had never been seen to look so 
beautiful. There was something in her manner that 
puzzled Vivian extremely; this extraordinary gayety 
was not what he had reason to expect. " Is it possible," 
thought he, " that this woman is a mere coquette, who 
has been amusing herself at my expense aU this time, 
and can now break off all connexion with me without a 
moment's regret 1" Vivian's pride was piqued : though 
he wished to part from the lady, he could not bear that 
this parting should evidently cost her nothing. He was 
mortified beyond expression by the idea that he had 
been duped. After the opera was over, while Mrs. 
Wharton was waiting for her carriage, he had an oppor- 
tunity of speaking to her without being overheard. 

" I am happy," said he, with a constrained voice, " I 
am extremely happy to see you, madam, in such charm- 
ing spirits to-night." 

" But are not you a strange man to look so grave V cried 
Mrs. Wharton. " I vow, I don't know what to make of 
you ! But I believe you want to quarrel for the pleasure 
of making it up again. Now that won't do. By-the- 
by, I have a quarrel with you, sir. — How came you to 
sign your name to that foolish stuff you wrote me yes- 
terday 1 Never do so any more, I charge you, for fear 
of accidents. But what's the matter now 1 — You are a 
strange mortal ! — Are you going to die upon the spot 1 — 
What is the matter V 

" My letter to you was not signed, I believe," said 
Vivian, in an altered voice. 

" Indeed it was," said Mrs. Wharton. " It was signed 
Charles Vivian at full length. But why are you in such 
tremors about it ? I only mentioned it to put you on 
your guard in future. — I've burnt the letter — people 
always get themselves into scrapes if they don't bum 
love-letters — as I've often heard Mr. Wharton say," 
added she, laughing. 

To his unspeakable consternation, Vivian now dis- 
covered that he had sent the letter intended for Selina 
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to Mrs. 'Wharton; and that which was designed for 
Mrs. Wharton he had directed to Miss Sidney. Vivian 
"was so lost in thought, that the cry of " Mrs. WhartorC$ 
carriage stops the way /" was vociferated many times be- 
fore he recovered sufficient presence of mmd to hand 
the lady out of the house. He went home immediately, 
that he might reflect upon what was best to be done. 
His servant presently gave him a letter which a mes- 
senger had just brought from the country. The packet 
was from Selina. 

" Enclosed, I return the letter which I received from 
you this morning. I read the first three hues of it 
before 1 perceived that it could not be intended for me— 
I went no farther. — I cannot help knowing for whom it 
was designed ; but you may be assured that your secret 
shall be Kept inviolably. — You have no reproaches to 
fear from me. — This is the last letter I shall ever write 
to you. — Leave it to me to explain my own conduct to 
my mother and to yours ; if they think me capricious, I 
can bear it. I shall tell them that my sentiments are 
totally changed : I am sure I can say so with perfect 
truth. — Vivian, it is you who are to be pitied ; every 
thing may be endured except remorse. Would to 
Heaven, I could save you from the reproaches of your 
own heart ! — ^Adieu ! " Selina SmNEV." 

The feelings of Vivian's mind, on reading this letter, 
cannot be described. Admiration, love, tenderness, re- 
morse, successively seized upon his heart. Incapable 
of any distinct reflection, he threw himself upon his bed, 
and closed his eyes, endeavouring to compose himself 
to sleep, that he might forget his existence. But, 
motionless as he lay, the tumult of his mind continued 
unabated. His pulse beat high ; and before morning he 
was in a fever. The dread that his mother should come 
to attend him, and to inquire into the cause of his illness, 
increased his agitation : — she came. Her kindness and 
anxiety were fresh torments to her unhappy son. Bit- 
terly did he reproach himself as the cause of misery to 
those he loved and esteemed most in the world. He 
became delirious ; and, while he was in this state, he 
repeated Mrs. Wharton's name sometimes in tones of 
endearment, sometimes in accents of execration. His 
mother's suspicions of his intrigue were confirmed bv 

Vol. Vni.— D 
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many expressions which burst from him, and whicll 
were thought by his attendants to be merely the ravings 
of fever. Lady Mary had, at this crisis, the prudence to 
conceal her doubts, and to keep everybody, as much as 
possible, out of her son's apartment. In a few days his 
fever subsided, and he recovered to the clear recollec- 
tion of all that had passed previously to his illness. He 
almost wished to be again delirious. The first time he 
was left alone, he rose from his bed, unlocked his bureau, 
and seized Selina's letter, which he read again and again, 
studying each line and word, as if he could draw from 
them every time a new meaning. 

" She read but three lines of my letter," said he to 
himself ; " then she only guesses that I have an intrigue 
with Mrs. Wharton, without knowing that in this very 
letter 1 used my utmost inBuence to recall Mrs. Whar- 
ton to — hersel/." 

The behef that Selina thought worse of him than he 
deserved was some consolation to Vivian. He was re- 
solved to recover her esteem : he determined to break 
off all connexion with Mrs. Wharton ; and, full of this 
intention, he was impatient till the physicians permitted 
him to go abroad. When he was at last free from their 
dominion, had escaped from his chamber, and had just 
gained the staircase, he was stopped by his mother. 

" Charles," said she, " before you quit me again, it is 
my duty to say a few words to you upon a subject of 
some importance." 

Lady Mary led the way to her dressing-room with a 
dignified air ; Vivian followed with a mixture of pride 
and alarm in his manner. From the bare idea of a ma- 
ternal lecture his mind revolted : he imagined that she 
was going to repeat the remonstrance which she had 
formerly made against his intimacy with Mrs. Wharton, 
and against platomcs in general ; but he had not the least 
apprehension that she had discovered the whole truth : 
he was therefore both surprised and shocked when she 
spoke to him in the following manner : 

" The libertinism of the age in which we live has so 
far loosened all the bonds of society, and all the ties of 
nature, that I doubt not but a mother's anxiety for the 
morals of her son — ^her only son — ^the son over whose 
education she has watched from his infancy, may ap- 
pear, even in his eyes, a fit subject for ridicule. 1 am 
well aware that my solicitude and my counsels have 
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long been irksome to him. I have lost his affections by 
a steady adherence to my duty ; but I shall persevere 
with the less reluctance, since the dread of my displeas- 
ure, or the hope of my approbation, cannot now touch 
his sensibility. During your illness, you have betrayed 
a secret — you have reason to start with horror. Is it 
possible that a son of mine, with the principles which I 
have endeavoured to instil into his mind, should become 
so far depraved ! Do I live to hear from his own lips 
that he is the seducer of a married woman — and that 
woman the wife of his friend !" 

Vivian walked up and down the room in great agony: 
his mother continued, with increased severity of man- 
ner, " I say nothing of your dissimulation with me, nor 
of all your platonic subterfuges — I know that, with a man 
of intrigue, falsehood is deemed a virtue. I shall not 
condescend to inquire further into your guilty secrets — 
I now think myself fortunate in having no place in your 
confidence. But I here declare to you, in the most 
solemn manner, that I never will see you again until all 
connexion between you and Mrs. Wharton is utterly 
dissolved. I do not advise — I command, and must be 
obeyed — or I cast you off for ever." 

Lady Mary left the room as she uttered these words. 
Her son was deeply struck with his mother's eloquence ; 
he knew she was right, yet his pride was wounded by 
the peremptory severity of her manner: his remorse 
and his good resolutions gave place to anger. The more 
he felt himself in the wrong, the less he could bear to 
be reproached by the voice of authority. Even because 
his mother commanded him to give up all connexion with 
Mrs. Wharton, he was inclined to disobey — ^he could not 
bear to seem to do right merely in compliance to her 
will. He went to visit Mrs. Wharton in a very different 
temper from that in which, half an hour before this con- 
ference with his mother, he had resolved to see the lady. 
Mrs. Wharton knew how to take advantage both of the 
weakness of his character and of the generosity of his 
temper. She fell into transports of grief when she found 
that Lady Mary Vivian and Miss Sidney were in posses- 
sion of her secret. It was in vain that Vivian assured 
her that it would be kept inviolably ; she persisted in 
repeating, " that her reputation was lost ; that she had 
sacrificed every thing for a man who would, at last, de- 
sert her in the most treacherous and barbarous manner, 

D2 
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learlDg her at the mercy of her husband, the most profli- 
gate, hard-hearted tyrant upon earth. As to her bemg 
reconciled to him," she declared, ** that was totally out 
of the question ; his behaviour to her was such, that she 
could not live with him, even if her heart were not 
fotally prepossessed iu favour of another/' Her pas- 
sions seemed wrought to the highest pitch. With all 
the eloquence of lM;auty in distress, she appealed to 
Vivian as her only friend ; she threw herself entirely 
upon his protection; she vowed that she could not, 
would not remain another day in the same house with 
Mr. Wharton ; that her destiny, her existence were at 
Vivian's mercy. Vivian had not sufficient fortitude to 
support this scene. He stood irresolute. The present 
temptation prevailed over his better resolutions. He 
was actually persuaded by this woman, whom he did 
not love, whom he could not esteem, to carry her off 
to the Continent — while, at the very time, he admired, 
esteemed, and loved another. The plan of the elope- 
ment was formed and settled in a few minutes ; on Mis. 
Wharton's part, apparently with aU the hurry of passion ; 
on Vivian's, with aU the confusion of despair. The same 
carriage, the very same horses, that had been ordered 
to carry our hero to his beloved Selina conveyed him 
and Mrs. Wharton the first stage of their flight towards 
the Continent. The next morning the following para- 
graph appeared in the newspapers : — 

" Yesterday, the beautiful and fashionable Mrs. 
W******, whose marriage we announced last year to 
the celebrated Mr. w******, eloped from his house. in 
St. James's-street, in company with C****** V*****, 

member for shire. This catastrophe has caused 

the greatest sensation and astonishment m the circles of 
fashion ; for the lady in question had always, till this 
fatal step, preserved the most unblemished reputation ; 
and Mr. and Mrs. W****** were considered as models 
of conju^ felicity. The injured husband was attending 
his pubhc duty in the House of Commons ; and, as we 
are credibly informed, was, with patriotic ardour, speak- 
ing in his country's cause, when this unfortunate event, 
which for ever bereaves liimof domestic happiness, took 
place. What must increase the poignancy of his feel- 
ings upon the occasion remains to he stated — ^that the 
s&uucer was his intimate friend, a young man, whom he 
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had raised into notice in public life, and whom he had, 
with all that warmth and confidence of heart for which 
he is remarkable, introduced into his house, and trusted 
with his beloved wife. Mr. W****** is, we hear, in 
pursuit of the fugitives." 



CHAPTER VII. 

In the modern fashionable code of honour, when a 
man has seduced or carried off his friend's wife, the 
next thing he has to do is to fight the man whom he has 
injured and betrayed. By thus appealing to the ordeal 
of the duel, he may not only clear himself from guilt, but, 
if it be done with proper spirit, he may acquire celebrity 
and glory in the annals of gallantry, and in the eyes of 
the fair and innocent. In our hero's place, most men of 
fashion would have triumphed in the notoriety of his 
offence, and would have rejoiced in an opportunity of 
offering the husband the satisfaction of a gentleman. 
But, unfortunately for Vivian, he had not yet suited his 
principles to his practice : he had acted like a man of 
fashion ; but, alas ! he still thought and felt like a man 
of virtue — as the following letter will show : 

" To the Rev. Henry Russell, 

" Indignant as you will be, Russell, at all you hear of 
me, you cannot be more shocked than I am myself. I 
do not write to palliate or apologize — my conduct ad- 
mits of no defence — I shall attempt none, private or 
public. I h^ve written to my lawyer to give directions 
that no sort of defende shall be set up on my part, when 
the affair comes into Doctors' Commons — as it shortly 
will; for I-understand that poor Wharton has commenced 
a prosecution. As to damages, he has only to name 
them — any thing within the compass of my fortune he 
may command. Would to God that money could make 
him amends ! But he is too generous, too noble a fel- 
low — profligate as he is in some things, how incapable 
would he be of acting as basely as I Jiavfi dene ! There 
is not, perhaps, at this moment, a human being who has 
80 high an opinion of the man I have injured as 1 Vv^n^ 
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m3rself : he did not love his wife — ^but that is no excuse 
ibr me — ^his honour is as much wounded as if I had 
robbed him of her during the time he loved her most 
fondly : he once doted upon her, and would have loved 
her again, when he was tired of his gallantries ; and they 
might then have lived together as happily as ever, if I 
had not been — . What was I ? What am II Not a 
villain — or I should glory in what I have done — ^but the 
weakest of human beings — and how true it is, Russell, 
that * all wickedness is weakness !' 

" I understand that W , wherever he goes, calls 

me a coward, as well as a scoundrel ; and says that I 
have kept out of the way to avoid fighting him. He is 
mistaken. It is true, I had the utmost dread of having 
his life to answer for — and nothing should have pro- 
voked me to fire upon him ; but I had determined 
how to act — I would have met him, and have stood his 
fire. I should not be sorry, at present, to be put out of 
the world ; and would rather fall by his hand than by 
any other. But since this is out of the question, and 
that things have taken another turn, I have only to 
live, as long as it shall please God, a life of remorse — 
and, at least, to try to make the unfortunate woman who 
has thrown herself upon my protection as happy as 
I can. 

" If you have any remaining regard for a pupil who 
has so disgraced you, do me one favour — Go to Miss 
Sidney, and give her what comfort you can. Say nothing 
f^rjJUey^or o/* me,. but that I wish her to forget me as soon 
as possible. She discarded me from her heart when 
she first discovered this intrigue — before this last fatal 
step. Still I had hopes of recovering her esteem and 
affection ; for I had resolved — But no matter what I re- 
solved — all my resolutions failed ; and now I am utterly 
unworthy of her love. This, and all that is good and 
happy in life, all the fair hopes and virtuous promises of 
my youth, I must gi\e up. Early as it is in my day, 
my sun has set. I truly desire that she should forget 
me; for you know I am bound in honour — Honour? 
How dare I use the word \ I am bound, after the divorce, 
to marry the woman 1 have seduced. Oh, Russell! 
what a wife for your friend ! — ^What a daughter-in-law 
for my poor mother, after all her care of my education — 
all her affection — all her pride in me ! — It will break her 
fiAart ! Mine will not break. I shall drag on, perhaps^ 
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to a miserable old age. I am of too feeble a nature to 
feel these things as strong minds would — as you will 
for me ; but do not blame yourself for my faults. All 
that man could do for me, you did. This must be some 
consolation to you, my dear and excellent friend ! May 
I still call you friend 1^-or have I no friend left upon 
earth? "C. ViviA^n." 

From this letter some idea may be formed of what 
this unhappy man suffered at this period of his life, 
from "the reflections of a mind not used to its own 
reproaches." The view of the future was as dreadful 
as the retrospect of the past. His thoughts continually 
dwelt upon the public trial which was preparing — ^before 
him he saw all its disgraceful circumstances. Then the 
horror of marrying, of passing his whole future exist- 
ence with a woman whom he could not esteem or trust ! 
These last were secret subjects of anxiety and anguish, 
the more intensely felt, because he could not speak of 
them to any human being. Such as Mrs. Wharton was, 
she was to be his wife ; and he was called upon to 
defend her against reproach and insult, — ^if possible, from 
contempt. During the course of six weeks, which they 
spent together in exile at Brussels, Vivian became so 
altered in his appearance, that his most intimate friends 
could scarcely have known him ; his worst enemies, if 
he had any, could not have desired the prolongation of 
his sufferings. 

One evening, as he was sitting alone in his hotel, 
ruminating bitter thoughts, a letter was brought to hira 
from Mr. Russell ; the first he had received since he left 
England Every one who has been absent from his 
friends in a foreign country must know the sort of 
emotion which the bare sight of a letter from home ex- 
cites ; but, in Vivian's circumstances, abandoned as he 
felt himself, and deserving to be abandoned by his best 
friends, the sight of a letter from Russell so struck him, 
that he gazed upon the direction for some minutes, 
almost without power or wish to open it. At last he 
opened, and read, " Return to your country, your friends, 
and yourself, Vivian ! Your day is not yet over ! Your 
sun is not yet set ! Resume your energy — ^recover your 
self-confidence — carry your good resolutions into effect 
— and you may yet be an honour to your family, a de- 
light to your fond mother, and the pride of vour friend 
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Russell. Your remorse has been poignant and smceie; 
let it be salLiiary and permanent in its consequences: 
this is the repentance which religion requires. The 
part of a man of sense and virtue is to make his past 
errors of use to his future conduct. While I had nothing 
to say that could give you pleasure, I forbore to answer 
your letter; 1 forbore to overwhelm a mind sinking 
under remorse. My sacred duty is to waken the sinner 
to repentance, not to shut the gates of mercy on the 
penitent. Now, I can relieve your mind from part of 
the load by which it has been justly oppressed. You 
know that nothing can palliate your conduct in an in- 
trigue with a married woman — from this I had hoped 
your moral and religious education would have preserved 
you. But of the premeditated guilt of deceiving the 
husband, and laying a plan to seduce the wife, I never 
suspected you ; and I may now tell you, that you have 
not betrayed Mr. Wharton ; he has betrayed you. You 
have not seduced Mrs. Wharton ; you have been seduced 
by her. You are not bound to marry her — Wharton- 
cannot obtain a divorce — ^he dare not bring the affair to 
trial ; if he does, he is undone. There has been collu- 
sion between the parties. The proof of this you will 
find in the enclosed paper, which wiU be sworn to, in 
due legal form, whenever it is necessary. Even whea 
you see them, you will scarcely believe these ' damning 
proofs' of Wharton's baseness. But I always knew, I 
always told you, that this pretence to honour and can- 
dour, frankness and friendship, with this avowed con- 
tempt of all principle and all virtue, could not be safe, 
could not be sincere, would not stand the test. — No- 
nothing should make me trust to the private honour of a 
man so corrupt in public life as Mr. Wharton. A man 
who sells his conscience for his interest will sell it for 
his pleasure. A man who will betray his country will 
betray his friend. It is in vain to palter with our con- 
science: there are not two honours — ^two honesties. 
How I rejoice at this moment, in the reflection that 
your character as a public man is yet untarnished! 
You have still this great advantage: — feel its value. 
Return and distinguish yourself among your country- 
men : distinguish yourself by integrity still more than 
by talents. A certain degree of talents is now cheap in 
England : integrity is what we want — true patriotism, 
true public spirit, noble ambition ;. not that vile scramble 
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for places and pensions which some men call ambition ; 
not that bawling, brawling, Thersites character, which 
other men call public spirit ; not that marketable com- 
modity, with which Wharton, and such as he, cheat popu- 
lar opinion for a season ; — but that fair virtue whicn will 
endure, and abide by its cause to the last ; which, in 
place or out, shall be the same ; which, successful or 
unsuccessful, shall sustain the possessor's character 
through all changes of party ; wnich, while he lives. 
shall command respect from even the most profli^te of 
his contemporavies ; upon which, when he is dymg, he 
may reflect with satisfaction ; which, after his death, 
shall be the consolation of his friends, and the glory of 
his country. All this is yet in your power, Vivian. — 
Come, then, and fulfil the promise of your early years! 
Come, and restore to your mother a son worthy of her! 
Come, and surpass the hopes of your true friend, 

"H. Russell.'' 

The rapid succession of feelings with which Vivian 
read this letter can scarcely be imagined. The paper 
it enclosed was from a former waiting-maid of Mrs. 
Wharton's ; a woman who was expected to be the prin- 
cipal evidence on Mr. Wharton's side. She had been 
his mistress ; one of those innumerable mistresses to 
whom he had, of course, addressed his transferable 
promises of eternal constancy. She too, of course, had 
believed the vow, in spite of all experience and proba- 
bility; and while she pardoned his infidelities to her 
mistress, &c., aU which she deemed very natttral for a 
gentleman like him, yet she was astonished and outrageous 
when she found him faithless to her own charms. In a 
fit of jealousy she flew to Mr. Russell, whom she knew 
to be Vivian's friend ; and, to revenge herself on Whar- 
ton, revealed the secrets which she had in her power ; 
put into Russell's hands the proofs of collusion between 
Mr. Wharton and his wife ; and took malicious pains to 
substantiate her evidence, to a lawyer's full satisfaction ; 
knowing that she might prevent the possibility of a 
divorce, and that she should thus punish her peijured 
inconstant in the most sensible manner, by at once de- 
priving him of twenty thousand pounds damages, and 
by chaining him again to a wife whom he abhorred. 

The same post which brought Vivian this woman's 
deposition and Russell's letter brought Mrs. Wharton 

D3 
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notiGe that the whole plan of collusion was discovered : 
she was therefore prepared for Yivian^s reproaches, and 
received the first burst of his astonishment and indigna- 
tion with a studied Magdalen expression of countenance: 
tiien she attempted a silly apology, laying all the blame 
on her husband, and vowing that she h^ acted under 
terror, and that her life would not have been safe in his 
hands if she had not implicitly obeyed and executed his 
horrid plans. She wept and kneeled in vain. Finding 
Vivian immoveable in his purpose to return immediatelv 
to England, she suddenly rose from her knees, and, aU 
beautiful as she was, looked in V ivian^s eyes like a fiend, 
while, with an unnatural smile, she said to him, '^ You 
see, fool as I am thought to be, I have been too clever 
for same fteopU ; and I can tell Mr. Wharton that I have 
been too clever for him, too. His heart is set upon a 
divorce ; but he canH have it. He can't marry Miss 
P , nor yet her fortune, nor ever shall ! I shall re- 
main at Bnissels — I have friends here — and friends who 
were my friends before I was forced to give my hand to 
Mr. Wharton, or my smiles to you, sir! — ^people who 
will not tease me with talking of remorse and repent- 
ance, and such ungallant, ungentleman-like stuff; nor sit 
bewailing themselves, like a country parson, instead of 
dashing out with me here in a fashionable style, as a 
man of any spirit would have done. But you ! — you're 
neither good nor bad ; and no woman will ever love \ ou, 
nor ever did. Now you know my whole mind." 

"Would to Heaven I had known it sooner!" said 
Vivian. "No — I rejoice that I did not sooner know, 
and that I never coidd have suspected, such depravity ! 
— ^under such a form, too." 

Mrs. Wharton's eye glanced with satisfaction upon 
the large mirror opposite to her. Vivian left her in 
utter disgust and horror. " Drive on !" cried he, as he 
threw himself into the chaise that was to carry him 
away; "Faster! faster!" 

The words, " and no woman will ever love you, nor 
ever did," rung upon Vivian's ear. " There she is mis- 
taken, thank Heaven!" said he to himself: yet the 
words still dwelt upon his mind, and gave him exquisite 
pain. Upon looking again at Russell's letter, he ob- 
served that Selina Sidney's name was never mentioned ; 
that she was neither directly nor indirectly alluded to 
in the whole letter. What omen to draw from this he 



could not divine. Again he read it ; and all that Rassell 
said of public life, and his exhortations to him to come 
and distinguish himself in public and in the pohtical 
world, struck him in a new hght. It seemed as if Rus- 
sell was sensible that there were no further hopes of 
Selina, and that therefore he tried to turn Vivian^s mind 
from love to ambition. Fourteen times he read over 
this letter before he reached England ; but he could not 
discover from it any thing as to the point on which his 
heart was most interested. He reached London in this 
uncertainty. 

" Put me out of suspense, my best friend,*' cried he, 
the moment he saw Russell : " tell me, is Selina living V 

" Yes — she has been very ill, but is now recovered — 
quite recovered, and with your mother, who is grown 
fonder of her than ever she was." 

" Selina alive ! well ! and with my mother ! — ^and may 
I — I don't mean may I now, but may I ever hope t — Be- 
lieve me, I feel myself capable of any exertions, any 

forbearance, to obtain her forgiveness — ^to merit ^May 

I ever hope for it 1 — Speak !" 

Russell assured him that he need not dread Miss Sid- 
ney's resentment, for that she felt none; she had ex- 
pressed pity more than anger — ^that she had taken pains 
to sooth his mother ; and had expressed sincere satis- 
faction on hearing of his release from his unworthy 
bondage, and at his return home to his friends. 

The tone in which Russell spoke, and the seriousness 
and embarrassment of his manner, alarmed Vivian inex- 
pressibly. He stood silent, and dared not ask further 
explanation for some minutes. — At length he broke 
silence, and conjured his friend to go immediately to 
Miss Sidney and his mother, and to request permission 
for him to see them both in each other's presence. 
Russell said, that if Vivian insisted, he would comply 
with his request ; but that he advised him not to attempt 
to see Miss Sidney at present; not till he had been 
some time in London — till he had given some earnest 
of the steadiness of his conduct — ^till he had appeared 
again, and distinguished himself in public life. "This 
might raise you again in her esteem ; and," continued 
Russell, " you must be aware that her love depends on 
her esteem — at least, that the one cannot exist without 
the other." 

" Will you deliver a letter to her from me ?" said 
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Virian. " If you think I had better not attempt to see 
ber yet, you will dehver a letter for me 1" 

After some hesitation, or rather some deliberation, 
Russell answered, in a constrained voice, " I will deliver 
your letter, if you insist upon it." 

Vivian wrote : Russell undertook to deliver the let- 
ter, though with evident reluctance. In the mean time 
Vivian went to see his mother, whom he longed yet 
dreaded to meet. Her manner was not now severe and 
haughty, as when she last addressed him ; but mild and 
benign : she held out her hand to him, and said, '^ Thank 
God ! my son is restored to me, and to himself !" 

She could say no more ; but embraced him tenderly. 
Bussell had shown Lady Mary that her son had been the 
dupe of a preconcerted scheme to work upon his pas- 
sions. She deplored his weakness, but she had been 
touched by lus sufferings ; and was persuaded that his 
remorse would guard him against future errors. There- 
fore, not a word or look of reproach escaped from her. 
When he spoke of Selina, Lady Mary, with great anima- 
tion of countenance and warmth of eulogimn, declared, 
that it was the first wish of her heart to see her son 
married to a woman of such a noble character and an- 
gehc temper; "Jm^," added her ladyship, her manner 
changing suddenly, as she pronounced the word but — 
before she could explain the but, Russell came into the 
room, and told Vivian that Miss Sidney desired to see 
him. Vivian heard the words with joy ; but his joy was 
checked by the great gravity and embarrassment of his 
friend's countenance, and by a sigh of ill omen from his 
mother. Eager to relieve his suspense, he hastened to 
Selina, who, as Russell told him, was in Lady Mary's 
dressing-room — ^the room in which he had first declared 
his passion for her. Hope and fear alternately seized 
him — ^fear prevailed the moment that he beheld Selina. 
Not that any strong displeasure appeared in her coun- 
tenance—no, it was mild and placid ; but it was changed 
towards him, and its very serenity was alarming. While 
she welcomed him to his native country and to his 
friends, and while she expressed hopes for his future 
hapjHness, all hope forsook him, and, in broken sen- 
tences, he attempted to stammer out some answer; 
then, throwing himself into a chair, he exclaimed, " I 
see all future happiness is lost for me — and I deserve it !" 

^Do not reproach yourself" said Selina, in a sweet 
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voice ; bat the voice, though sweet, was so altered to 
him, that it threw him into despair. " It is my wish, 
not to inf ict, but to spare you pain. I have therefore 
desired to see you as soon as possible, that you might 
not form false expectations.'* 

" Then you no longer love me, Selina 1 Now, after 
all 1 have suffered, you have the cruelty to tell me so 1 
And you, who could form my character to every thing 
that is good and honourable ; you, who alone could 
restore me to myself— you reject, you cast me from 
you for ever V 

** I have suffered much," said Selina, in a trembling 
voice, " since we parted." 

Vivian's eye quickly ran over her face and whole form, 
as she spoke these words ; and he saw, indeed, traces 
of sickness and su£fering : with the idea of his power 
over her affections, his hopes revived ; he seized the 
feeble hand, which lay motionless ; but she withdrew it 
decidedly, and his hopes again forsook him, when she 
gently raised her head, and continued to speak, " I have 
suffered much since we parted, Mr. Vivian ; and I hopje 
you will spare me unnecessary and useless pain in this 
interview ; painful to a certain degree it must be to both 
of us ; for I cannot, even now that all feelings of pas- 
sion have subsided, and that ^e possibility of my being 
united to you is past, tell you so, with all the compo- 
sure which I had expected to do ; nor with all the- firm- 
ness of voice and manner which is necessary, perhaps^ 
to convince you of the truth, and to restore your mind 
to itself." 

" The possibility of my being united to you is past ! — 
Why 1" interrupted Vivian, incapable of understanding 
or listening to any thing else, till this question was an- 
swered. 

" Do not force me to what may seem like cruel re- 
proach ; but let it suffice for me to say, that my senti- 
ments have been so much altered by a year*s expertewe, 
that it is impossible for me ever to become your wife. 
My love was founded on esteem. 1 had, indeed, always 
fears of the instability of your character ; therefore I 
put your resolution to the proof: the event has proved 
to me that my fears were but too just. I speak with 
difficulty ; for I cannot easily give you so much pain aa 
I know that I am inflicting at this moment. But," re- 
sumed she, in a more resolute tone, " it is absolutely 
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necessary for your future peace of mind, as well as for 
my own, that I should convince you I am sincere, per- 
fectly sincere, at this moment ; that I know my own 
heart; that my determination has not been hastily 
formed, and cannot be altered. The deliberate manner 
in which I now speak to you will, I hope, persuade you 
of this truth. And if I have hesitated, or showed any 
agitation in this interview, attribute it to its real cause 
— ^the weakness of my health ; feebleness of body, not 
of mind." 

She rose to leave the room ; but Vivian detained her, 
beseeching her, with all the eloquence of passion in de- 
spair, to hear him but for one moment ; while he urged 
that there was no probability of his ever relapsing into 
errors from which he had suffered so much ; that now 
his character was formed by adversity ; and that such 
was the power which Selina possessed over his heart, 
that a union with her would, at this crisis, decide his 
fate ; that her steadiness would give stability to his re- 
solutions ; and that his gratitude would so increase his 
affection, that he should have the strongest possible 
motives to make her a good husband ; that when he was 
happy in domestic life, he should feel every energy of 
his mind revive ; that he should exert all his powers to 
distinguish himself, and to justify the choice of the 
woman he adored. 

In spite of the word adored, which has usually such 
power to confound female judgment, Selina perceived 
that all he said was merely a repetition of his former 
arguments, of which experience had proved the insuffi- 
ciency. She was aware that, if before marriage his 
resolution and constancy had not been able to su[)port 
the trial, it would be folly or madness to marry him 
with the vague hope that she might reform his character. 
She therefore continued steady to her resolution ; and 
as she found that Vivian's disappointment was greater 
than she had expected, she immediately withdrew from 
his mother's house. The next morning, when Vivian 
came to breakfast, after having spent a sleepless ni^ht, 
planning new arguments or new entreaties in favour of 
his love, he found that Miss Sidney was gone. His 
mother and his friend Russell joined in representing to 
him that it would be useless to follow her, that it would 
only give himself and Selina unavailing pain. Vivian 
felt ^8 stroke severely. His mind was, as it were* 
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adrift again. After the first violence of his feelings had 
spent itself, and when he sank into that kind of apathy 
which is the consequence of exhausted passion, his 
friend Russell endeavoured to excite him to honourable 
ambition. Vivian caught the idea, that if he distin- 
guished himself in pubhc life, and if he there displayed 
any steadiness of character, he might win back Sehna's 
esteem and affection. Fired with this hope, he imme- 
diately turned his whole mmd to the object ; ^plied with 
indefatigable ardour day and night, to make himself 
master of the subjects likely to be discussed in the en- 
suing session of parliament. At length his application 
and his energy were crowned with success. On a ques- 
tion of considerable political importance, which he had 
carefully considered, he made an excellent speech; a 
speech which directly made him of consequence in the 
House ; which, in the language of the newspapers, " was 
received with unbounded applause, was distinguished 
for strength of argument, lucid order, and a happy choice 
of expression." But what encouraged our hero more 
than newspaper puffs or party paneg3rrics was the appro- 
bation of his friend Russell. Russell never praised 
violently ; but a few words, or even a look of satisfaction 
from him, went further than the most exaggerated eulo- 
giums from others. Vivian pursued his course for some 
time with honour and increasing reputation. There 
was one man who never joined in any of the compliments 
paid to the rising orator ; there was one man who always 
spoke of him with contempt, who pronounced that " Vi- 
vian would never go far in poUtics — ^that it was not in 
j^im — that he was too soft — ywe c'Stoit b&tir sur de la boucy 
que de compter sur luV' This depreciator and enemy of 
Vivian was the man who, but a few months before, had 
been his political proneur and unblushing flatterer, Mr. 
Wharton. Exasperated by the consciousness of his own 
detected baseness, and provoked still more by his being 
frustrated in all his schemes, Wharton now practised 
every art that a malicious and unprincipled wit could 
devise to lower the opinion of Vivian's talents, and to 
prevent his obtaining either power or celebrity. Our 
hero was stimulated by this conduct to fresh exertions. 
So far Wharton's enmity was of service to him ; but it 
was of disservice, by changing, in some measure, the 
purity of the motives from which he acted. With love 
and honourable ambition now minted hatred, thoughts 
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of vengeance, views of vulgar vanity, and interest : he 
thought more of contradicting Mr. Wharton^s prophecies 
than of fulfilling his own ideas of what was fair and 
right. He was anxious to prove that he could "^o far 
in politics, that it was in him, that he was not too soft, 
and that it was not building on mud to depend on him.^' 
These indefinite expressions operated powerfully and 
perniciously on his imagination. To prove that Whar- 
ton was mistaken in his prognostics, it was necessary 
to our hero to obtain the price and stamp of talents — it 
was essential to gain political power ; and this could not 
be attained without joining a party. Vivian joined the 
party then in opposition. Wharton and he, though both 
m opposition, of course after what had passed could 
never meet in any private company ; nor had they any 
communication in public, though on the same side of 
the question : their enmity was so great, that not only 
the business of the nation, but even the interests of their 
party, were often impeded by their quarrels. In the 
midst of these disputes, Vivian insensibly adopted more 
and more of the language and principles of the public 
men with whom he daily associated. He began to hear 
and talk of compensations and jobs, as they did ; and to 
consider all measures proved to be necessary for the sup- 
port of his party as expedient, if not abs^utely right. 
His country could not be saved, unless he and his friends 
could obtain the management of affairs ; and no men, 
he found, could gain parliamentary influence, or raise 
themselves into political power, without acting as a body. 
Then, of course, all subordinate points of right were to 
be sacrificed to the great good of promoting the views 
of the party. Still, however, his patriotism was upon 
the whole pure ; he had no personsd views of interest, 
no desire even to be in place, independent of a wish to 
promote the good of his country. Secret overtures 
were, about this time, made to him by government ; and 
inquiries were made if there was any thing 'which could 
gratify him, or by which he could be induced to lay 
aside his opposition, and to assist in supporting their 
measures. Many compliments to his talents and elo- 
quence, and all the usual commonplaces, about the expe- 
diency and propriety of strengtliening the hands of govern- 
tnenty were, of course, added. Something specific was 
at length mentioned : it was intimated, that as he was 
of an ancient family, it might gratify him that his mother 
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should be made a baroness in her own right. The offer 
was decUned, and the temptation was firmly withstood 
by our hero ; his credit was now at its acmi Mith his own 
coadjutors. Lady Mary whispered the circumstance, as 
a state secret, to all her acquaintance ; and Russell took 
care that Miss Sidney should hear of it. 

Vivian was now cited as an incorruptible patriot. Whar- 
ton's malice, and even his wit, was almost silenced ; yet 
he was heard to say, amid the din of applause, " This is 
only the first offer ; he is in the right to make a show 
of resistance : he will coquet for a time, and keep plU^ 
landering on till he suits himself, and then he'll jilt us, 
you'll see." 

Such speeches, though they reached Vivian's ear by 
the kind officiousness of friends, were never made by 
Mr. Wharton so directly that he could take hold of 
them ; and Russell strenuously advised him not to seek 
occasion to quarrel with a m^ who evidently desired 
only to raise his own reputation by making Vivian an- 
gry, getting him in the wrong, and forcing him into an 
imprudent duel. 

" Let your actionfl rmntinne to contradict his words, 
and they can never injure you," said Russell. 

For some time Vivian adhered to his friend's advice,, 
and he proudiy felt the superiority of principle and char- 
acter. But, alas ! there was one defence that his patri« 
otism wanted — economy. While he was thus active in 
the public cause, and exulting in his disinterestedness, 
his private affairs were getting into terrible disorder. 
The expense of building his castle had increased beyond 
all his calculations — the expense of his election — ^the 
money he had lost at play while he was in Wharton's 
society — ^the sums he had lent to Wharton — ^the money 
he had spent abroad, — all these accumulated brouglit 
him to great diflUculties : for though his estate was con- 
siderable, yet it was so settled and tied up that he could 
neither seU nor mortgage. His creditors became clam- 
orous — ^he had no means of satisfjring or quieting them : 
an execution was actually sent down to his castle just 
as it was finished. Lady Mary Vivian was in the greatest 
alarm and distress : she had no means of extricating her 
son. As to his fashionable friends — ^no hopes from such 
extravagant and selfish beings. What was to be done t 
At this critical moment, the offers from a certain quarter 
were renewed in another and, as it seemed, a more ao- 



90 TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 

ceptable fonn, — a x>ension was proffered instead of a 
title ; and it was promised that the business should be 
so managed, and the pension so held in another name, 
that nothing of the transaction should transpire ; and 
that his seceding from opposition should be made to 
appear a change of sentiments from conviction, not from 
interested motives. Vivian's honourable feelings re- 
volted from these offers and abhorred these subterSiges ; 
but distress — ^pecuniary distress ! he had never before felt 
its pressure ; he had never till now felt how powerful, 
how compulsatory it is over even generous and high- 
spirited souls. While Vivian was thus oppressed with 
difficulties which his imprudence had brought upon him ; 
while his mind was struggling with opposing motives, he 
was, most fortunately for his political integrity, relieved, 
partly by accident, and partly by friendship. It hap- 
pened that the incumbent of the rich living of which 
Vivian had the presentation, was dying just at this time ; 
and Russell, instead of claiming the Uving which Vivian 
had promised to him, relinquished all pretensions to it, 
and insisted upon his friend's disposing of his right of 
presentation. The sum which this enabled Vivian to 
raise was fully sufficient to satisfy the execution which 
had been laid on his castle ; and the less clamorous 
creditors were content to be paid by instalments, annu- 
ally, from his income. Thus he was saved for the pres- 
ent, and he formed the most prudent resolves for the 
future. He was most sincerely grateful to his disinter- 
ested friend. The full extent of the sacrifice which 
Russell made him was not, however, known at this 
time, nor for some years afterward. 

But, without anticipation, let us proceed with our 
story. Among those fashionable and political friends 
with whom our hero had, since his return to England, 
renewed his connexion, was my Lord Glistonbury. 
His lordship, far from thinking the worse of him for his 
affair with Mrs. Wharton, spoke of it in modish slangs as 
** a new and fine feather in his cap ;" and he congratu- 
lated Vivian upon his having " carried off the prize with- 
out paying the price." Vivian's success as a parliament- 
ary orator had still further endeared him to his lordship, 
who failed not to repeat, that he had always prophesied 
Vivian would make a capital figure in pubUc life ; that 
Vivian was his member, &c. At the recess, Lord Glis- 
tonbury insisted xxpan carrying Vivian down to spend 
the holydays with him at Glistonbury Castle. 
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«^ Vou must come, Vivian : so make your feDow pat 
your worldly goods into my barouche, which is at the 
door ; and we are to have a great party at Glistonbury, 
and private theatricals, and the devil knows what ; and 
you must see my little Julia act, and I must introduce 
you to the Rosamunda. Come, come I you can't refuse 
me ! Why, you have only a bachelor's castle of your 
own to go to ; and that's a dismal sort of business, com- 
pared with what 1 have in petto for you — * the feast of 
reason, and the flow of soul,' in the first style, I as- 
sure you. You must know, I always— even in the midst 
of the wildest of my wild oats — ^had a taste for the 
belles-lettres, and philosophy, and the muses, and the 
literati^ and so forth — always a touch of the Mecaenas 
about me. And now my boy's growing up, it's more 
particularly proper to bring these sort of people about 
him ; for you know, clever men who have a reputatioa 
can sound aflourish of trumpets advantageously, before 
* a Grecian youth of talents rare' msdces his appearance 
on the stage of the great world — Ha ! hey I Is not thift 
what one may call prudence % Ha ! — Good to have a 
father who knows something of life, and oi books too, 
hey ? Then for my daughters, too — daughter, I mean ; 
for Lady Sarah's Lady Glistonbury 's child : her ladyship 
and Miss Strictiand have manufactured her after their owa 
tastes and fashion ; and I've nothing to say to that — But 
my little Julia — Ah, I've got a different sort of govemesa 
about her these few months past — not without family 
battles, you may guess. But when Jupiter gives ihe 
nod, yoii know, even Juno, stately as she is, must bend. 
So I have my Rosamunda for my little Julia — ^who, by- 
the-by, is no longer my little Julia but a prodigious fine 
woman, as you shall see. But, all this time is your fel- 
low putting your things up 1 No ! — Hey ] how 1 Oh, I 
understand your long face of hesitation — ^you have not 
seen the ladies since the Wharton affair, and you don't 
know how they might look. Never fear I Lady Ghston- 
bury shall do as I please, and look as 1 please. Besides, 
entre nous^ I Imow she hates the Whartons ; so that her 
morality will have a loophole to creep out of ; and you'll 
be safe and snug, while all the blame will be thrown 
on them — ^hey !— <)h, I understand things — pique myself 
on investigating the human heart. Come, we have not 
a moment to lose ; and you'll have your friend Russell 
too-^Come, come! to have aiid to hold, as the law** 
vers say — ." 
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Seising Vivian^s arm, Lord Glistonbury carried him 
off before he had half-understood all his lordship had 
poured forth so rapidly; and before he had decided 
whether he wished or not to accept of this invitation. 



CHAPTER VIII 

On his way to Glistonbury Castle, Vivian had fuH 
leisure to repent of having accepted of this invitation, 
recollectiiiff, as he did, all the former reports about him- 
self and Lady Sarah Lidhurst. He determined, therefore, 
that his visit should be as short as possible ; and the 
chief pleasure he promised himself was the society of 
his (Viend Russell. 

On his arrival at the castle, he was told that Mr. Rus- 
sell was out riding ; and that everybody else was in the 
theatre at arehearsal^ except I<ady Glistonbury, the Lady 
Sarah, and Miss Strictland. He found these three ladies 
sitting in form in the great deserted drawing-room, each 
looking like a copy of the other, and all as if they were 
deplorinff the degeneracy of the times. Vivian approach- 
ed with Sue awe ; but, to his great surprise and relief, at 
his approach their countenances exhibited some signs of 
life. Lord Glistonbury presented him on his return from 
abroad : Lady Glistonbury^s features relaxed to a smile, 
though she seemed immediately to repent of it, and to feel 
it incumbent upon her to maintain her rigidity of mien. 
While she, ana of course Miss Strictland and the Lady 
Sarah, were thus embarrassed between the necessity of 
reprobating the sin and the desire of pleasing the sinner, 
Lord Glistonbury ran on with one of his speeches, of bor- 
rowed sense and original nonsense ; and tnen would have 
carried him off to the rehearsal, but Lady Glistonbury 
called Vivian back, begging, in her formal manner, " that 
her lord would do her the favour to leave Mr. Vivian with 
her for a few minutes, as it was so long since she had 
the pleasure of seeing him at Glistonbury." Vivian re- 
turned with as good a grace as he could ; and, to find 
means of breaking the embarrassing silence that ensued, 
took up a book which lay upon the table, " Toplady's 
Sermons*' — no hope of assistance from that : he had re- 
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course to another— eq[ually unlucky, " Wesley's Diary :*' 
another — " The Pilgrim's Progress." He went no far- 
ther ; but, looking up, he perceived that the Lady Sarah 
was motioned by her august mother to leave the room. 
Vivian had again recourse to " Toplady." 

" Very unfashionable books, Mr. Vivian," said Miss 
Strictland, bridling and smiling as in scorn. 

" Very unfashionable books !" repeated Lady Gliston- 
bury, with the same inflection of voice, and the same 
bridling and smiling. " Very different," continued her 
ladyship, " very different from what you have been ac- 
customed to see on some ladies' tables, no doubt, Mr. 
Vivian ! Without mentioning names, or alluding to 
transactions that ought to be buried in eternal obliv- 
ion, and that are so very distressing to your friends here 
to think of, sir, give me leave to ask, Mr. Vivian, whether 
it be true what I have heard, that the prosectition, and 
every thing relative to it is entirely given up ?" 

" Entirely, madam." 

" Then," said Lady Glistonbury, glancing her eye at 
Miss Strictland, " we may welcome Mr. Vivian with safe 
consciences to Glistonbury; and since the aflTair will 
never become public, and smce Lady Sarah knows none 
of the improper particulars ; and since she may, and, 
from her education, naturally will, class all such things 
under the head of impossibilities and fadse reports, of 
which people, in our rank of life especially, are subject 
every nour to hear so many ; there cannot, as I am 
persuaded you will agree with me in thinking, Miss 
Strictland, be any impropriety in our and Lady Sarah's 
receiving Mr. Vivian again on the same footing as 
formerly." 

Miss Strictland bowed her formal assent: Vivian 
bowed, because he saw that a bow was expected from 
him ; and then he pondered on what might be meant by 
the words on the same footing as formerly ; and he had just 
framed a clause explanatory and restrictive of the same, 
whence was interrupted by the sound of laughter, and 
of numerous, loud, and mingled voices, coming along the 
gallery that led to the drawing-room. As if these were 
signals for her departure, and as if she dreaded the in- 
trusion and contamination of the revel rout, Lady Glis- 
tonbury aro&e, looked at her watch, pronounced her be- 
li***" that it was full time for her to go to dress, and re- 
tired through a Venetian door, followed by Miss Strict- 
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land, repeating the same belief, and bearing her lady* 
ship's tapestry-work : her steps quickened as the door 
at the opposite end of the room opened ; and comrtesying 
(an unnecessary apology to Mr. Vivian) as she passed, 
she left him to himself. And now, 

** He c«es a train proAisely gay 
Come prenklinf o*er the place.** 

Some were dressed for comic, some for tragic char- 
acters ; but all seem equally gay, and talked equally fast. 
There had been a dressed rehearsal of " The Fair Peni- 
tent," and of " The Romp ;" and all the spectators and 
all the actors were giving and receiving exuberant com- 
pliments. Vivian knew many of the party, — some of 
them bel-esprits, some fashionable amateurs ; all-preten- 
ders to notoriety, either as judges or performers. In the 
midst of 'this motley group, there was one figure who 
stood receiving and expecting universal homage : she 
was dressed as '* The Fair Penitent ;" but her affected 
vivacity of gesture and countenance was in striking con- 
trast to her tragic attire ; and Vivian could hardly for- 
bear smiling at the minauderies with which she listened 
and talked to the gentlemen around her ; now languishing, 
now coquetting ; rolling her eyes, and throwing herself 
into a succession of studied attitudes, deahng repar- 
tees to this side and to that ; and, in short, making the 
greatest possible exhibition both of her person and her 
mind. 

" Don't you know her 1 Did you never see her be- 
fore^ — No! you've been out of England; but youVe 
heard of her, certainly 1 — Rosamunda,^^ whispered Lord 
Glislonbury to Vivian. 

"And who is Rosamunda?" said Vivian: "an ac- 
tress." 

" Actress ! — Hush ! — Bless you ! no — but the famous 
poetess. Is it possible that you hav'n't read the poems 
of Rosamunda? — They were in everybody's hands a 
few months ago ; but you were abroad—better engaged, 
or as well, hey 1 But, as I was going to tell you, that's 
the reason she's called The Rosamunda — ^I gave her the 
name, for I patronised her from the first. Her real 
name is Bateman; and Lady Glistonbury and her set 
call her Miss Bateman still, but nobody else. She's an 
amazing clever woman, I assure you — more genius than 
«iiy of 'em since the time of Rousseau ! — ^Devil of a 
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salary ! — and devil of a battle I had to fight with some 
of my friends before I could fix her here ; but I was 
determined I would follow my own ideas in Julians 
education. Lady Glistonbury had her way and her 
routine with Lady Sarah ; and it's all very well, vastly 
well — 

' Virtue fbr her too painrul an endeavour, 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever.' 

You know the sort of thing ! Yes, yes ; but I was not 
content to have my Julia lost among the mediocres, as I 
call them : so I took her out of Miss Strictland's hands ; 
and the Rosamunda's her governess." 

" Her governess !" repeated Vivian, with uncontrolla- 
ble astonishment ; " Lady Julia Lidhurst's governess !" 

" Yes, you may well be surprised," pursued Lord Glis- 
tonbury, mistaking the cause of the surprise : " no one 
in England could have done it but myself; she refused 
innumerable applications, — ^immense offers; and, after 
all, you know, she does not appear as governess titrie — 
only as a friend of the family, who directs Lady Juba Lid- 
hurst's literary talents. O, you understand, a man of the 
world knows how to manage these things — sacrifices 
always to the vanity of the sex, or the pride, as the 
case may be.'. I never mind names, but things, as the 
metaphysicians say — distinguish between essentials and 
accidents — sound philosophy that, hey'i And, thank 
Heaven I a gentleman or a nobleman need not apologize 
in these days for talking of philosophy before laSes, 
even if anybody overheard us, which, as it happens, 
I believe nobody does. So let me, now that you know 
your Paris, introduce you to *The Rosamunda.' — Mr. 
Vivian — the Rosamunda. Rosamunda — Mr. Vivian." 

After Vivian had for a few minutes acted audience, 
very little to his own satisfaction, he was relieved by 
Lord Glistonbury's exclaiming, "But Julia! where's 
Julia all this time V 

Rosamunda looked round, with the air of one inter- 
rupted by a frivolous question which requires no an- 
swer ; but some one less exalted, and more attentive 
to the common forms of civility, told his lordship that 
Lady Julia was in the gallery with her brother. Lord 
Glistonbury hurried Vivian into the gallery. He was 
struck, the moment he met Lady Julia, with the great 
change and improvement in her appearance. Instead 
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of the childish giil he had formerly seen flying about, full 
only of the frolic of the present moment, he now saw 
a fine graceful woman, with a striking countenance that 
indicated both genius and sensibility. She was talking 
to her brother with so much eagerness, that she did not 
see Vivian come into the gallery ; and, as he walked on 
towards the farther end, where she was standing, he had 
time to admire her. 

" A fine girl, faith ! though she is my daughter," whis- 
pered Lord Glistonbury ; " and would you believe that 
she is only sixteen V 

" Only sixteen !" 

" Ay : and stay till you talk to her — stay till you hear 
her — ^you will be more surprised. Such genius ! such 
eloquence ! She's my own girl. Well, Julia, my dar- 
ling !" ched he, raising his voice, " in the clouds, as 
usual V 

Lady Julia started — but it was a natural, not a theatric 
start — colouring at the consciousness of her own ab- 
sence of mind. She came forward with a manner that 
apologized better than words could do, and she received 
Mr. Vivian so courteously, and with such ingenuous plea- 
sure in her countenance, that he began to rejoice in hav- 
ing accepted the invitation to Glistonbury ; at the same 
instant, he recollected a look which his mother had given 
him when he first saw Lady JuUa on the terrace of the 
castle. 

" Well, what was she saying to you, Lidhurst 1 hey ! 
my boy V 

" We were arguing, sir." 

" Arguing ! Ay, ay, she's the devil for that ! — ^words 
at will! — ' Persuasive words, and more persuasive sighs!' 
Ah, woman! woman for ever! always talking us out 
of our senses ! and which of the best of us would not 
wish it to be so ? * Oh ! let me, let me be deceived !' is 
the cream of philosophy, epicurean and stoic — at least, 
that's my creed. But to the point ; what was it about 
that she was holding forth so charmingly — a book, or a 
lover ? A book, I'll wager : she's such a romantic little 
fool, and so uril\ke other women: leaves all her ad- 
mirers there in the drawing-room, and stays out here, 
talking over musty books with her brother. But come, 
what was the point 1 I will have it argued again before 
me. Let's see the book." 
Lord Lidhurst pointed out a speech in "The Fair 
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the manner in which it should be recited. Lord Glis- 
tonbiiry called upon his daughter to repeat it: she 
showed a slight degree of unaffected timidity at first ; 
but when her father stamped, and bade her let him 
see no vulgar bashfulness, she obeyed — ^recited charm- 
ingly — and, when urged by a little opposition from her 
brother, grew warm in defence of her own opinion—- 
displayed in its support such sensibility, with such a 
flow of eloquence, accompanied with such animated and 
graceful, yet natural gesture, that Vivian was trans- 
ported with sudden admiration. He was astonished at 
this early development of feeling and intellect ; and if, 
in the midst of his delight, he felt some latent disappro- 
bation of this display of talent from so young a woman, 
yet he quickly justified her to himself, by saying that he 
was not a stranger ; that he had formerly been received 
by her family on a footing of intimacy. Then he ob- 
served further, in her vindication, that there was not 
the slightest affectation or coquetry in any of her words 
or motions ; that she spoke with this eagerness, not to 
gain admiration, but because she was carried away by 
her enthusiasm, and, thoughtless of herself, was eager 
only to persuade, and to make her opinions prevail. 
Such was the enchantment of her eloquence and her 
beauty, that, after a quarter of an hour spent in her 
company, owe hero did not know whether to wish that 
she had more sedateness and reserve, or to rejoice that 
she was so animated and natural. Before he couli^ 
decide this point, his friend Russell returned from riding « 
After the first greetings were over, Russell drew him 
aside, and asked, " Pray, my dear Vivian, what brings 
you here V 

" Lord Glistonbury— to whom I had not time to say 
DO, he talked so fast. But, after all, why should I say 
no ? I am a free man — ^a discarded lover. I am abso- 
lutely convinced that Selina Sidney's refusal will never 
be retracted ; my mother, I know, is of that opinion. 
You suggested that if I distinguished myself in pubhc 
life, and showed steadiness, I might recover her esteem 
and affection ; but I see no chance of it. My mother 
showed me her last letter — ^no hopes from that — so I 
think it would be madness, or folly, to waste my time 
and wear out my feelings in pursuit of a woman whO| 
however amiable, is lost to me." 

Vol. VIIL— E 
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" Of that you are the best judge," said Russell, gravely. 
** I am far from wishing — ^from urging you to waste 
your time. Lady Mary Vivian must know more of Miss 
Sidney, and be better able to judge of the state of her 
heart, than I can be. It would not be the part of a friend 
to excite you to persevere in a pursuit that would end 
in disappointment ; but this much, before we quit the 
subject for ever, I feel it my duty to say — ^that I think 
Miss Sidney the woman of all others the best suited to 
your character, the most deserving of your love, the 
most calculated to make you exquisitely and perma- 
nenily happy." 

" All that's very true," said Vivian, impatiently ; " but, 
since 1 can-t have her, why make me miserable about 
her t" 

'* Am I to understand," resumed Russell, after a lon^ 
pause, ** am I to understand that, now you have regained 
your freedom, you come here with the settled purpose 
of espousing the Lady Sarah Lidhurst V 

" Heaven forefend !" cried Vivian, starting back. 

'* Then I am to go over again, on this subject, with 
indefatigable patience and in due logical order, all the 
arguments, moral, prudential, and conventional, which I 
had the labour of laying before you about a twelvemonth 
ago." 

" Save yourself the trouble, my dear friend !" said 
Vivian ; " I shall set all that upon a right footing imme- 
diately, by speaking of the report at once to some of the 
family. I was going to rise to explain this morning, 
when I was with Lady Glistonbury ; but I felt a sort of 
delicacy — it was an awkward time — and at that moment 
somebody came into the room." 

" Ay," said Russell, " you are just like the hero of a 
novel, stopped from saying what he ought to say by 
somebody's coming into the room. Awkward time ! 
Take care you don't sacrifice yourself at last to these 
awkwardnesses and this sort of delicacies. I have still 
my fears that you will get into difficulties about Lady 
Sarah." 

Vivian could not help laughing at what he called his 
friend's absurd fears. 

" If you are determined, my dear Russell, at all events 
to fear for me, I'll suggest to you a more reasonable 
eause of dread. Suppose I should fall desperately in 
love with Lady Julia ! — I assure you there's some danger 
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of that. She is really very handsome and very grace* 
ful ; uncommonly clever and eloquent — as to the rest, 
you know her — what is she 1" 

" All that you have said, and more. She might be 
mtide any thing— every thing ; an ornament to her sex 
— an honour to her country — ^were she under the gui- 
dance of persons fit to direct great powers and a nobl« 
character ; but yet I caimot, Vivian, as your friend, re- 
commend her to you as a wife." 

" I am not thinking of her as a wife," said Vivian : 
" I have not had time to think of her at all yet. But 
you said, just now, that in good hands she might be 
made every thing that is good and great. Why not by 
a husband, instead of a governess ? and would not you 
call mine good hands /" 

** Good, but not steady — not at all the husband fit to 
guide such a woman. He must be a man, not only of 
superior sense, but of superior strength of mind." 

Vivian was piqued by this remark, and proceeded to 
compare the fitness of his character to such a character 
as Lady Julia's. Every moment he showed more curi- 
osity to hear further paiticulars of her disposition ; o( 
the different characters of her governesses, and of all 
her relations ; but Russell refused to say more. He had 
told him what he was called upon, as his friend, to 
reveal ; he left the rest to Vivian's own observation and 
judgment. Vivian set himself to work to observe and 
judge with all his might. 

He soon perceived that all Russell had told him of the 
mismanagement of Lady Julia's education was true. 
In this house there were two parties, each in extremes, 
and each with their systems and practice carried to the 
utmost excess. The partisans of the old and the new 
school were here to be seen at daggers-drawing. Lady 
Ghstonbury, abhorrent of what she termed modern phi- 
losophy, and classing under that name almost all science 
and literature, especially all attempts to cultivate the 
understanding of women, had, with the assistance of 
her double. Miss Strictland, brought up Lady Sarah in all 
the ignorance and all the rigidity of the most obsolete 
of the old school ; she had made Lady Sarah precisely 
like herself; with virtue, stiff, dogmatical, and repulsive ; 
with religion, gloomy and puritanical; with manners, 
cold and automatic. In the course of eighteen years, 
while Lady Glistonbury went on, like clock-work, Uie 
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same round, punctual to the letter but unfeeling of the 
gpirit of her duties, she contrived, even by the weari- 
some method of her minuted diary of education, to make 
her house odious to her husband. Some task, or master, 
or hour of lesson continually and immitigably plagued 
him : he went abroad for amusement, and found dissipa- 
tion. Thus, by her unaccommodating temper, and the 
obstinacy of her manifold virtues, she succeeded in 
alienating the affections of her husband. In despair he 
one day exclaimed, 

*' Ah que de vertoi vous me (hites hair ;*' 

and, repelled by virtue in this ungracious form, he flew 
to more attractive vice. Finding that he could not have 
any comfort or solace in the society of his wife, he 
sought consolation in the company of a mistress. Lady 
Glistonbury had, in the mean time, her consolation in 
being a pattern wife ; and in hearing that at card-tables 
it was universally said, that Lord Glistonbury was the 
worst of husbands, and that her ladyship was extremely 
to be pitied. In process of time. Lord Glistonbury was 
driven to his home again by the united torments of a 
virago mistress and the gout. It was at this period that 
he formed the notion of being at once a political leader 
and a Mecaenas ; and it was at this period that he became 
acquainted with both his daughters, and determined that 
his JuUa should never resemble the Lady Sarah. He 
saw his own genius in Julia ; and he resolved, as he said, 
to give her fair play, and to make her one of the wonders 
of the age. After some months' counteraction and alter- 
cation. Lord Glistonbury, with a high hand, took his 
daughter from under the control of Miss Strictland; 
and, in spite of all the representations, prophecies, and 
denunciations of her mother, consigned Julia to the care 
of a governess after his own heart — a Miss Bateman ; 
or, as he called her. The Rosamunda. From the moment 
this lady was introduced into the family there was an 
irreconcilable breach between the husband and wife. 
Lady Glistonbury was perfectly in the right in her dread 
of such a governess as Miss Bateman for her daughter. 
Her ladyship was only partially and accidentally right : 
right in point of fact, but wrong in the general principle ; 
for she objected to Miss Bateman, as l^ing of the class 
of literary women ; to her real faidts, her inordinate love 
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of admiration, and romantic imprudence, Lady Gliston- 
bury did not object, because she did not at first know 
them ; and when she did, she considered them but as 
necessary consequences of the cultivation and erdargre" 
ment of Miss Bateman^s understanding, " No wonder !" 
her ladyship would say ; '* I knew it must be so ; I knew 
it could not be otherwise. All those clever women, as 
they are called, are the same. This comes of literature 
and literary ladies." 

Thus moralizing in private with Miss Strictland and 
her own small party, Lady Glistonbury appeared silent 
and passive before her husband and his adherents. 
After prophesying how it all must end in the ruin of 
her daughter Julia, she declared that she would never 
speak on this subject again : she showed herself ready, 
with maternal resignation, and in silent obduracy, to 
witness the completion of the sacrifice of her devoted 
child. 

Lord Glistonbury was quite satisfied with having 
silenced opposition. His new governess, established in 
her office, and with full and uiSimited powers, went on 
triumphant and careless of her charge ; she thought of 
little but displaying her own talents in company. The 
castle was consequently filled with crowds of amateurs ; 
novels and plays were the order of the day ; and a the- 
atre was fitted up, all in open defiance of poor Lady 
Glistonbury. The daughter commenced her new course 
of education by being taught to laugh at her mother's 
prejudices. Such was the state of affairs when Vivian 
commenced his observations ; and all this secret history 
he learned by scraps, and hints, and innuendoes, from 
very particular friends of both parties — friends who 
were not troubled with any of Mr. Russell's scruples or 
discretion. 

Vivian's attention was now fixed upon Lady Julia ; he 
observed with satisfaction, that, notwithstanding her 
governess's example and excitenaent. Lady Julia did not 
show any exorbitant desire for general admiration ; and 
that her manners were free from coquetry and affecta- 
tion : she seemed rather to disdain the flattery, and to 
avoid both the homage and the company of men who 
were her inferiors in mental qualifications ; she addressed 
her conversation principally to Vivian and his friend 
Russell ; with them, indeed, she conversed a great deal, 
with much eagerness and enthusiasm, expressing all her 
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opinioiis without disguise, and showing on most occa- 
sions more imagination than reason, and more feeling 
than Judgment. Vivian perceived that it was soon sus- 
pected by many of their observers, and especially by 
Lady Glistonbury and the Lady Sarah, that Julia Imd a 
design upon his heart ; bat he plainly discerned that she 
had no design whatever to captivate him ; and that 
though she gave him so lai^e a share of her company, 
it was without thinking of lum as a lover : he saw that 
she conversed with him and Mr. Russell preferably to 
others, because they spoke on subjects which interested 
her more ; and because they drew out her brother, of 
whom she was very fond. Her being capable, at so 
early an age, to appreciate RusseU^s character and tal- 
ents, — ^her preferring his solid sense and his plain sin- 
cerity to the briUiancy, the fashiauy and even the gallantry 
of all the men whom her father bad now collected round 
her, appeared to Vivian the most unequivocal proof of 
the superiority of her understanding and of the goodness 
of her disposition. On various occasions, he marked 
with delight the deference she paid to his friend^s opin- 
ion, and the readiness with which she listened to reason 
firom him — albeit unused and averse from reason in gene- 
ral. Impatient as she was of control, and confident 
both in her own powers and in her instinctive moral 
sense (about which, by-the-by, she talked a great deal 
of eloquent nonsense), yet a word or a look from Mr. 
Russell would reclaim her in her highest flights. Soon 
after Vivian commenced his observations upon this in- 
teresting subject, he saw an instance of what Russell 
had told him of the ease with which Lady Julia might 
be guided by a man of sense and strength of mind. 

The tragedy of " The Fair Penitent," Calista by Miss 
Bateman, was represented with vast applause to a bril- 
liant audience at the Glistonbury theatre. The same 
play was to be reacted a week afterward to a fresh au- 
dience ; it was proposed that Vivian should play Lothario, 
and that Lady Julia should play Calista : Miss Bateman 
saw no objection to this proposal: Lord Glistonbury 
miffht, perhaps, have had the parental prudence to object 
to his daughjter's appearing in public at her age, in such 
a character, before a mixed audience; but, unfortu- 
nately, Lady Glistonbury, bursting from her silence at this 
critical moment, said so much, and , it such a prosing 
and puritanical manner, not only against her daughter's 
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acting in this play, and in these circumstances, but 
against all stage />Zay«, play wrights, actors, and actresses 
whatsoever, denouncing and anathematizing them all 
indiscriminately; that immediately Lord Glistonbury 
laughed. Miss Bateman took fire, and it became a trial 
of power between the contending parties. Lady Julia, 
who had but lately escaped from the irksomeness of her 
mother's injudicious and minute control, dreaded, above 
all things, to be again subjected to her and Miss Strict- 
land ; therefore, without considering the real propriety 
or impropriety of the point in question, without examin- 
ing whether Miss Bateman was right or wrong in the 
license she had granted, Lady JuUa supported her opinion 
warmly ; and, with all her eloquence, at once asserted 
her own liberty, and defended the cause of the theatre 
in general. She had heard Mr. Russell once speak of 
the utility of a well-regulated public stage; of the influ- 
ence of good theatric representations in forming the 
taste and rousing the soul to virtue : he had shown her 
MarmontePs celebrated letter to Rousseau on this sub- 
ject; consequently, she thought she knew what his 
opinion must be on the present occasion: therefore she 
spoke with more than her usual confidence and enthu- 
siasm. Her eloquence and her abiUties transported her 
father and most of her auditors, Vivian among the rest, 
with astonishment and admiration ; she enjoyed, at this 
moment, what the French call un grand succh ; but, in 
the midst of the buzz of applause, Vivian observed that 
her eye turned anxiously upon Russell, who stood silent, 
and with a disapproving countenance. 

" I am sure your friend Mr. Russell is displeased at 
this instant — and with me. I must know why. Let us 
ask him. Do bring him here." 

Immediately she disengaged herself from all her ad- 
mirers, and making room for Mr. Russell beside her, 
waited, as she said, to hear from him ses vSriiSs. Rus- 
sell would have declined speaking, but her ladyship 
appealed earnestly and urgently for his opinion, saying, 
** Who will speak the truth to me if you will not 1 On 
whose judgment can I rely if not on yours 1 You direct 
my brother's mind to every thing that is wise and good ; 
direct mine : I am as desirous to do right as he can be : 
and you will find me — self-willed and volatile as 1 know 
you think me — you will find me a docDe pupil. Then 
tell me frankly---did I, just now, speak too much or too 
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warmly ? I thought I was speaking your sentimentSy 
and that I must be right. But perhaps it was not right 
for a woman, or so young a woman as I am, to support 
even just opinions so resolutely. And yet, is it a crime 
to be young? — And is the honour of maintaininff truth 
to he monopolized by age ? — No, surely ; for Mr. Russell 
himself has not that claim to stand forth, as he so often 
does, in its defence. If you think that I ought not to 
dct Calista, — if you think that I had better not appear od 
the stage at all, only say so !— -All I ask is your opinion ; 
the advantage of vour judgment. And you see, Mr. 
Vivian, how difficult it is to obtain it. But his friend, 
probably, never felt this difficulty." 

With a decree of sober composure which almost 
provoked Vivian, Mr. Russell answered this animated 
kdy. And with a sincerity which, though politely 
shown, Vivian thought severe and almost cruel, RusseU 
acknowledged that tier ladyship had anticipated some, 
but not all, of his objections. He represented that she 
had failed in becoming respect to her mother, in thus 
publicly attacking and opposing her opinions, even sup- 
posing them to l^ ill-founded ; and declared that, as to 
the case in discussion, he was entirely of Lady Glistoui- 
bury^s opinion, that it would be unfit and injurious to a 
younff lady to exhibit herself, even on a private stase, ia 
the character in which it had been proposed that Lady 
Julia should appear. 

While Russell spoke, Vivian was charmed with the^ 
manner in which Lady Julia listened : he thought her 
countenance enchantingly beautiful, sdternately softened 
as it was by the expression of genuine humility, and ra- 
diant with candour and gratitude. She made no reply, 
but immediately went to her mother ; and, in the most 
engaging manner, acknowledged that she had been 
wrong, and declared that she was convinced it would 
be improper for her to act the character she had pro- 
posed. With that cold haughtiness of mien, the most 
repulsive to a warm and generous mind, the mother 
turned to her daughter, and said that, for her part, she 
had no faith in sudden conversions, and starts of good 
conduct made little impression upon her ; that, as far as. 
she was herself concerned^ she forgave, as in charity it 
became her, all the undutiful insolence with which she 
had been treated ; that, as to the rest, she was glad to» 
find, for Lady JuUa^s own sake» that she had given up her 
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strange and, as she must say, scandalous intendom,. 
** However,^' added Lady Glistonbury, *^ I am not so san- 
guine as to consider this as any thing but a respite from 
ruin; 1 am not so credulous as to beUeve in sudden 
reformations ; nor, despicable as you and my lord do 
me the honour to think my understanding*--am I to be 
made the dupe of a little deceitful fondling !" 

Julia withdrew her arms, which she had thrown round 
her mother ; and Miss Strictland, after breaking her net- 
ting silk with a jerk of indignation, observed, that, for 
her part, she wondered young ladies should go to con- 
sult their brother^s tutor, instead of more suitable and« 
psrhaps, as competent advisers. Lady Julia, now indig- 
nant, turned away, and was withdrawing from before the 
triumvirate, when Lady Sarah, who had sat looking even 
more stiff and constrained than usual, suddenly broke 
from her stony state, and, springing forward, exclaimed, 
** Stay, Julia!— Stay, my dear sister ! — Oh, Miss Strict- 
land ! do my sister justice ! — ^When Julia is so candid, 
80 eager to do right, intercede for her with my mother !" 
" First, may I presume to ask," said Miss Strictland, 
drawing herself up with starch malice ; *^ first, may I 
presume to ask, whether Mr. Vivian, upon this occasion, 
declined to act Lothario I" 

" Miss Strictland, you do not do my sister justice !" 
cried Lady Sarah: "Miss Strictland, you are wrong'— 
very wrong!" 

Miss Strictland, for a moment struck dumb with as- 
tonishment, opening her eyes as far as they could open, 
stared at Lady Sarah, and, after a pause, exclaimed, 
" Lady Sarah! I protest I never saw any thing that sur- 
prised me so much in my whole hfe!— Wrong!—- 
very wrong! I? My Lady Glistonbury, I trust your 
ladyship — " 

Lady Glistonbury, at this instant, showed, by a little 
involuntary shake of her head, that she was mwardly 
perturbed : Lady Sarah, throwing herself upon her knees 
before her mother, exclaimed, " Oh, madam! — mother! 
forgive me if I failed in respect to Miss Strictland! — 
But, my sister ! my sister ! — " 

" Rise, Sarah, rise !" said Lady Glistonbury ; " that is 
not a fit attitude ! — And you are wrong, very wrong, to 
fail in respect to Miss Strictland, my second self, Sarah* 
Lady Julia Lidhurst, it is you who are the cause of this 
—the only failure of duty your sister ever was guilty oi 

£3 
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towards me in the whole course of her life — I beg of 
you to withdraw, and leave me my daughter Sarah." 

*'At least, I have found a sister, and when I most 
wanted it," said Lady Julia. " I always suspected you 
loved me, but 1 never knew how much till this moment," 
added she, turning to embrace her sister ; but Lady Sa- 
rah had now resumed her stouy appearance, and, stand- 
ing motionless, received her sister's embrace without 
sign of life or feeling. 

" Lady Julia Lidhurst," said Miss Strictland, " you 
humble yourself in vain : I think your mother, my Lady 
Glistonbury, requested of you to leave your sister. Lady 
Sarah, to us, and to her duty." 

" Duty !" repeated Lady Julia, her eyes flashing indig- 
nation. "Is this what you call duty 7 — Never will I 
humble myself before you again — I wiU leave you — I do 
leave you — now and for ever ! — ^duty !" 

She withdrew : and thus was lost one of the fairest 
occasions of confirming a young and candid mind in 

grudent and excellent dispositions. After humbling 
erself in vain before a mother, this poor young lady 
was now to withstand a father's reproaches ; and, after 
the inexorable Miss Strictland, she was to encounter the 
exasperated Miss Bateman. Whether the Gorgon ter- 
rors of one governess, or the fury passions of the other, 
were most formidable, it was difficult to decide. Miss 
Bateman had written an epilogue for Lady Julia to recite 
in the character of Calista; and, with the combined 
irritability of authoress and governess, she was enraged 
at the idea of her pupil's declining to repeat these favour- 
ite lines. Lord GUstonbury cared not for the lines; 
but, considering his own authority to be impeached by 
his daughter's resistance, he treated his Julia as a traitor 
to his cause, and a rebel to his party. 

But Lady Julia was resolute in declining to play Ca- 
lista ; and Vivian admired the spirit and steadiness of her 
resistance to the soUcitations and the flattery with which 
she was assailed by the numerous hangers-on of the 
family, and by the amateurs assembled at Glistonbury. 
Russell, who knew the warmth of her temper, however, 
dreaded that she should pass the bounds of propriety in 
the contest with her father and her governess ; and he 
almost repented having given any advice upon the suIk 
ject. The contest happily terminated in Lord Gliston- 
Dury's having a violent fit of the gout, which, as the 
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newspapers informed the public, *' ended for the season 
ihe Christmas hospitalities and theatrical festivities at 
Glistonbury Castle !" 

While his lordship suffered this fit of torture, his 
daughter Julia attended him with so much patience and 
affection, that he forgave her for not being willing to be 
Calista ; and, upon his recovery, he announced to Miss 
Bate man that it was his will and pleasure that his daugh- 
ter Julia should do as she liked on this point, but that 
he desired it to be understood that this was no conces- 
sion to Lady Glistonbury^s prejudices, but an act of his 
own pure grace. 

To celebrate his recovery, his lordship determined to 
give a ball ; and Miss Bateman persuaded liim to make 
it a fancy ball. In this family, unfortunately, every oc- 
currence, even every proposal of amusement, became a 
subject of dispute and a source of misery. Lady Glis- 
tonbury, as soon as her lord announced his intention of 
giving this fancy ball, declined taking the direction of 
an entertainment which approached, she said, too near 
to the nature of a masquerade to meet her ideas of pro- 
priety. Lord Glistonbury laughed, and tried the powers 
of ridicule and wit : 

" Bm on th' impasaire Ice tbe ligbtnings play'd." 

The lady's cool obstinacy was fully a match for her 
lord's petulance ; to all he could urge, she repeated, 
" that such entertainments did not meet her ideas of 
propriety." Her ladyship, Lady Sarah, and Miss Strict- 
land consequently declared it to be their resolution 
" to appear in their own proper characters, and their 
own proper dresses, and no others." 

These three rigid seceders excepted, all the world at 
Glistonbury Castle, and within its sphere of attraction, 
were occupied with preparations for this ball. Miss 
Bateman was quite in her element, flattered and flatter- 
ing, consulting and consulted, in the midst of novels, 
plays, and poetry, prints, and pictures, searching for 
appropriate characters and dresses. This preceptress 
seemed to think and to expect that others should deem 
her office of governess merely a subordinate part of her 
business : she considered her having accepted of the 
superintendence of the education of Lady Julia Lidhurst 
as a prodigious condescension on her part, and a dero- 
gation from her rank and pretensions in the literary and 
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fashionaUe world ; a peculiar and sentimental faroiir to 
Lord Glistonbury, of which his lordship was bound in 
honour to show his sense, by treating her as a member 
of his family, not only with distinguished politeness, bat 
by deferring to her opinion in all things, so as to prove 
to her satisfaction tnat she was considered ordy as a 
friend, and not at all as a governess. Thus she was 
raised as much above that station in the family in which 
she could be useful, as governesses in other houses have 
been sometimes depressed below their proper rank. 
Upon this, as upon all occasions. Miss Bateman was the 
first person to be thought of— 4ier character and her 
dress were the primary points to be determined ; and 
they were points of no easy decision, she having pro- 
posed for herself no less Uum five characters — the fair 
Rosamond, Joan of Arc, Cleopatra, Sigismunda, and 
Circe. After minute consideration of the dresses, which, 
at a fancy ball, were to constitute these characters, fair 
Rosamond was rejected, ** because the old English dress 
muffled up the person too much ; Joan of Arc would find 
her armour inconvenient for dancing ; Cleopatra^s diadem 
and royal purple would certainly be truly becoming, bat 
then her regal length of train was as inadmissible in a 
dancing dress as Joan of Arc's armour." Between Sigis- 
munda and Circe, Miss Bateman*s choice long vibrated. 
The Spanish and the Grecian costume had each its claims 
on her favour : for she was assured they both became 
her remarkably. Vivian was admitted to the consulta- 
tion : he was mformed that there must be both a Circe 
and a Sigismunda; and that Lady Juha was to take 
whichever of the two characters Miss Bateman declined. 
Pending the deliberation, Lady Julia whispered to Vivian, 
" For mercy's sake ! contrive that I may not be doomed 
to be Circe ; for Circe is no better than Calista." 

Vivian was charmed with her ladyship's delicacy and 
discretion ; ho immediately decided her governess, by 
pointing out the beautiful headdress of Flaxman's Circe, 
and observing that Miss Bateman's hair ^which was a 
wig) might easily be arranged so as to produce the same 
effect. Lady Juha rewarded Vivian for this able and 
successful manoeuvre by one of her sweetest smiles. 
Her smiles had now powerful influence over his heart. 
He rebelled against Russell's advice, to take more time 
to consider how far his character was suited to hers : 
he was conscious, indeed, that it would be more prudent 
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to wait a little longer before he should declare his pas- 
sion, as Lady Julia was so very young and enthusiastic, 
and as her education had been so ill managed ; but he 
argued that the worse her education, and the more im- 
prudent the people about her, the greater was her merit 
m conducting herself with discretion, and in trying to 
restrain her natural enthusiasm. Russell acknowledged 
this, and gave all due praise to Lady Julia ; yet still he 
represented that Vivian had been acquainted with her 
so short a time that he could not be a competent judge 
of her temper and disposition, even if his judgment were 
cool; but it was evident that his passions were now 
engaged warmly in her favour. All that RusseU ureed 
for delay so far operated, however, upon Vivian, that 
he adopted a half-measure, and determmed to try what 
chance he might have of pleasing her before he should 
either declare his love to her ladyship, or make his pro- 
posal to her father. A favourable opportunity soon 
occurred. On the day appointed for the fancy ball, the 
young Lord Lidhurst, who was to be Tancred, was taken 
ill of a feverish complaint : he was of a very weakly 
constitution, and his friends were much alarmed by his 
frequent indispositions. His physicians ordered quiet; 
he was confined to his own apartment; and auoUier 
Tancred was of course to be sought for : Vivian ven- 
tured to offer to assume the character ; and his manner, 
when he made this proposal to his fair Sigismunda, 
though it was intended to be merely polite and gallant, 
was so much agitated, that she now, for the first time, 
seemed to perceive the state of his heart. Colouring 
high, her ladyship answered, with hesitation unusual to 
her, " that she believed — she fancied — that is, she un- 
derstood from her brother — ^that he had deputed Mr. 
Russell to represent Tancred in his place." 

Vivian was not displeased by this answer : the change 
of colour and evident embarrassment appeared to him 
favourable omens; and he thought that whether the 
embarrassment arose from unwillingness to let any man 
but her brother's tutor, a man domesticated in the family, 
appear as her Tancred, or whether she was afraid of 
offending Mr. RusseU, by changing the arrangement her 
brother had made ; in either case, Vivian felt ready, 
though a man in love, to approve of her motives. As 
to the rest, he was ceiitiln that Russell would decline 
the part assigned him ; and, as Vivian expected, RusseU 
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came in a few minutes to resigp^i his pretensions, or 
rather to state that though Lord Lidhurst had proposed 
it, he had never thought of accepting the honour ; and 
that he should, in all probability, not appear at the ball, 
because he was anxious to stay as much as possible with 
Lord Lidhurst, whose indisposition increased instead of 
abated. Lord Giistonbury, after this explanation, came 
in high spirits, and with much satisfaction in his coun- 
tenance and manner, said he was happy to hear that hi^ 
Sigismunda was to have Mr. Vivian for her Tancred. 
So far all was prosperous to our hero's hopes. 

But when he saw Lady Julia again, which was not till 
dinner-time, he perceived an unfavourable alteration in 
her manner; not the timidity or embarrassment of a 
girl who is uncertain whether she is or is not pleased, or 
whether she should or should not appear to be pleased 
by the first approaches of a new lover ; but there was in 
her manner a decided haughtiness and an unusual air of 
displeasure and reserve. Though he sat beside her, 
and though in general her delightful conversation had 
been addressed either to him or Mr. Russell, they were 
now both deprived of this honour ; whatever she said, 
and all she said, was unlike herself, was directed to per- 
sons opposite to her, even to the captain, the lawyer, 
and the family parasites, whose existence she commonly 
seemed to forget. She ate as well as spoke in a hurried 
manner, and as if in defiance of her feelings. While the 
courses were changing, she turned towards Mr. Vivian, 
and after a rapid examining glance at his countenance, 
she said, in a low voice, " You must think me, Mr. Vi- 
vian, very unreasonable and whimsical, but I have ffiven 
up all thoughts of being Sigismunda. Will you oblige 
me so far as not to appear in the dress of Tancred to- 
night ? You will thus spare me all further difficulty. 
You know my mother and sister have declared their 
determination not to wear any fancy dress ; and though 
my father is anxious that I should, I believe it may be 
best that, in this instance, I follow my own judgment. 
May I expect that you will oblige me 1" 

Vivian declared his entire submission to her lady- 
ship's judgment : and he now was delighted to be able to 
forgive her for all seeming caprice ; because he thought 
he saw an amiable motive for her conduct — the wish not 
to displease her mother, and not to excite the jealousy 
of her sister. 
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The hour when the ball was to commence arrirad ; 
the room filled with company; and Vivian, who flattered 
himself with the pleasure of dancing all night with Lady 
Julia, as the price of his prompt obedience, looked round 
the room in search of his expected psurtner, but he 
searched in vain. He looked to the door at every 
new entrance — ^no Lady Julia appeared. Circe, indeea, 
was everywhere to be seen and heard, and an uglier 
Circe never touched this earth ; but she looked happily 
confident in the power of her charms. While she was 
intent upon fascinating Vivian, he was impatiently wait- 
ing for a moments intermission of her volubility, that 
he might ask what had become of Lady Julia. 

" Lady Julia ! She's somewhere in the room, I sup- 
pose. Oh ! no : I remember, she told me she would go 
and sit a quarter of an hour with her brother. She wiU 
soon make her appearance, I suppose ; but I am so angry 
with her for disappointing us all, and you in particular, 
by changing her mind about Sigismunda ! Such a capital 
Tancred as you would have made ! and now you are no 
character at all ! But then you are only on a par with 
certain ladies. Comfort yourself with tne great Pope'a 
(I fear too true) reflection, that 

* Most women have no chtractera at alL' * 

Miss Bateman's eye glanced insolently, as she spoke, 
upon Lady Glistonbury's trio, who passed by at this 
instant, all without fancy dresses. Vivian, shocked by 
this ill-breeding towards the mistress of the house, 
offered his arm immediately to Lady GUston^ury, and 
conducted her with Lady Sarah and Miss Strictland to 
their proper places, where, having seated themselves, 
each in the same attitude precisely, they looked more 
like martyrs prepared for endurance than like persons 
in a ball-room. Vivian staid to speak a few words to 
Lady Glistonbury, and was just going away, when her 
ladyship, addressing him with more than her usual for- 
mality, said, " Mr. Vivian, I see, has not adopted the 
fashion of the day ; and as he is the only gentleman 
present, whose fancy dress does not proclaim him en- 
gaged to some partner equally /a/ici/M/, 1 cannot but wish 
that my daughter Lady Sarah should, if she dance at 
all to-night, dance with a gentleman in his own proper 
character." 
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Vivian, thus called upon, felt compelled to ask the 
honour of Lady Sarah's hand ; but he flattered himself^ 
that after the first dance he should have done his duWi 
and that he should bo at liberty by the time Julia shomd 
make her appearance. But, to his great disappointment, 
Mr. Russell, who came in just as he had finished the 
first two dances, informed him that Lady Julia was de- 
termined not to appear at the ball, but to stay with her 
brother, who wished for her company. So poor Vivian 
foimd himself doomed to be Lady Sarah's partner for 
the remainder of the night. It happened that as he was 
handing her ladyship to supper, in passing through an 
antechamber where some of the neighbours of inferior 
rank had been permitted to assemble to see the show, he 
heard one farmer's wife say to another, " Who beas that 
there, that's handing of Lady Sarah V They were de- 
tained a little by the crowd, so that he had time to hear 
the whole answer. " Don't you know V was the answer. 
" That there gentleman is Mr. Vivian of the new castle, 
that is to be married to her directly, and that's what he's 
come here for ; for they've been engaged to one another 
ever since the time o' the election." 

This speech disturbed our hero's mind considerably ; 
for it awakened a train of reflections which he had wil- 
fully left dormant. Will it, can it be believed, that after 
all his friend Russell's exhortations, after his own wise 
resolutions, he had never yet made any of those ex- 
planatory speeches he had intended 1 

" Positively," said he to himself, " this report shall 
not prevail four-and-twenty hours longer. I will pro- 
pose for Lady Julia Lidhurst before 1 sleep. RusseU, to 
be sure, advises me not to be precipitate — to take more 
time to study her disposition ; but I am acquainted with 
her sufficiently" (he should have said, I am in love with 
her sufficiently) ; " and really now, 1 am bound in honour 
immediately to declare myself — it is the best possible 
way of putting a stop to a report which will be ultimately 
injurious to Lady Sarah." 

Thus Vivian made his past irresolution an excuse for 
his present precipitation, flattering himself, as men often 
do when they are yielding to the impulse of their pas- 
sions, that they are submitting to the dictates of reason. 
At six o'clock in the morning the company dispersed. 
Lord Glistonbury and Vivian were the last in the ball- 
room. His lordship began some raillery upon our hero's 
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having declined appearing as Tancred, and upon his 
having devoted himself all night to Lady Sarah. Vivian 
seized the moment to explain his real feelings^ and he 
made his proposal for Laay Julia. It was received with 
warm approbation by the father, who seemed to rejoice 
the more in this proposal, because he knew that it would 
disappoint and mortify Lady Ghstonbury. The interests 
of his hatred seemed, indeed, to occupy his lordship more 
than the interests of Vivian's love ; but politeness threw 
a decent veil over these feehngs ; and, after saying all 
that could be expected of the satisfaction it must he to 
a father to see his daughter united to a man of Mr. 
Vivian's family, fortune, talents, and great respectability; 
and after having given, incidentally and parenthetically 
his opinions, not only concerning matrimony, but con- 
cerning all other affairs of human life, he wished his fu- 
ture son-in-law a very good night, and left him to repose. 
But no rest could Vivian take — ^he waited with impa- 
tience, that made every hour appear at least two, for the 
time when he was again to meet Lady Juha. He saw 
her at breakfast ; but he perceived by her countenance 
that she as yet knew nothing of his proposal. After 
breakfast Lord Glistonbury said, " Come with me, my 
little Julia ! it's a long time since I've had a walk and a 
talk with you." His lordship paced up and down the 
terrace, conversing earnestly with her for some time : 
he then went on to some labourers, who were cutting 
down a tree at the farthest end of the avenue. Vivian 
hastened out to meet Lady Julia, who, after standing 
deep in thought for some moments, seemed returning 
towards the castle. 



CHAPTER IX. 

" Mr. Vivian, I trust that I am not deficient in maid- 
enly modesty," said Lady Julia, " when it is not incom- 
patible with what I deem a hieher virtue — sincerity. 
Now and ever frankness is and shall be my only poUcy. 
The confidence I am about to repose in you, sir, is the 
strongest proof of my esteem, and of the gratitude I feel 
for your attachment. My heart is no longer in my power 
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to bestow. It is — ^young as I am, I dare to pronounce the 
words — irrevocably fixed upon -one who will do honour 
to my choice. Your proposal was made to my father. 
Why was it not made to me ? Men — all men but one — 
treat women as puppets, and then wonder that they are 
not rational creatures! Forgive me this too just re- 
proach. But, as I was going to say, your proposal has 
thrown me into great difficulties — ^the greater because 
my father warmly approves of it. I have a strong affec- 
tion for him ; and, perhaps, a year or two ago, I should, 
in the ignorance in which I was dogmatically brought up, 
have thought it my duty to submit implicitly to parental 
authority, and to receive a husband from the hands of a 
father, without consulting either my own heart or my 
own judgment. But, since mjr mind has been more en- 
lightened, and has opened to higher views of the dignity 
of my sex, and higher hopes of happiness, my ideas of 
duty have altered ; and I trust I have sufficient courage 
to support my own idea of the rights of my sex, and my 
firm conviction of what is just and becoming." 

Vivian was again going to say something, but whether 
against or in favour of the rights of the sex he had not 
clearly decided, when her ladyship saved him the trouble 
by proceeding with the train of her ideas. 

" My sincerity towards my father will, perhaps, cost 
me dear ; but I cannot repent of it. As soon as I knew 
the state of my own heart — which was not till very 
lately — which was not, indeed, till you gave me reason 
to think you seriously liked me — I openly told my father 
all I knew of my own heart. Would you believe HI I 
am sure I should not unless I had seen and felt it — my 
father, who, you know, professes the most liberal opin- 
ions possible ; my father, who, in conversation, is * All 
for love, and the world well lost ;' my father, who let Miss 
Bateman put the Heloise into my hands, was astonished, 
shocked, mdignant, at his own daughter's confession, I 
should say, assertion of her preference of a man of high 
merit, who wants only the advantages, if they be advan- 
tages, of rank and fortune. 

" Mr. Vivian," continued she, " may I hope that now, 
when you must be convinced of the inefficacy of any 
attempt either to win or to control my affections, you 
will have the generosity to spare me all unnecessary 
contest with my father. It must render him more averse 
from the only union that can make his daughter happy 
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and it may ruin the fortunes of— the first, in my opinion, 
of human beings. I will request another favour from 
you — and let my willingness to be obliged by you con- 
vince you that I appreciate your character — ^i request 
that you will not only keep secret all that 1 have said to 
you; but that, if accident, or your own penetration, 
should hereafter discover to you the object of my affec- 
tion, you will refrain from making any use of that dis^ 
covery to my disadvantage. You see how entirely I 
have thrown myself on your honour and generosity." 

Vivian assured her that the appeal was powerful with 
him; and that, by mastering his own passions, and 
sacrificing his feelings to hers, he would endeavour to 
show his strong desire to secure, at sJl events, her 
happiness. 

" You are truly generous, Mr. Vivian, to listen to me 
with indulgence, to wish for my happiness, while 1 have 
been wounding your feelings. But, without any impeach- 
ment of your sincerity, or yet of your sensibihty, let me 
say, that yours will be only a transient disappointment. 
Your acquaintance with me is but of yesterday, and the 
slight impression made on your mind will soon be* 
effaced ; but upon my mind, there has been time to grave 
a deep, a first charactery of love, that never, while 
memory holds her seat, can be eraded. — ^I believe," said 
Julia, checking herself, while a sudden blush over- 
spread her countenance — ^'^ I am afraid that I have said 
too much, too much for a woman. The UuU of my 
character, I know, I have been told, i» the want of what 
is called reserve." 

Blushing still more deeply a« she prooouneed thet^e 
last words, the colour daiimf up to ber Utmpl^, spread- 
ing over her neck, and making it* way to Uui vefry ti^ 
of her fingers, ^Sow I have dou* worm/^ cried mm, 
covering her ikce with ber haiMk. Bui ikyc u^ai tsw- 
ment, resmning, or trying to remuo^, b^ u^-j^/^i^hk^mi^m, 
she said, ^ It is time that I should jr<Hir«;, m*w th«a I 
have revealed my whole heart to y<Att. it JUa«, yk^Ay$, 
been imprudently opeiM^d ; but Uh UM y<^w j^Aybti/ttiiy. 
sir, is to bUma. Had you «Jbowii mof^e h»^M^uiM»t, % 
should assuredly bair« ^%MiUe4 mm^ |iruiCUsinu;;i(MMi hair4? 
treated you witli )km i^^ify^^iffi^j^y 

Lady Juha qmU^nd him, '4tA Vm^ M^mmit^ m # 
species of ainazA;, fxom wki^ Im <4^\M tM imim^iaMy 
lecower. Her (amkmtm, )mf 'o^^^^^^^^^'^f \^^ f ^^flf 
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siastic sensibility, her eloquent beauty, had altogether 
exalted, to the highest ecstasy, his love and admiration. 
Then he waUced about, beating his breast in despair at 
the thought of her affections being irrecoverably engaged 
— next quarrelled with the boldness of the confession, 
the assertion of her love— then decided, that, with aU her 
shining qualities and noble dispositions, she was not 
exactly the woman a man should desire for a wife : there 
was something too rash, too romantic about her; there 
was in her character, as she herself had said, and as 
Russell had remarked, too little reserve. Something 
like jealousy and distrust of his friend arose in Vivian's 
mind ; " What !" said he to himself, " and is Russell my 
rival ! and has he been all this time in secret my rival ! 
Is it possible that RusseD has been practising upon the 
affections of this innocent young creature — confided to 
him, too ! All this time, while he has been cautioning 
me against her charms, beseeching me not to propose 
for her precipitately, is it possible that he wanted only 
to get, to keep tne start of me! — No — ^impossible! 
utterly impossible ! If all the circumstances, all the 
Evidence upon earth conspired, I would nOt believe it." 
Resolved not to do injustice, even in his inmost soul, 
to his friend, our hero repelled all suspicion of Russell, 
by reflecting on his long and tried integrity, and on the 
warmth and fidelity of his friendship. In this temper he 
was crossing the castle-yard to go to Russell's apart- 
ment, when he was met and stopped by one of the 
domesticated friends of the family, Mr. Mainwaring, the 
young lawyer ; he was in the confidence of I^rd Gliston- 
bury, and, proud to show it, he let Mr. Vivian know 
that he was apprized of the proposal that had been made, 
and congratulated him, and all the parties concerned, on 
the prospect of such an agreeable connexion. Vivian 
was quite unprepared to speak to any one, much less to 
a lawyer, upon this subject ; he had not even thought of 
the means of obeying Lady Julia, by withdrawing his 
suit ; therefore, with a mixture of vexation and embar- 
rassment in his manner, he answered, in commonplace 
Shrases, meant to convey no precise meaning, and en- 
eavoured to disengage himself from his companion; 
but the lawyer, who had fastened upon him, linking his 
arm in Vivian's, continued to walk him up and down 
under the great gateway, saying that he had a word or 
two of importance for his private ear. This man had 
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taken much pains to insinuate himself into Vivian's 
favour, by the most obsequious and officious attentions : 
though his flattery had at first been disgusting, yet, by 
persevering in his show of civihty, he had At lenfi^h 
mclined Vivian to think that he was too harsh in his 
first judgment, and to believe that, *^ after all, Mainwaring 
was a good friendly fellow, tiiough his manner was 
against him." 

Mr. Mainwaring, with many professions of regard for 
Vivian, and with sundry premisings that he hazarded 
himself by the communication, took the liberty of hinting 
that he guessed, from Mr. Vivian^s manner this morning, 
that obstacles had arisen on the part of a young lady who 
should be nameless ; and he should make bold to add 
that, in his private opinion, the said obstacles would 
never be removed while a certain person remained in 
the castle, and while the young lady alluded to was 
allowed to spend so much of her time studying with her 
brother when well, or nursing him when sick. Mr. 
Mainwaring declared that he was perfectly astonished 
at Lord Glistonbury's blindness or imprudence in keep 
ing this person in the house, after the hints his lordship 
had received, and after all the proofs that must or may 
have fallen within his cognizance, of the arts of seduc- 
tion that had been employed. Here Vivian interrupted 
Mr. Mainwaring, to beg that he woi:dd not keep him 
longer in suspense by innuendoes, but that he would name 
distinctly the object of his suspicions. This, however, 
Mr. Mainwarinff begged to be excused from doing : he 
would only shake his head and smile, and leave people 
to their own sagacity and penetration. Vivian warmly 
answered, that if Mr. Mainwaring meant Mr. Russell, 
he was well assured that Mr. Mainwaring was utterly 
mistaken in attributing to him any but the most honour- 
able conduct. 

Mr. Mainwaring smiled, and shook his head — smiled 
again, and sighed, and hoped Mr. Vivian was right, and 
observed that time would show ; and that, at all events, 
he trusted Mr. Vivian would keep profoundly secret the 
hint which his friendship had, indiscreetly perhaps, 

hazarded. 

Scarcely had Mr. Mainwaring retired, when Captain 
Pickering met and seized upon Vivian, led to the same 
subject, and gave similar hints, that Russell was the 
happy rival who had secretly made himself master of 
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Lad^ Julians heart. Vivian, though much astonishedf 
finding that these gentlemen agre^ in their discoveries 
or their suspicions, still defended his friend Russell, and 
strongly protested that he would be responsible for his 
honour with his hfe if it were necessary. The captain 
shrugged his shoulders, said it was none of his business, 
that, as Mr. Vivian took it up so warmly y he should let it 
drop ; for it was by no means his intention to get into 
a quarrel with Mr. Vivian, for whom he had a particular 
regard. This said, with all the frankness of a soldier. 
Captain Pickering withdrew, adding as the clergyman 
passed at this instant, '^ There's a man who coi3d tell 
you more than any of us, if he would: but, snug*s the 
word with Wicksted." 

Vivian, in great anxiety and much curiosity, appealed 
to Mr. Wicksted ; he protested that he knew nothing, 
suspected nothing, at least could venture to say nothing; 
for these were very delicate family matters, and every 
gentleman should, on these occasions, make it a prin- 
ciple to see with his own eyes. Gradually, however, 
Mr. Wicksted let out his opinion, and implied infinitely 
more than Captain Pickering or Mr. Mainwaring had 
asserted. Vivian still maintained, in the warmest terms, 
that it was impossible his friend Russell should be to 
blame. Mr. Wicksted simply pronounced the word 
friend with a peculiar emphasis, and, with an incredulous 
smile, left him to his reflections. Those reflections 
were painful ; for, though he defended Russell from the 
attacks of others, yet he had not sufficient firmness of 
mind completely to resist the suggestions of suspicion 
and jealousy, particularly when they had been corrobo- 
rated by so many concurring testimonies. He had no 
longer the courage to go immediately to Russell, to teU 
him of his proposal for Lady Julia, or fo speak to him 
of any of his secret feelings ; but, turning away from the 
staircase that led to his friend's apartment, he deter- 
mined to observe Russell with his own eyes, before he 
should decide upon the truth or falsehood of the accusa- 
tions which had been brought against him. Alas ! Vi- 
vian was no longer in condition to observe with his own 
eyes ; his imagination was so perturbed, that he could 
neither see nor hear any thing as it really was. When 
he next saw Russell and Lady Julia together, he won- 
dered at his bhndness in not having sooner perceived 
their mutual attachment: notwithstanding that Lady 
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Julia had now the strongest motives to suppress every 
indication of her passion, symptoms of it broke out con- 
tinually, the more violent, perhaps, from her endeavours 
to conceal them. He knew that she was passionately 
in love with Russell ; and that Russell should not have 
perceived what every other man, even every indifferent 
spectator, had discovered, appeared incredible. Rus- 
selPs calm manner and entire self-possession sometimes 
provoked Vivian, and sometimes quelled his suspicions ; 
sometimes he looked upon this calmness as the extreme 
of art, sometimes as a proof of innocence, which could 
not be counterfeit. At one moment he was so much 
struck with Russell^s friendly countenance, that, quite 
ashamed of his suspicions, he was upon the point of 
speaking openly to liim ; but, unfortwiately, these in- 
tentions were frustrated by some slight obstacle. At 
length Miss Strictland, who had lately been very court- 
eous to Mr. Vivian, took an opportunity of drawing 
him into one of the recessed windows ; where, with in- 
finite difficulty in bringing herself to speak on such a 
subject, after inconceivable bridlings of the head, and 
contortions of every muscle of her neck, she insinuated 
to him her fears that my Lord Glistonbury's confidence 
had been very ill placed in Lord Lidhurst^s tutor : she 
was aware that Mr. Russell had the honour of Mr. Vi- 
vian's friendship, but nothing could prevent her from 
speaking where she felt it to be so much her duty ; and 
that, as from the unfortunate circumstances in the 
family, she had no longer any influence over Lady Julia 
Lidhurst, nor any chance of being Ustened to on such a 
subject with patience by Lord Glistonbury, she thought 
the best course she could take was to apply to Mr. 
Russell's friend, who might possibly, by his interference, 
prevent the utter disgrace and ruin of one branch of a 
noble family. 

Miss Strictland, in all she said, hinted not at Vivian's 
attachment to Lady Julia, and gave him no reason to 
believe that she was apprized of his having proposed for 
her ladyship: she spoKe with much moderation and 
candour ; attributed all Lady Julia's errors to the impru- 
dence of her new governess. Miss Bateman : Miss 
Strictland now showed a desire, not to make, but to pre- 
vent mischief: even the circumlocutions and stiffness 
of her habitual pnidery did not on this occasion seem 
unseasonable; therefore what she suggested made a 
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great impression on Vivian. He still, however, de* 
fended Russell, and assured Bifiss Strictland that, from 
the long experience he had himself had of his MeiMrs 
honour, he was convinced that no temptation coaM 
shake his integrity. Miss Strictland had formed her 
opinion on this point, she said, and it would be in vain to 
argue agai^t it. Every new assertion, the belief of 
each new person who spoke to him on the subject, the 
combination, the coincidence of all their opinions, 
wrought his mind to such a height of jealousy, that he 
vnis now absolutely incapable of using his reason. He 
went in search of RusseU, but in no fit mood to speak 
to him as he ought. He looked for him in his own, in 
Lord Lidhurst's apartment, in every sitting-room in Uie 
castle ; but Mr. Russell was not to be found : at last 
Lady Sarah's maid, who heard him inquiring for Bifr. 
Russell from the servants, told him, '* she fancied that 
if he took the trouble to go to the west walk, he might 
find Mr. Russell, as that was a favourite walk of hu." 
Vivian hurried thither, with a secret expectation of find- 
ing Lady Julia with him — there they both were in ear- 
nest conversation: as he approached, the trees con- 
cealed him from view ; and Vivian heard his own 
name repeated. '* Stop !" cried he, advancing : " let me 
not overhear your secrets — I am not a traitor to my 
friends !" 

As he spoke, his eyes fixed with an expression of 
concentrated rage upon RusseD. Terrified by Vivian's 
sudden appearance and strange address, and still more 
by the fierce look he cast on Russell, Lady Julia started 
and uttered a faint scream. With astonishment, but 
without losing his self-command, Russell advanced 
towards Vivian, saying, " You are out of your senses, 
my dear friend ! — I will not listen to you in your present 
humour. Take a turn or two with me to cool yourself. 
The anger of a friend should always be allowed three 
minutes' grace at least," add^ Russell, smiling, and 
endeavouring to draw Vivian away: but Vivian stood 
immoveable ; Russell's calmness, instead of bringing 
him to his senses, only increased his anger ; to his dis- 
tempered imagination this coolness seemed perfidious 
dissimulation. 

" You cannot deceive me longer, Mr. Russell, by all 
your art!" cried he. "Though I am the last to open 
my eyes, I have opened them. Why did you pretend 
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to be my counsellor and friend, when you were my 
rival t — when you knew that you were my successful 
rival 1 — Yes — start and affect astonishment ! Yes — ^look, 
if you can, with innocent surprise upon that lady ! — Say 
that you have not betrayed her father's confidence ! — 
say that you have not practised upon her unguarded 
heart ! — say that you do not know that she loves you 
to distraction !'' 

" Oh ! Mr. Vivian, what have you done !" cried Lady 
Julia : she could say no more, but fell senseless on the 
ground. Vivian's anger was at once sobered by this 
sight. 

" What have I done !" repeated he, as they raised 
her from the ground. " Wretch ! dishonourable villain' 
that I am ! I have betrayed her secret — But I thought 
everybody knew it! — ^Is it possible that you did not 
luK)w it, Russell 1" 

Russell made no reply, but ran to the river, which was 
near them, for some water — Vivian was incapable of 
affording any assistance, or even of forming a distinct 
idea. As soon as Lady Julia returned to her senses, 
Russell withdrew ; Vivian threw himself on his knees 
before her, and said something about the violence of his 
passion — his sorrow— and her for^veness. "Mr. Vi- 
vian," said Lady Julia, turning to him with a mixture of 
despair and dignity in her manner, " do not kneel to me ; 
do not make use of any commonplace phrases — I can- 
not, at this moment, forgive you — you have done me an 
irreparable injury. 1 confided a secret to you — ^a secret 
known to no human being but my father and yourself — 
you have revealed it, and to whom ! — Sooner would I 
have had it proclaimed to the whole world than to— ; for 
what is the opinion of the whole world to me, compared 
to his ] Sir, you have done me, indeed, an irremediable 
injury ! I trusted to your honour — ^your discretion ; and 
you have betrayed, sacrificed me." 

" Vile suspicions !" cried Vivian, striking his forehead : 
** how could I listen to them for a moment !" 

" Suspicions of Mr. Russell!" cried Julia, with a look 
of high indignation — " Suspicions of your noble-minded 
friend ! What wickedness, or what weakness !" 

"Weakness! — miserable weakness! — ^the sudden ef- 
fect of jealousy ; and could you know, Lady Julia, by 
what means, by what arts, my mind was worked up to 
this insanity !" 

Vol. VIIL— F 
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" I cannot listen to this now, Mr. Vivian," interrupted 
Lady Julia : " my thoughts cannot fix upon such things 
— 1 cannot go back to the past — what is done cannot be 
undone — what has been said cannot be unsaid. You 
cannot recall your words — they were heard— ^they were 
understood. 1 beg you to leave me, sir, that I may have 
leisure to think — if possible, to consider what yet re- 
mains for me to do. 1 have no friend — ^none, none 
willing or capable of advising me ! I beg of you to 
leave me, sir." 

Vivian could not, at this moment, decide whether he 
ought or ought not to tell Lady Julia that her secret 
was known, or at least suspected, by many individuals 
of the family. 

" There's a servant on the terrace who seems to be 
looking for us," said Vivian ; " I had something of conse- 
quence to say — but this man — " 

" My lady. Miss Bateman desired me to let you know, 
my lady, that there is the Lady Playdels, and the colo- 
nel, and Sir James, in the drawing-room, just come ; 
and she begs, my lady, you will be pleased to come to 
them ; for Miss Bateman's waiting for you, my lady, to 
repeat the verses, she bid me say, ray lady." 

" Go to them, Mr. Vivian; 1 cannot go." 

" My lady," persisted the footman, " my lord himself 
begged you to come ; and he and all the gentlemen have 
been looking for you everywhere." 

" Return to my father, then, and say that I am coming 
immediately." 

" Forced into company !" thought Lady Julia, as she 
walked slowly towards the house ; " compelled to appear 
calm and gay, when my heart is — what a hfe of dissimu- 
lation ! How unworthy of me, formed, as I was once 
pronounced to be, for every thing that is good and great ! 
— ^But I am no longer mistress of myself — ^no soul left 
but for one object. Why did I not better guard my heart ? 
— No ! — ^rather, why can I not follow its dictates, and 
at once avow and justify its choice 1" 

Vivian interrupted Lady Julia's revery by pointing out 
to her, as they passed along the terrace, a group of 
heads, in one of the back windows of the castle, that 
seemed to be watching them very earnestly. Miss 
Strictland's face was foremost ; half her body was out 
of the window ; and as she drew back, they heard her 
say, " It is not he !— It is not he !"— As they passed 
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mnother front of the castle, another party seemed to be 
upon the watch at a staircase window; the lawyer, the 
captain, the clergyman^s heads appeared for a moment, 
and vanished. 

" They seem all to be upon the wat<;h for us," said 
Vivian. 

" Meanness !" cried Lady Julia. " To watch or to be 
watched, I know not which is most degrading ; but I 
cannot think they are watching us." 

" My dear Lady Julia ! — yet let me call you dear this 
once — ^my hopes are gone '.—even for your forgiveness 
I have no right to hope — but let me do you one piece of 
service — ^let me put your open temper on its guard. 
You flatter yourself that the secret you confided to me 
is not known to anybody living but to your father — I 
have reason to believe that it is suspected, if not posi- 
tively known, by several other persons in this castle." 

" Impossible !" 

" I am certain, too certain of what I say," 

Lady Julia made a sudden stop ; and, after a pause* 
exclaimed — 

" Tben fiirawell, hope ! and, with hope, fiuewell, fear. 

^* My lady, my lord sent me again, for my lord's very 
impatient for you, my lady," said the same footman, re- 
turning. Lord Glistonbury met them in the hall. " Why, 
Julia ! where have you been all this time V he began 
in an imperious tone ; but seeing Mr. Vivian, his brow 
grew smooth and his voice good-humoured instantly. 
•* Ha ! So ! so !— Hey ! well !— All right ! all right !— Good 
girl ! Good girl ! — Time for every thing— Hey ! Mr. Vi- 
vian I * Que la sohtude est charmante !* as Voltaire says. 
— Beg pardon for sending for you ; but interruption, you 
know, prevents tite-d-tStes on the stage from growing 
tiresome ; and the stage, they say, holds the mirror up 
to nature. But there's no nature now left to hold the 
mirror up to, except in a few odd instances, as in my 
Julia here ! Where so fast, my blushing darling 1" 

** I thought you wished, sir, that I should go to Lady 
Playdel and Sir James." 

** Ay, ay, I sent for you to repeat those charming 
verses for them that I could not clearly remember. — 
Go up ! go up ! We'U follow you ! — We have a word or 
two to say about something — ^that's nothing to you." 

F3 
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Lord Glistonbury kept Vivian for a full hour in a state 
of considerable embarrassment, talking to him of Lady 
Julia, implying that she was favourably disposed towards 
him, hut that she had a little pride that might make her 
affect the contrary at first. Then came a disquisition 
on pride, with quotations and commonplaces ; then a 
eulogium, by his lordship, on his lordship's own know- 
ledge of the human heart, and more especially of that 
" moving toy-shop," the female heart ; then anecdotes 
illustrative, comprising the gallantries of thirty years in 
various ranks of life, with suitable bon-mots and em- 
beUishments; then a httle French sentiment, byway 
Of moral, with some philosophical axioms, to show that 
though he had led such a gay life, he had been a deep 
thinker, and that, though nobody could have thought that 
he had had time for reading, his genius had supplied him, 
he could not himself really tell how, with what other peo- 
ple with the study of years could not master : all which 
Vivian was compelled to hear, while he was the whole 
time impatient to get away, that he might search for 
Mr. Russell, with whom he was anxious to have an ex- 
planation. But, at last, when Lord Ghstonbury set him 
free, he was not nearer to his object. Mr. Russell, he 
found upon inquiry, had not returned to the castle, nor 
did he return to dinner ; he sent word that he was en- 
gaged to dine with a party of gentlemen at a literary 
club, in a country town nine miles distant. Vivian spent 
the greatest part of the evening in Lord Lidhurst's apart- 
ment, expecting Russell's return ; but it grew so late, 
that Lord Lidhurst, who was still indisposed, went to 
bed ; and when Vivian quitted his lordship, he met Rus- 
sell's servant in the gallery, who said his master had 
been come in an hour ago : " but, sir," added the man, my 
master won't let you see him, I am sure ; for he would 
not let me in, and he said, that if you asked for him, I 
was to answer, that he could not see you to-night." — 
Vivian knocked in vain at Russell's door ; he could not 
gain admission ; so he went reluctantly to bed, deter- 
mined to rise very early, that he might see his friend 
as soon as possible, obtain his forgiveness for the past, 
and ask his advice for the future. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Suspense, curiosity, love, jealousy, remorse, any one 
of which is enough to keep a person awake all night, 
by turns agitated poor Vivian so violently, that for several 
hours he could not close his eyes ; but at last, when 
quite exhausted, he fell into a profound sleep. The first 
image that came before his mind, when he awoke in the 
morning was that of Lady Julia ; his next recollection 
was of Russell. 

" Is Mr. Russell up yet V said Vivian to his servant, 
who was bringing in his boots. 

" Up, sir ! O yes, hours ago ! — He was off at day- 
break !" 

" Off!" cried Vivian, starting up in his bed ; "off!— 
Where is ho gone 1" 

" I can't say, sir. Yes, indeed, sir, I heard Mr. Rus- 
sell's man say, that his master was going post to the 
north, to some old uncle that was taken ill, which he 
heard about at dinner from some of those gentlemen 
where he dined yesterday ; but I can't say positively. 
But here's a letter he left for you with me." 

" A letter! — Give it me ! — ^Why didn't you give it me 
eooner ]" 

" Why really, sir, you lay so sound, 1 didn't care to 
waken you; and I was up so late myself, too, last 
night." 

" Leave me now; I'll ring when I want you." 

" To C. Vivian, Esq, 

" I would not see you, after what passed yesterday, 
because I feared that I should not speak to you with 
temper. Lest you should misinterpret any thing 1 have 
formerly said, 1 must now solemnly assure you, that I 
never had the slightest suspicion of the secret you re- 
vealed to me till the moment when it was betrayed by 
your indiscretion. Still I can scarcely credit what ap- 
pears to me so improbable ; but, even under this uncer- 
tainty, I think it my duty to leave this family. Had the 
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iilightent idea of wliut vou nu^ffosted ever crossed my 
imfi^nation, I Hhould thon have acted tis I do now. 1 
say thiH, not to JuHtify tnyKclf, tmt to convince you, that 
what I fornx^rly hintcMl about nmorvo of manners and 
prudence waH nn^rely a general rrjiectum. 

** For my own part, I Hcem to wX HRaoicALLv ; but I 
muHt diHc-laim that appfauHe to which 1 am not entitled. 
All powf^rful aH the temptation muHt apjmar to you, 
dan^erouH an it muMt have been, (ii other circunmtanceN, 
to me, I cannot claim any merit for rcHinting itH inHti* 
ence. My aafetv L owe neither to my own pnidonce 
nor fortitude, i numt now, Vivian, Hnpart to you a 
secret, wliicli you are at liberty to confide where and 
whM you think ueccmHary — my luuirt iH, and haa Xow^ 
been, en^a^ed. VVliile y(m w(^re attadied to Miau {Sid- 
ney, 1 endeavoured to aubdue my love for her ; and 
every aymptom of it wan, 1 hope and believe, HuppreHaed. 
TluH declaraticni (;annot now ^ive you Hny pain ; exrt^pt 
so far an it may, perhapH, excite in your mmd mmie re- 
morKf^ forluivin^ unwarrantably, unworthily, and weakly 
snfTiired yourNclf to f(Md HUHpit;ion» of a true friend. 
Well iiH I know the infirmity of your characti^r, and 
willing: HH 1 have alwaya been to make allowance for a 
fault whi(^h I thought time and extteriencc woidd cor- 
re(!t, I was not prepared for thiH laMt stroke ; I n(!ver 
Ihouijht your weakncMM of mind would Imvn whowti itaelf 
in MUMnjcion of your Im^hI, your l(»ni<-tri(!(l frieiai. Hut I 
am at last convinced that your mind ia not Htrou^: enough 
for confldciKte and friendship. I pity, but I nee that \ 
can no louf^er Hcrve : and 1 UmA that 1 can no lont^er 
eatecm you. Farewell I Vivian. May you find a friend 
who will supply to you the place of 

"If. Ul/MHKIX.'^ 

Vivian knew KuHm'irH charactcjr too well to flatter 
hiniNelf tliat tho latter part of this letter was wrillrn in 
aiitfcr that would (itiickly Hulmidn; from the tone of tlm 
letter he fdt that KunncOI wan dc^eply offended. In the 
wliole c(nirK<* of liin life he had <lepended on KuHHcira 
friendHhip a^ a Holid blcHainf^, of whi<di he c(ndd m^ver 
be denrived by any chan^:e of circuiuHtanccM— by any 
pOHHible chance in human aiTaira; and now to have hmt 
MU<di a friend by hiM own folly, by hiH own weakncHN, 
ivaH a miHfortune of which he <:ould hardly believe the 
reality. At the aame moment, too, ho learned how 
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nobly Russell had behaved towards him, in the most 
trying situation in which the human heart can be placed. 
Russeirs love for Selina Sidney, Vivian had never till 
this instant suspected. " What force, what command 
of mind ! — What magnanimity — What a generous friend 
he has ever been to me ! — and I — " 

Poor Vivian, always sinning and always penitent, 
was so much absorbed by sorrow for the loss of Rus- 
eell's friendship, that he could not for some time think 
even of the interests of his love, or consider the advan- 
tage which he might derive from the absence of his 
rival, and from that rival's explicit declaration that his 
affections were irrevocably engaged. By degrees these 
ideas rose clearly to Vivian's view ; his hopes rei^ked. 
Lady Julia would see the absolute impossibility of kus- 
sell's returning, or of his accepting her affection ; her 
good sense, her pride, would in time subdue this hope- 
less passion ; and Vivian was generous enough, or suffi- 
ciently in love, to feel that the value of her heart would 
not be diminished, but rather increased, in his opinion 
by the sensibility she had shown in the talents and vir- 
tues of his friend. His friend Vivian ventured now to 
call him ; for, with the hopes of love the hopes of friend- 
ship rose. 

" All may yet be well I" said he to himself. " Russell 
will forgive me when he hears how I was worked upon 
by those parasites and prudish busybodies, who infused 
their vile suspicions into my mind. Weak as it is, I 
never will allow that it is incapable of confidence or of 
friendship! — No! Russell will retract that harsh sen- 
tence. WThen he is happy, as I am sure I ardently hope 
he will be, in Selina's love, he will restore me to his 
favour. Without his friendship, I could not be satisfied 
with myself, or happy in the full accomplishment of all 
my other fondest hopes." 

By the time that hope had thus revived and renovated 
our hero's soul ; by the time that his views of things 
had totally changed, and that the colour of his future 
destiny had turned from black to white — from all gloom 
to all sunshine ; the minute-hand of the clock had moved 
with unfeeling regularity, or, in plain unmeasured prose, 
it was now eleven o'clock, and three times Vivian had 
been warned that breakfast was ready. When he en- 
tered the room, the first thing he heard, as usual, was 
Miss Bateman's voice, who was declaiming upon some 
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sentimental i>oint, all in "the hi^h sublime of deep 
absurd." Vivian, little interested m this display, ana 
Joining neither in the open flattery nor in the secret 
ridicule with which the gentlemen wits and amateurs 
listened to the Rosamunda, looked round for Lady Julia. 
•* She breakfasts in her own room tliis morning," whis- 
pered Lord Glistonbury, before Vivian had even pro- 
nounced her ladyship^s name. 

" So !" said Mr. Pickering, " we have lost Mr. Russell 
this morning!" 

•*Yes," said Lord Glistonbury, "he was forced to 
hurry away to the north, I find, to an old sick uncle." 

" Lord Lidhurst, I'm afraid, will break his heart for 
wai^ of him," cried the lawyer, in a tone that might 
either pass for earnest or irony, according to the fancy 
of the interpreter. 

" Lord Lidhurst, did you say ?" cried the captain ; 
" are you sure you meant Lord Lidhurst ? I don't ap- 
prehend that a young nobleman ever broke his heait 
after his tutor. But I was going to remark — " 

What further the captain was going to remark can 
never be known to the world ; for Lord Glistonbury so 
startled him by the loud and rather angry tone in which 
he called for the cream, which stood with the captain, 
that all his few ideas were put to flight. Mr. Pickering, 
who noticed Lord Glistonbury's dis})leasure, now re- 
sumed the conversation about Mr. Russell in a new tone ; 
and the lawyer and he joined in a eulogy upon that gen- 
tleman. Lord Glistonbury said not a word, but looked 
embarrassed. Miss Strictland cleared her throat several 
times, and looked infinitely more rigid and mysterious 
than usual. Lady Glistonbury and Lady Sarah, ditto, 
ditto. Almost everybody, except such visiters as were 
strangers at tlie castle, perceived that there was some- 
thing extraordinary going on in the family; and tho 
gloom and constraint spread so, that, towards tho closo 
of breakfast, nothing was uttered, by prudent people, 
but awkward sentences about the weather — ^the wind— 
and the likelihood of there being a mail from the Conti- 
nent. Still, through all this, regardless and unknowing 
of it all, the Rosamunda talked on, happily abstracted, 
egotistically secured from the pains of sympatliy or of 
curiosity by the all-sufficient power of vanity. Even 
her patron. Lord Glistonbury, was at last provoked and 
disgusted. He was heard, under his breath to pro- 
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nounce a contemptuous pshaw! and, as he rose from 
the breakfast-table, he whispered to Vivian, " There's a 
woman, now, who thinks of nothing living but herself ! 
All talkee talkee ! I begin to be weary of her. Gen- 
tlemen," continued his lordship, " I've letters to write 
this morning. — You'll ride — you'll walk — you're for the 
billiard-room, I suppose. — Mr. Vivian, I shall find you 
in my study, I hope, an hour hence ; but first I have a 
little business to settle." With evident embarrassment 
Lord Glistonbury retired. Lady Ghstonbury, Lady 
Sarah, and Miss Strictland, each sighed ; then, with 
looks of intelligence, rose and retired. The company 
separated soon afterward ; and went to ride, to walk, or 
to the billiard-room, and Vivian to the study, to wait 
there for Lord Ghstonbury, and to meditate upon whit 
might be the nature of his lordship's business. As 
Vivian crossed the gallery, the door of Lady Gliston- 
bury's dressing-room opened, and was shut again instan- 
taneously by Miss Strictland; but not before he saw 
Lady Julia kneeling at her father's feet, while Lady 
Glistonbury and Lady Sarah were standing, like statues, 
on each side of his lordship. Vivian waited a full hour 
afterward in tedious suspense in the study. At last he 
heard doors open, and footsteps, and he judged that the 
family council had broken up ; he laid down a book, of 
which he had read the same page over six times, without 
any one of the words it contained having conveyed a 
single idea to his mind. Lord Glistonbury came in, with 
papers and parchments in his hands. 

" Mr. Vivian, I am afraid you have been waiting for 
me — I have a thousand pardons to ask— I really could 
not come any sooner— I wished to speak to you — ^won't 
you sit down 1 — We had better sit down quietly — ^there's 
no sort of hurry." 

His lordship, however, seemed to be in great agitation 
of spirits ; and Vivian was convinced that his mind must 
be interested in an extraordinary manner, because he 
did not, as was his usual practice, digress to fifty imper- 
tinent episodes before he came to the point. He only 
blew his nose sundry times ; and then at once said, " I 
wish to speak to you, Mr. Vivian, about the proposal 
you did me the honour to make for my daughter Julia. 
Difficulties have occurred on our side — ^very extraor- 
dinary difficulties — ^JuUa, I understand, has hinted to you, 
sir, the nature of those difficulties. 0, Mr. Vivian," 

F3 
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Mid Lord Glistonbmy, suddenly quitting^ the eonstrained 
voice in which he spoke, and giving way to his natural 
feelings, ** you are a man oi b^tnour and feeHngv aad a 
father may trust you ! — Here's my girl — a charming girl 
she is ; but knowing nothmg of the world — self-wiUed, 
romantic, open-hearted, imprudent beyond conception ; 
do not listen to any of the foolish things she says to you. 
You are a man of sense, you love her, and you are every 
way suited to her ; it is the first wish of my heart — I tell 
you frankly — to see her your wife : then do not let her 
childish folly persuade you that her affections are en- 
gaged— dcm't listen to any such stuff. We all know 
what the first love of a girl of sixteen most be — But 
it's our faidt — my fault, my fault, since they will have it 
80, 1 care not whose fault it is ; but we have had very 
improper people about her — very ! — ^very ! But all may 
be well yet, if you, sir, will be steady, and save her — 
save her from herself. 1 would further suggest — " 

Lord Glistonbury was going on, probably, to have 
weakened by amplification the effect of what he had 
said, when Lady Julia entered the room ; and, advancing 
with dignified determination of manner, saM, '* I have 
your commands, father, that I should see Mr. Vivian 
again : — I obey." 

" That is right— that is my darHng JuHa ; I always 
knew she would justify my high opinion of her." Lord 
Glistonbury attempted to draw her towards him fondly; 
but, with an unaltered manner, that seemed as if she 
suppressed strong emotion, she answered, " I do not 
deserve your caresses, father ; do not oppress me witli 
praise that 1 cannot merit : 1 wish to speak to Mr. Vivian 
without control and without witness." 

Lord Glistonbury rose ; and, growing red and almost 
inarticulate with anger, exclaimed, " Remember, Julia ? 
remember, Lady Julia Lidhurst ! that if you say what 
you said you would say, and what I said you should not 
say — I — Lord Glistonbury, your father — ^I, as well as all 
the rest of your family, utterly disclaim and cast you off 
for ever ! You'll be a thing without fortune — without 
friends — without a name — without a being in the world, 
Lady Julia Lidhurst l" 

" I am well aware of that," replied Lady Juha, grow- 
ing quite pale, yet without changing the determination 
of her countenance, or abating any thing from the dig- 
nity of her manner : " I am well aware, that on what i 
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am about to do depends my having, or my ceasing from 
this moment to have, fortune, friends, and a father." 

Lord Glistonbury stood still for a moment — ^fixed his 
eyes upon her as if he would have read her soul ; but, 
vrithout seeking to elude his inquiry, her countenance 
seemed to offer itself to his penetration. 

"By heaven, there is no understanding this girl!" 
cried his lordship. " Mr. Vivian, I trust her to your 
honour — ^to your knowledge of the world — ^to your good 
sense ; in short sir, to your love and constancy." 

" And I, sir," said Lady Julia, turning to Vivian, after 
her father had left the room, and looking at Vivian so 
as to stop him short as he approached, and to disconcert 
him in the commencement of a passionate speech; 
" And I, too, sir, trust to your honour, while I deprecate 
your love. Imprudent as I was in the first confidence I 
reposed in you, and much as I have suffered by your 
rashness, I now stand determined to reveal to you an- 
other yet more important, yet more humiliating secret. 
You owe me no gratitude, sir ! I am compelled, by the 
circumstances in which 1 am placed, either to deceive 
or to trust you. 1 must either become your wife, and 
deceive you most treacherously ; or I must trust you 
entirely, and tell you why it would be shameful that I 
should- become your wife — shameful to me and to you." 

" To me ! Impossible !" cried Vivian, bursting into 
some passionate expressions of love and admiration. 

" Listen to me, sir ; and do not make any of those rash 
professions, of which you will soon repent. You think 
you are speaking to the same Lady Julia you saw yes- 
terday. No ! you are speaking to a very different per- 
son — a few hours have made a terrible change. You 
see before you, sir, one who has been, till this day, the 
darling and pride of her father ; who has lived in the lap 
of luxury ; who has been flattered, admired, by almost 
all who approached her ; who had fortune, and rank, and 
fair prospects in life, and youth, and spirits, and all the 
pride of prosperity ; who had, I believe, good disposi- 
tions, perhaps some talents, and, I may say, a generous 
heart ; who might have been— but that is all over — ^uo 
matter what she might have been — she is 

* A tale Ibr ev'ry prating she.* 

Fallen! fallen! fallen under the feet of those who wor- 
shipped her ! fallen below the contempt of the contempt- 
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ilde ! Won6t! worse ! fallen in her own opmioor-HieTer 
to rise again." 

Lady Julians voice failed, and she was forced to pause. 
She sank upon a seat, and hid her face — for some mo- 
ments she neither saw ncur heard ; but at last, raising 
her head, she perceived Vivian. 

•* You are in amazement, sir ! and I see you pity me; 
hut let me beg of you to restrain your feelings — my own 
are as much as I can bear. O that I could recall a few 
hours of my existence ! But I have not yet been able 
to tell you what has passed. My father, my friends, 
wish to conceal it from you : but, whatever I have done, 
however low I have sunk, I will not deceive, nor be an. 
accomplice in deceit. From my own lips you shall hear 
all. This morning at daybreak, not being able to sleep, 
and having some suspicion that Mr. Russell would leave 
the castle, I rose, and while I was dressing I heard the 
tramping of horses in the court. I looked out of my 
window, and saw Mr. RusseU's man saddling his master's 
horse. I heard Mr. Russell a moment afterward order 
the servant to take the horses to the great gate on the 
north road, and wait for him there, as he intended to 
walk through the park. I thought these were the last 
words I should ever hear him speak. Love took pos- 
session of me — I stole softly down the httle st^rcase 
that leads from my turret to one of the back-doors, and 
got out of the castle, as I thought, unobserved : I hurried 
on, and waited in the great o3t wood, through which I 
knew Mr. Russell would pass. When I saw l5m coming 
nearer and nearer to n^e, I would have given the world 
to have been in my own room again — I hid myself 
among the trees — ^yet, when he walked on in revery 
without noticing me, taking me probably for one of the 
servants, I could not bear to tMnk that this was the last 
moment I should ever see him, and I exclaimed — I know 
not what ; but I know that at the sound of my voice Mr. 
Russell started, and never can I forget the look — Spare 
me the rest ! No ! I will not spare myself — I offered my 
heart, my hand, — and they were rejected I In my mad- 
ness I told him I regarded neither wealth, nor rank, nor 
friends, nor — That I would rather live with him in ob- 
scurity than be the greatest princess upon earth. I said 
this, and more — and I was rejected. And even at this 
moment, instead of the vindictive passions which are 
said to fill the soul of a woman scorned^ I feel admiration 
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for your noble friend : 1 have not done him justice ; I 
cannot repeat his words, or describe his manner. He 
persuaded, by his eloquence compelled me to return to 
this castle. He took from me all hope ; he destroyed 
by one word all my illusions — he told me that he loves 
another. He has left me to despair, to disgrace ; and 
yet I love, esteem, and admire him above all human 
beings ! Admire one who despises me ! — Is it possible ! 
I know not, but it is so. I have more to tell you, sir ! 
As I returned to the castle, I was watched by Miss 
Strictland. How she knew all 4hat had passed I cannot 
divine ; perhaps it was by means of some spy who fol- 
lowed me, and whom I did not perceive : for I neither 
saw nor heard any thing but my passion. Miss Strict- 
land communicated her discovery immediately to my 
father. I have been these last two hours before a family 
tribunal. My mother, with a coldness a thousand times 
worse than my poor father's rage, says, that I have only 
accompUshed her prophecies; that she always knew 
and told my father that I should be a disgrace to my 
family. But no reproaches are equal to my own; I 
stand self-condemned. I feel like one awakened from a 
dream. A few words ! — a single look from Mr. Russell I 
— ^how they have altered all my views, all my thoughts ! 
Two hours' reflection — ^Two hours, did 1 say ! — whole 
years— a whole existence — have passed to me in the last 
two hours : I am a different creature. But it is too late 
— ^too late ! Self-esteem is gone ! happiness is over for 
me in this world." 

" Happiness over for you !" exclaimed Vivian, in a 
tone expressive of the deep interest he felt for her ; 
" Self-esteem gone ! — No ! Lady Julia ; do not blame 
yourself so severely for what has passed ! Blame the 
circumstances in which you have been placed ; above aU, 
blame me — blame my folly — my madness ; your secret 
never would have been known if I had not — " 

" I thank you," interrupted Lady Juha, rising from 
her seat ; " but no consolation can be of any avail. It 
neither consoles nor justifies me that others have been 
to blame." 

" Permit me, at least," pursued Vivian, " to speak of 
my own sentiments for one moment. Permit me to 
say, Lady Julia, that the confidence with which you have 
just honoured me, instead of diminishing my attach- 
ment, has so raised my admiration for your candour and 
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magnauiniity, that no obstacles shall vanquish my con-* 
stancy. I will wait respectfully, and, if I can, patiently, 
till time shall have effaced from your mind these painful 
impressions ; 1 shall neither ask nor accept of the inter- 
ference or influence of your father, nor of any of your 
friends ; I shall rely solely on the operation of your own 
excellent understanding, and shall hope for my reward 
from your noble heart." 

" You do not think it possible," said Lady Julia, look- 
ing at Vivian with dignified determination, '* you do not 
think it possible, after all that has passed, after all that 
I have told you, that I could so far degrade myself or 
you, as to entertain any thoughts of becoming your wife ! 
Farewell ! Mr. Vivian. You will not see me again. I 
shall obtain permission to retire and live with a relation 
in a distant part of the country ; where 1 shall no more 
be seen or heard of. My fortune will, I hope, be of use 
to my sister. My poor father ! — I pity him ; he loves 
me : he loses his daughter for ever ; worse than loses 
her ! My mother, too — I pity her ! for, though she does 
not love me, she will suffer for me ; she will suffer more 
than my father, by the disgrace that would be brought 
upon my family, if ever the secret should be publicly 
known. My brother ! — O, my beloved brother ! he knows 
nothing yet of all this ! But why do I grieve you with 
my agony of mind ? Forget that Lady Julia Lidhurst 
ever existed ! I wish you that happiness which I can 
never enjoy — 1 wish you may deserve and win a heart 
capable of feeling real love ! Adieu !" 



CHAPTER XL 

Convinced that all further pursuit of Lady Julia Lid- 
hurst would be vain, that it could tend only to increase 
her difficulties and his mortification, Vivian saw that the 
best thing he could possibly do was to leave Glistonbury. 
Thus he should relieve the whole family from the em- 
barrassment of his presence ; and, by immediate change 
of scene and of occupation, he had the best chance of 
recoverhig from his own disappointment. If Lady Julia 
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was to quit the castle, he could have no inducement to 
stay ; if her ladyship remained, his continuing in her 
society would be still more dangerous to his happiness. 
Besides, he felt offended with Lord Glistonbury, who 
evidently had wished to conceal from him the truth; 
and, without considering what was just or honourable, 
had endeavoured to secure, at all events, an establish- 
ment for his daughter, and a connexion for his family. 
To the weight of these reasons must be added a desire 
to see Mr. Russell, and to effect a reconciUation with 
him. The accumulated force of all these motives had 
power to overcome Vivian's habitual indecision: his 
servant was surprised by an order to have every thing 
ready for his journey to town immediately. While his 
man prepared to obey, or at least to meditate upon the 
cause of this unusujdly decided order, our hero went in 
quest of Lord Glistonbury, to pay his compliments to his 
lordship previous to his departure. His lordship was 
in his daughter Julia's dressing-room, and could not be 
seen ; but presently he came to Vivian in great hurry 
and distress of mind. 

" A sad stroke upon us, Mr. Vivian ! — a sad stroke 
upon us all — ^but most upon me ; for she was the child 
of my expectations. 1 hear she has told you every thing 
-—you, also, have been very ill used. Never was aston- 
ishment equal to mine when I heard Miss Strictland's 
story. 1 need not caution you, Mr. Vivian, as to secrecy ; 
you are a man of honour, and you see the peace of our 
whole family is at stake. The girl is going to a relation 
of ours in Devonshire. Sha'n't stay here — sha'n't stay 
here. Disgrace to my family. She who was my pride 
— and, after all, says she will never marry. Very well ! 
— very well ! — ^I shall never see her again, that I am de- 
termined upon. I told her, that if she did not behave 
with common sense and propriety, in her last interview 
with you, I would give her up — and so I will, and so I 
do. The whole is Lady Glistonbury's fault — she never 
managed her rightly when she was a child. Oh! I 
should put you on your guard in one particular — ^Miss 
Bateman knows nothing of what has happened — I wish 
Miss Strictland knew as little — 1 hate her. What busi- 
ness had she to play the spy upon my daughter 1 She 
does well to be a prude, for she is as ugly as sin. But 
we are in her power. She is to go to-morrow with 
Jidia to Devonshire. It will make a quarrel between 
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me and Miss Bateman — no matter for that ; for now, the 
sooner we get rid of that Rosamunda, too, the better-^ 
she talks me dead, and will let no one talk but herself. 
And, between you and me, all this could not have hap- 
pened, if she had looked after her charge properly. Not 
but what 1 think Miss Strictland was still less fit to 
ffuide a girl of Julians genius and disposition. All was 
done wrong at first, and I always said so to Lady Gils- 
tonbury. But, if the secret can be kept — and that de- 
pends on you, my dear friend — after six months^ or a 
twelvemonth's rustication with our poor parson in the 
country, you will see how tamed and docile the girl 
will come back to us. This is my scheme ; but nobody 
shall know my whole mind but you — ^I shall tell her I 
will never see her again; and that will pacify Lady 
Ghstonbury, and frighten Julia into submission. She 
says she'll never marry. Stuff! Stuff! — You don't 
believe her ! What man who has seen any thing of the 
world ever believes such stuff!" 

Vivian's servant came into the room to ask his mas- 
ter some question about horses. 

" Going ! — where 1 Going ! — when 1 Going — ^how 1" 
cried Lord Glistonbury, as soon as the servant withdrew. 
" Surely, you are not going to leave us, Mr. Vivian !" 

Vivian explained his reasons — Lord Glistonbury would 
not allow them any weight, entreated and insisted that 
he should stay at least a few days longer ; for his going 
** just at this moment would seem quite like a break up 
in the family, and would be the most unfriendly and 
cruel thing imaginable." Why Lord Ghstonbury so 
earnestly pressed his stay, perhaps, even his lordship 
himself did not exactly know ; for, with all the air of 
being a person of infinite address and depth of design, 
his lordship was in reality childishly inconsistent ; what 
the French call inconsiquent. On any subject, great or 
small, where he once took it into his head, or, as he 
called it, made it a point, that a thing should be so or so, 
he was as peremptory, or, where he could not be per- 
emptory, as anxious, as if it were a matter of life and 
death. Li his views there was no perspective, no keep- 
ing — all objects appeared of equal magnitude ; and even 
now, when it might be conceived that his whole mind 
was intent upon a great family misfortune, he, in the 
course of a few minutes, became as eager about a mere 
trifle as if he had nothing else in the world to think of. 
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From the earnestness with which Lord Glistonbury 
urged him to stay a few days, at least one day longer, 
Vivian was induced to beUeve that it must be a matter 
of real consequence to his lordship ; " and, in his pres- 
ent state of distress, I cannot refuse such a request," 
thought Vivian. He yielded, therefore, to these solici- 
tations, and consented to stay a few days longer; though 
he knew the prolonging his visit would be, m every re- 
spect, disagreeable. 

At dinner Lord Glistonbury announced to the com- 
pany that the physician had advised change of air im- 
mediately for Lord Lidhurst ; and that, in consequence, 
his son would set out early the next morning for Dev- 
onshire — that his daughter Julia wished to go with her 
brother, and that Miss Strictland would accompany them. 
Lord Glistonbury apologized for his daughter's absence, 
" preparations for her jom-ney so suddenly decided 
upon," &c. Lady Glistonbury and Lady Sarah looked 
terribly grim while all this was saying; but the gravity 
and stiffness of their demeanour did not appear any 
thing extraordinary to the greater part of the company, 
who had no idea of what was going forward. The lawyer, 
the captain, and the chaplain, however, interchanged 
significant looks ; and many times, during the course of 
the evening, they made attempts to draw out Vivian's 
thoughts, but they found him impenetrable. There was 
an underplot of a quarrel between Miss Strictland and 
Miss Bateman, to which Vivian paid little attention; 
nor was he affected, in the slightest degree, by the 
Rosamunda's declaration to Lord Glistonbury, that she 
must leave his family, since she found that Miss Strict- 
land had a larger share than herself of his lordship's 
confidence, and was, for what reason she could not 
divine, to have the honour of accompanying Lady Julia 
into Devonshire. Vivian perceived these quarrels, and 
heard the frivolous conversation of the company at 
Glistonbury Castle without interest, and with a sort of 
astonishment at the small motives by which others were 
agitated, while his whole soul was engrossed by love 
and pity for Lady Julia. In vain he hoped for another 
opportunity of seeing and speaking to her. She never ^ 
appeared. The next morning he rose at daybreak, that 
he might have the chance of seeing her: he begged 
Miss Strictland to entreat her ladyship would allow him 
to say a few words before she set out ; but Miss $triq(« 
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land replied, that she was assured the request would be 
▼ain ; and he thought he perceived that Miss Strictland, 
though she affected to lament Lady Julians blindness to 
her own interests and contumacy, in opposing her 
father's wishes, was, in reality, glad that she persisted 
in her own determination. Lord Lidhurst, on account, 
of the weak state of his health, was kept in ignorance 
of every thing that could agitate him ; and, when Vivian 
took leave of him, the poor young man left many mes- 
sages of kindness and gratitude for Mr. Russell. 

" 1 am sorry that he was obUged to leave me ; for, ill 
or well, there is no human being, I will not except any 
one but my sister Julia, whom I should so much wish to 
have with me. Tell him so ; and tell him — ^be sure you 
remember my very words, for perhaps I shall never see 
him again — telT him, that, living or dying, I shall feel 
grateful to him. He has given me tastes and principles 
very different from those I had when he came into this 
house. Even in sickness, I feel almost every hour the 
advantage of my present love for literature. If I should 
Lve and recover, I hope I shall do him some credit ; and 
I trust my family will join in my gratitude. Julia, my 
dear sister! why do you weep so bitterly 1 — If I had 
seen you come into the room, I would not have spoken 
of my health." 

Lord Glistonbury came up to tell them that Miss 
Strictland was ready. " Mr. Vivian," cried his lordship, 
"will you hand Julia into the carriage? — JuHa, Mr. 
Vivian is offering you his services." 

Vivian, as he attended Lady Julia, had so much re- 
spect for her feelings, that, though he had been waiting 
with extreme impatience for an opportunity /o^ay a /cm; 
words, yet now he would not speak, but handed her 
along the gallery, down the staircase, and across the 
great hall, in profound silence. She seemed sensible of 
this forbearance : and, turning to him at a moment when 
they could not be overheard, said, " It was not from 
unkindness, Mr. Vivian, I refused to see you again, b.ut 
to convince you that my mind is determined — if you 
have any thing to say, I am ready to hear it." 

"Is there nothing to be hoped from timeV said 
Vivian. " Your father, 1 know, has hopes that — All I 
ask is, that you will not make any rash resolutions." 

" I make none ; but I tell t/ou, for your own sake, not 
to cherish any vain hope. My father does not kiiow 
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my mind sufficiently, therefore he may deceive you; 
but I will not. I thought, after the manner in which 
I spoke to you yesterday, you would have had too much 
strength of mind to have rendered this repetition of my 
sentiments necessary. — Attach yourself elsewhere as 
soon as you can. — I sincerely wish your happiness. 
Miss Strictland is waiting. — Farewell !" 

She hurried forward to the carriage ; and when she 
was gone, Vivian repented that he had seen her again, 
as it had only given them both additional and fruitless 
pain. 

What passed during some succeeding days at GUs- 
tonbury Castle he scarcely knew ; no trace remained in 
his mind of any thing but the confused noise of people, 
who had been talking, laughing, and diverting themselves 
in a manner that seemed to him incomprehensible. He 
exerted himself, however, so far as to write to Russell, 
to implore his forgiveness, and to solicit a return of his 
friendship, which, in his present state of unhappiness, 
was more necessary to him than ever. When he had 
finished and despatched this letter, he sank again into a 
sort of reckless state, without hope or determination, as 
to his future life. He could not decide whether he 
should go to his mother immediately on leaving Glis- 
tonbury, or to Mr. Russell, or (which he knew was the 
best course he could pursue) attend his duty in parha- 
ment, and, by plunging at once into public business, 
change the course of his thoughts, and force his mind 
to resume its energy. After altering his determination 
twenty times, after giving at least a dozen contradictory 
orders about his journey, his servant at last had his ulti- 
matum, for London — the carriage to be at the door at 
ten o'clock the next morning. Every thing was ready 
at the appointed hour. Breakfast over, Vivian waited 
only to pay his compliments to Lady Glistonbury, who 
had breakfasted in her own apartment. Lady Sarah, 
with a manner as formal as usual, rose from the break- 
fast-table, and said she would let her mother know that 
Mr. Vivian was going. Vivian waited half an hour — an 
hour— two hours. Lady Glistonbury did not appear, 
nor did Lady Sarah return. The company had dis- 
persed after the first half-hour. Lord Glistonbury began 
to believe that the ladies did not mean to make their 
appearance. At length a message came from Lady 
Glistonbury.—" Lady Ghstonbury's compliments to Mr. 
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Vman — ^her ladyship was concerned that it was out of 
her power to have the pleasure of seeing Mr. Vivian, as 
she was too much indisposed to leave her room. — She 
and Lady Sarah wished him a very good journey." 

Vivian went up to his room for his gloves, which he 
missed at the moment when he was going. While he 
was opening the empty drawers one after another, in 
search of his gloves, and, at the same time, calling his 
servant to find them, he heard a loud scream from an 
adjoining apartment. He listened again — all was silent ; 
.and he supposed that what he h^ heard was not a 
scream : but, at that moment, Lady Sarah^s maid flung 
open his door, and, running in with outstretched arms, 
threw herself at Vivian's feet. Her sobs and tears pre- 
vented his understanding one syllable she said. At last, 
she articulated intelligibly, " Oh, sir ! — don't be so cruel 
to go— mv lady ! — my poor lady ! If you go, it will kill 
Lady Sarah !" 

" Kill Lady Sarah ! — ^Why I saw her in perfect health 
this morning at breakfast !" 

" Dear, dear, sir ! you know nothing of the matter !'* 
said the maid, rising, and shutting the door : " you dont 
know what a way she has been in ever since the talk 
of your going — ^fits upon fits every night, and my lady, 
her mother, and I up holding her — and none in the house 
knowing it but ourselves. Very well at breakPast ! Lord 
help us ! sir. How little you know of what she has suf- 
fered ! Lord have mercy upon me ! I would not be a 
lady to be so much in love, and left so, for any thing in 
the whole world. And my Lady Sarah keeps every 
thing so to herself; if it was not for these fits, they 
would never have knowed she cared no more for you 
than a stone." 

" And probably you are quite mistaken," said Vivian; 
" and that I have nothing to do with the yoiing lady's 
illness. If she has fits, I am very sorry for it ; but I 
can't possibly — Certainly, you are quite mistaken !" 

" Lord, sir ! — mistaken ! As if I could be mistaken, 
when I know my lady as well as I know myself! Why, 
sir, I know from the time of the election, when you was 
given to her by all the country — and, to be sure, when 
we all thought it would be a match directly — and the 
Lord knows what put it off! — ^I say, from that time, her 
heart was set upon you. Though she never said a word 
to me, or any one, I knew how it was, through aU her 
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coldness — Aiid, to be sure, when you was in Lon'on so 
much with us, all the town said, as all the country did 
afore, that to be sure it was to be a match — But then 
that sad affair, with that artfullest of women, that took 
you off from all that was good, and away, the Lord knows 
where, to foreign parts ! — Well ! to be sure, I never shall 
forget the day you come back again to us! — and the 
night of the ball ! — and you dancing with my lady, and 
all so happy ; then, to be sure, all were sarten it was to 
be immediately — And now to go and break my poor 
lady's heart at the last ! — O sir, sir ! if you could but see 
her, it would touch a heart of marble !" 

Vivian's astonishment and dismay were so great, that 
he suffered the girl, who was an unpractised creature, 
to go on speaking without interruption : the warmth 
of affection with which she spoke of her lady, also, sur- 
prised him ; for, till this instant, he had no idea that any 
one could love Lady Sarah Lidhurst ; and the accounts 
she gave of the lady's sufferings not only touched his 
compassion, but worked upon his vanity. " This cold, 
proud young lady that never loved none before, to think," 
as her maid said, " that she should come to such a pass 
as to be in fits about him. And it was her belief that 
Lady Sarah never would recover it, if he went away out 
of the castle this day." 

The ringing of a bell had repeatedly been heard, while 
Lady Sarah's maid was speaking ; it now rang violently, 
and her name was called vehemently from the adjoining 
apartment. " I must go, I must go ! O sir ! one day, 
for mercy's sake ! stay one day longer !" 

Vivian, though he had been moved by this girl's repre- 
sentations, was determined to effect his retreat while it 
was yet in his power; therefore he ran down stairs, 
and had gained the hall, where he was shaking hands 
with Lord Glistonbury, when my Lady Glistonbury's 
own woman came in a great hurry, to say, that her 
lady, finding herself a little better now, and able to see 
Mr. Vivian, begged he would be so good as to walk up 
to her dressing-room. 

Vivian, with a heavy heart and slow steps, obeyed ; 
there was no refusing, no evading such a request. He 
summoned all his resolution, at the same time saying 
to himself, as he followed his conductor along the gal- 
lery, " It is impossible that I can ever be drawn in to 
marry Lady Sarah. This is a concerted plan, and I 
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shall not be so weak as to be the dupe of so gross an 
artifice." 

Lady Glistonbury's maid showed him into her lady^s 
dressing.room, and retired. Lady Glistoubury was seated, 
and, without speaking, pointed to a chair which was set 
opposite to her. " So ! a preparation for a scene," 
thought Vivian. He bowed, but, still keeping his hat in 
his hand, did not sit down : he was extremely happy to 
hear that her ladyship found herself something better — 
much honoured by her permitting him to pay his re- 
spects, and to offer his grateful acknowledgments to her 
ladyship before his departure from Glistonbury. 

Her ladyship, still without speaking, pointed to the 
chair. Vivian sat down, and looked as if he had " screwed 
his courage to the sticking place." Lady Glistonbury 
had sometimes a little nervous trembling of her head, 
which was the onlv symptom of internal agitation that 
was ever observable in her ; it was now increased to a 
degree which Vivian had never before seen. 

'* Are you in haste, sir, to be gone 1" said Lady Glis- 
tonbury. 

Not if her ladyship had any commands for him ; but 
otherwise he had intended, if possible, to reach town 
that night. 

" I shall not delay you many minutes, Mr. Vivian," 
said her ladyship. " You need not be under apprehen- 
sion that Lady Glistonbury should seek to detain you 
longer than your ovm inclinations induce you to stay ; 
it is, therefore, unnecessary to insult her with any ap- 
pearance of haste or impatience." 

Vivian instantly laid down his hat, and protested that 
he was not in the slightest degree impatient : he should 
be very imgrateful, as well as very ill-bred, if, after the 
most hospitable manner in which he had been received 
and entertained at Glistonbury Castle, he could be in 
haste to quit it. He was entirely at her ladyship's 
orders. 

- Lady Glistonbury bowed formally — ^was again silent 
— the trembling of her head very great — ^the rest of her 
form motionless. 

** 1 have sent for you, Mr. Vivian," said she, " that I 
might, before yon leave this castle, set you right on a 
subject which much concerns me. From the represent- 
ations of a foolish country girl, a maid-servant of my 
daughter Lady Sarah Lidhurst, which I have just dis- 
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covered she has made to you, I had reason to fear that 
you might leave Glistonbury with very false notions — ^" 

A cry was heard at this moment from the inner apart • 
ment, which made Vivian start ; but Lady Glistonbury, 
without noticing it, went on speaking. 

" — With notions very injurious to my daughter Sa- 
rah ; who, if I know any thing of her, would rather, if it- 
were so ordained, go out of this world than condescend 
to any thing unbecoming her sex, her education, and 
her family." 

Vivian, struck with respect and compassion for the 
mother, who spoke to him in this manner, was now con- 
vinced that there had been no concerted plan to work 
upon his mind, — that the maid had spoken without the 
knowledge of her lady ; and the more proudly solicitous 
Lady Glistonbury showed herself to remove what she 
called the false impression from his mind, the more he 
was persuaded that the girl had spoken the truth. He 
was much embarrassed between his good-nature and hia 
dread of becoming a sacrifice to his humanity. 

He replied in general terms to Lady Glistonbury, that 
he had the highest respect for Lady Sarah Lidhurst, and 
that no opinion injurious to her could be entertained by 
him. 

" Respect she must command from all," said Lady 
Glistonbury; " that it is out of any man's power to refuse 
her : as to the rest, she leaves you, and 1 leave you, sir, 
to your own conscience." 

Lady Glistonbury rose, and so did Vivian. He hoped 
that neither her ladyship nor Lady Sarah had any cause- 
He hesitated ; the words, to reproach, to complain, to he 
displeased, all came to his lips; but each seemed im- 
proper ; and, none other being at hand to convey his 
meaning, he could not finish his sentence : so he began 
another upon a new construction, with " I should be 
much concerned if, in addition to all my other causes 
of regret in leaving Glistonbury Castle, I felt that I had 
incurred Lady Glistonbury's or Lady Sarah's displea— 
disapprobation." 

" As to that, sir," said Lady Ghstonbury, " I cannot 
but have my own opinion of your conduct ; and you can 
scarcely expect, I apprehend, that a mother, such as I 
am, should not feel some disapprobation of conduct, 
which has — Sir, I beg I may not detain you— I have 
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tlie honour to wish you a good journey and much hap« 
piness." 

An attendant came from an inner apartment with a 
message from Lady Sarah, who was worse, and wished 
to see her mother — "Immediately! — tell her, imme* 
diately !" 

The servant returned with the answer. Vivian was 
retiring, but he came back, for he saw at that moment a 
convulsive motion contract Lady Glistonbury's face: 
she made an effort to walk ; but if Vivian had not sup* 
ported her instantly, she must have fallen. She en- 
deavoured to disengage herself from his assistance, and 
again attempted to walk. 

" For God's sake, lean upon me, madam !" said Vivian, 
much alarmed. With his assistance she reached the 
door of the inner room : summoning all the returning 
powers of life, she then withdrew her arm from his, and 
pointing back to the door at which Vivian entered, she 
said, " That is your way, sir." 

" Pardon me— I cannot go— I cannot leave you at this 
moment," said Vivian. 

"This is my daughter's apartment, sir," said Lady 
Gllstonbury, stopping, and standing still and fixed. Some 
of the attendants within, hearing her ladyship's voice, 
opened the door ; Lady Glistonbury made an effort to 
prevent it, but in vain : the chamber was darkened, but 
as the door opened the wind from an open window blew 
back the curtain, and some light fell upon a canopy bed, 
where Lady Sarah lay motionless, her eyes closed, and 
pale as death ; one attendant chafing her temples, an^ 
other rubbing her feet: she looked up just after the 
door opened, and, raising her head, she saw Vivian — a 
gleam of joy illumined her countenance and coloured 
her cheek. 

" Sir," repeated Lady Glistonbury, " this is my daugh- 
ter's—" 

She could articulate no more. She fell across the 
threshold, struck with palsy. Her daughter sprang 
from the bed, and, with Vivian's assistance, raised and 
carried Lady GUstonbury to an arm-chair near the open 
window, drew back the curtain, begged Vivian to go to 
her father, and instantly to despatch a messenger for 
medical assistance. Vivian sent his own servant, who 
had his horse ready at the door, and he bade the man go 
as fast as he could. 
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" Then you don't leave Glistonbnry to-day, sir V said 
the servant. 

" Do as I order you — ^Where's Lord Glistonbury 1" 

His lordship, with the newspapers and letters open 
in his hand, came up-— but they dropped on hearing the 
intelligence that Vivian communicated. His lordship 
was naturally humane and good-natured ; and the shock 
was greater, perhaps, to him, from the sort of enmity in 
which he lived with Lady Glistonbury.' 

" 1 dread to go up stairs," said he. " For God's sake, 
Vivian, don't leave me in this distress ! — do order your 
carriage away ! Put up Mr. Vivian's carriage." 

Lady Sarah's maid came to tell them that Lady Glis- 
tonbury had recovered her speech, and that she had 
asked " if Mr. Vivian was gone." 

" Do come up with me," cried Lord Glistonbury, " and 
she will see you are not gone." 

" Here's my lord and Mr. Vivian, my lady,", said the 
girl. 

Then turning to Lady Glistonbury's woman, she added 
in a loud whisper, " Mr. Vivian won't go to-day." 

Lady Sarah gave her maid some commission, which 
took her out of the room. Lady Sarah, no longer the 
formal, cold, slow personage whom Vivian detested, 
now seemed to him, and not only seemed but was, quite 
a different being, inspired with energy, and quickness, 
and presence of mind : she forgot herself, and her illness, 
and her prudery, and her love, and every other consid- 
eration, in the sense of her mother's danger. Lady 
Glistonbury had but imperfectly recovered her recollec- 
tion. At one moment she smiled on Vivian, and tried 
to stretch out her hand to him, as she saw him standing 
beside Lady Sarah. But when he approached Lady 
Glistonbury and spoke to her, she seemed to have some 
painful recollection, and, looking round the room, ex- 
pressed surprise and uneasiness at his being there. 
Vivian retired ; and Lord GUstonbury, who was crying 
like a child, followed, saying, " Take me out with you — 

Dr. G ought to be here before now — I'll send for 

another physician ! Very shocking — ^very shocking — at 
Lady Glistonbury's time of life, too— for she is not an 
old woman by any means. Lady Glistonbury is eighteen 
months younger than. I am ! Nobody knows how soon 
it may be their turn! It's very shocking! If I had 
known she was ill, I would have had advice for her 

Vol. VIII.— G 
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sooner. She is very patient — ^too patient — a great deal 
too patient. She never will complain — ^never tells what 
she feels, body or mind — at least never tells me ; but 
that may be my fault in some measure. Should be very 
sorry Lady Glistonbury went out of the world with 
things as they are now between us. Hope to God she 
will get over this attack ! Hey ! Mr. Vivian V 

Vivian said whatever he could to fortify this hope, 
and was glad to see Lord Glistonbury show feelings of 
this sort. The physician arrived, and confirmed these 
hopes by his favourable prognostics. In the course of 
the day and night her face, which had been contracted, 
resumed its natural appearance ; she recovered the use 
of her arm : a certain difficulty of articulation and thick- 
ness of speech, with what the physician called hallu- 
cination of mind, and a general feebleness of body, were 
all the apparent consequences of this stroke. She was 
not herself sensible of the nature of the attack, or clear 
in her ideas of any thing that had passed immediately 
previous to it. She had only an imperfect recollection 
of her daughter's illness, and of some hurry about Mr. 
Vivian's going away. She was, however, well enough 
to go into her dressing-room, where Vivian went to pay 
his respects to her with Lord Glistonbury. By unre- 
mitting exertions and unusual cheerfulness, Lady Sarali 
succeeded in quieting her mother's confused apprehen- 
sions on her account. When out of Lady Glistonbury's 
hearing, all the attendants and the physicians repeatedly 
expressed fear that Lady Sarah would over-fatigue and 
injure herself by this extraordinary energy; but her 
powers of body and mind seemed to rise with the neces- 
sity for exertion ; and on this great occasion she sud- 
denly discovered a warmth and strength of character, 
of which few had ever before discerned even the slightest 
S3niiptoms. 

" Who would have expected this from Sarah !" whis- 
pered Lord Glistonbury to Vivian. " Why, her sister 
did not do more for me when I was ill ! I always knew 
she loved her mother, but I thought it was in a quiet, 
commonplace way — ^Who knows but she loves me too ! 
— or might — ." She came into the room at this moment : 
— " Sarah, my dear," said his lordship, " where are my 
letters and yesterday's papers, which I never read.1 — 
111 see if there be any thmg in them that can interest 
your mother." 
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Lord Glistonbury opened the papers, and the first 
aiticle of public news was '' a dissolution of parliament 
confidently expected to take place immediately^" This 
must put an end to Vivian's scheme of going to town to 
attend his duty in parliament. " But, maybe, it is only 
newspaper information." It was confirmed by aU Lord 
Glistonbury and Vivian's private letters. A letter from 
his mother, which Vivian now for the first moment had 
time to peruse, mentioned the dissolution of parliament 
as certain ; she named her authority, which could not 
be doubted; and, in consequence, she had sent down 
supplies of wine for an election ; and she said, that she 
would " be immediately at Castle Vivian, to keep open 
house and open heart for her son. Though not fur- 
nished," she observed, " the castle i^uld suit the better 
all the purposes of an election ; and she should not feel 
any inconvenience, for her own part, let the accommo- 
dations be what they might." 

Lord Glistonbury directly proposed and insisted upon 
Lady Mary Vivian's making Glistonbury her head-quar- 
ters. Vivian objected ; L^y Glistonbury's illness was 
an ostensible, and, he hoped, would be a sufiicient excuse 
for declining the invitation. But Lord Glistonbury per- 
sisted : " Laidy Glistonbury, he was sure, would wish it — 
nothing would be more agreeable to her." His lord- 
ship's looks appealed to Lady Sarah, but Lady Sarah was 
silent; and, when her father positively required her 
opinion, by adding, "Hey ! Sarah I" she rather discour- 
aged than pressed the invitation. She said, that though 
she was persuaded her mother would, if she were v^ell, 
be happy to have the pleasure of seeing Lady Mary 
Vivian ; yet she could not, in her mother's present sit- 
uation, venture to decide how far her health might be 
able to stand any election bustle. 

Lady Sarah said this with a very calm voice, but 
Uushed extremely as she spoke ; and, for the first time, 
Vivian thought her not absolutely plain; and, for the 
first time, he thought even the formality and deliberate 
coolness of her manner were not disagreeable. He 
liked her more at this moment than he had ever im- 
agined it possible he could like Lady Sarah Lidhurst; 
but he liked her chiefly because she did not press him 
into her service, but rather forwarded his earnest wish 
to get away from Glistonbury. 

Lord Glistonbury appealed to the physician, and asked 

G3 
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whether company and amusement were not " the best 
things possible for his patient T Lady Glistonbury should 
dot be left alone, surely ! Her mind should be interested 
and amused ; and an election would be a fortunate cir- 
cumstance just at present !" 

The physician qualified the assent which his lordship's 
peremptory tone seemed to demand, by sa3ring, '' that 
certainly moderate amusement, and whatever interested 
without agitating her ladyship, would be salutary." His 
lordship then declared that he would leave it to Lady 
Glistonbury herself to decide : quitting the end of the 
room where they were holding their consultation, he 
approached her ladyship to explain the matter. But 
Lady Sarah stopped him, beseeching so earnestly that 
no appeal might be made to her mother, that Vivian was 
quite moved; and he settled the business at once to 

general satisfaction, by declaring that, though neither 
e nor Lady Mary Vivian could think of intruding as 
inmates at present, yet that they should, as soon as 
Lady Glistonbury's health would permit, be as much at 
Glistonbury Castle as possible ; and that the short dis- 
tance from his house would make it, he hoped, not in- 
convenient to his lordship for all election business. 
Lord Glistonbury acceded, and Lady Sarah appeared 
gratefully satisfied. His lordship, who always took the 
task of explanation upon himself, now read the para- 
fpraph about the dissolution aloud to Lady Glistonbury ; 
informed her, that Lady Mary Vivian was coming im- 
mediately to the country ; and that they should hope to 
see Lady Mary and Mr. Vivian almost every day, though 
he could not prevail upon them to take up their abode 
during the election at Glistonbury. Lady Glistonbury 
listened, and tried, and seemed to understand — ^bowed 
to Mr. Vivian and smiled, and said she remembered he 
was often at Glistonbury during the last election — ^that 
she was happy to hear she should have the pleasure to 
see Lady Maiy Vivian — that some people disliked election 
times, but for her part she did not, when she was strong. 
Indeed, the last election she recollected with particular 
pleasure — she was happy that Lord Glistonbury's inter- 
est was of service to Mr. Vivian. Then " she hoped his 
canvass to-day had been successful V* — ^and asked some 
questions that showed her mind had become confused, 
and that she was confounding the past with the present. 
I^ady Sarah and Mr. Vivian said a few words to set her 
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right — she looked first at one, and then at the other, lis- 
tening, and then said, **I understand — God bless yoo 
both.'' Vivian took up his hat, and looked out of the 
window, to see if his carnage was at the door. 

" Mr. Vivian wishes you a good morning, madam,*' 
said Lady Sarah : " he is going to Castle Vivian, to get 
things ready for Lady Mary's arrival." 

" I wish you health and happiness, sir," said La^ 
GUstonbury, attempting to rise, while some painful remi* 
niscence altered her countenance. 

" Pray do not stir, don't disturb yourself. Lady GUs- 
tonbury. I shall pay my respects to your ladyship again 
as soon as possible." 

" And pray bring me good news of the election, and 
how the poll stands to-morrow, Mr. Vivian," added her 
ladyship, as he left the room. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Vivian, who had felt oppressed and almost enslaved 
by his compassion, breathed more freely when he at 
last found himself in his carriage, driving away from 
GUstonbury. His own castle, and the preparations for 
his mother's arrival, and for the expected canvass, oc- 
cupied him so much for the ensuing days, that he had 
scarcely time to think of Lady Julia or of Lady Sarah, 
of RusseU or SeUna : he could neither reflect on the 
past, nor anticipate the future ; the present, the vulgar 
present, full of upholsterers, and paper-hangers, and 
Sutlers, and grooms, and tenants, and freeholders, and 
parasites, pressed upon his attention with imj)ortunate 
claims. The dissolution of parliament took place. Lady 
Mary Vivian arrived almost as soon as the newspaper 
that brought this inteUigence : with her came a new set 
of thoughts, aU centring in the notion of her son's con- 
sequence 'u the world, and of his happiness — ideas 
which were too firmly associated in her mind ever to 
be separated. She said that she had regretted his having 
made such a long stay in the country during the last 
session, because he had missed opportunities of distin- 
guishing himself Airther in parliament. The preceding 
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•ession her ladyship had I'eceived gratifying compti' 
ments on her son^s talents, and on the figure he had 
already made in public Ufe; she felt her self-love as 
well as her afiection interested in his continuing his 
political career with i^irit and suecessi. *' As to the 

§ resent election," she observed, " there could be little 
oubt that he would be re-elected with the assistance 
of the Glistonbury interest ; and," added her ladyship, 
smiling significantly, " I fancy your interest is pretty 
strong in that quarter. The world has given you by 
turns to Lady Julia and Lady Sarah Lidhur&t ; aiiyd I am 
nsked continually which of the Lady Lidhursts you are 
in love with. One of these ladies certainly must be my 
daughter-in-law; pray, if you know, empower me to 
say which." Lady Mary Vivian spoke but half in ear- 
nest, till the extraordinary commotion her words created 
in her son convinced her that the report had not, now 
at least, been mistaken. 

" Next to Miss Selina Sidney," continued Lady Mary, 
" who, after her positive and long perststed-in refusal, is 
quite out of the question, I have, my dear son, always 
wished to see you married to one of the Lady Lidhursts ; 
and, of course, Lady Julia's talents, and beauty, and 
youth — " 

Vivian interrupted, and hastily told his mother that 
Lady Julia Lidhurst was as much out of the question as 
Miss Sidney could be ; for that he had ofiered himself, 
and had been refused ; and that he had every reason to 
believe that the determination of his second mistress 
against him would be at least as absolute and unconquer- 
able as that of his first. His mother was in amazement. 
That her son could be refused by Lady Julia Lidhurst 
appeared a moral and political impossibility, especially 
when the desire for a connexion between the families 
had been so obvious on the side of the Glistonburies. 
What could be the meaning of this ? Lady Julia was 
perhaps under an error, and fancied he was someway 
engaged to Miss Sidney; "or, perhaps," said Lady 
Mary, who had a ready wit for the invention of delicate 
distresses, " perhaps there is some difficulty about the 
eldest sister. Lady Sarah ; for you know the first winter 
you were given to her. — Ay, that must be the case. I 
will go to Glistonbury to-morrow, and I will have Lady 
Julia to myself for five minutes : I tliink I have^somo 
penetration, and I will know the truth." 
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Lady Mary was again surprised, by hearing from her 
son that Lady Julia was not at GUstonbury — ^that she 
was gone with her brother into Devonshire. So there 
was a dead silence for some minutes, succeeded by an 
exclamation from Lady Mary, " There is some grand 
secret here — I must know it !" Her ladyship forthwith 
commenced a close and able cross-examination, which 
Vivian stopped at last by declaring that he was not at 
liberty to speak upon the subject : he knew, he said, that 
his mother was of too honourable and generous a temper 
to press him further. His mother was perfectly honour- 
able, but at the same time extremely curious; and 
though she continually repeated, •! will not ask you 
another question — I would not upon any account lead 
you to say a syllable that could betray any confidence 
reposed in you, my dear son ;" yet she indulged herself 
in a variety of ingenious conjectures : " I know it is so ;*• 
or, " I am sure that I have guessed now, but I don't ask 
you' to tell mo. You do right to deny it." Among the 
variety of her conjectures, Lady Mary did not find out 
the truth ; tdie was prepossessea by iho idea ttiat Hussell 
was attached to Selina Sidney — a secret which her own 
penetration had discovered while her son was abroad 
with Mrs. Wharton, and which she thought no mortal 
living knew but herself. Preoccupied with this notion, 
Russell was now omitted in all her combinations. His 
having quitted Glistonbury did not create any suspicions 
of the real cause of his sudden departure, because there 
-was a sufficient reason for his going to the north to see 
his sick relation ; and Lady Mary was too good a phi- 
losopher to assign two causes for the same event, when 
she had found one that was adequate to the production 
of the effect. She therefore quietly settled it in her 
imagination, that Lady Julia Lidhurst was going to be 
married immediately to a certain young nobleman, who 
had been lately at Glistonbury while they were acting 
plays. The next day she went with Vivian to Gliston- 
bury Castle ; for, waiving all the ceremonials of visit- 
ing, she was anxious to see poor Lady Glistonbury, of 
whose illness she had been apprized, in general terms, •# 
by her son. An impulse of curiosity, mixed perhaps 
with motives of regard for her good friend Lady Glis- 
tonbury, hastened this visit. They found Lady Gliston- 
bury much better ; she looked nearly as well as she had 
done before this stroke ; and she had now recovered ber 
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memory, and the tail use of her understanding Vivian 
observed that she and Lady Sarah were both conyinced, 
byCady Mary Vivian's curiosity, that he had given no 
mnt of any thing which they did not wish to be known : 
and the pleasurable consciousness of his integrity dis- 
posed him to be pleased with them. Lord Glistonbury^ 
•n his side, was convinced that Vivian had behaved 
honourably with respect to his daughter Julia; so all 
parties were weU satisfied with each other. His lord- 
ship answered Lady Mary Vivian's inquiries after his 
•on and his daughter Julia by saying, that Miss Strict- 
land had just returned to Glistonbury with rather more 
fiivourable accounfl of Lord Lidhurst's health, and that 
JuUa and he were now at his brother the Bishop of 
•***^**'s. Between this brother and my Lord Gliston- 
Imry there had never been any great intimacy, their 
characters and their politics being very different. The 
moment Lady Mary Vivian heard Lord GUstonbury pro- 
nounce, with such unusual cordiality, the wonis " my 
brother thft hiahop," shft rftcollected that the bishop had 
a very amiable, umnnnplished, and remaiieiilyi^ handsunie 
•on ; so she arranged directly in her rmagmation that 
this was the person to whom Lady JuKa was engaged. 
Being now thoroughly convinced that this last conjec- 
ture was just, she thought no more about Lady Julia's 
itffairs, but turned her attention to Lady Sarah, whose 
cold and guarded manners, however, resisted her utmost 
penetration. Disappointed in all her attempts to lead 
to sentiment or love, the conversation at last ran wholly 
upon the approaching election, upon the canvass, and 
the strength of the various interests of the county; on 
all which subjects Lady Sarah showed surprisingly 
exact information. Presently Lord Glistonbury took 
Vivian with him to his study to examine some poll- 
book, and then put into his hands a letter from Lady 
Julia Lidhurst, which had been enclosed in one to 
himself. 

" I told you that I intended to rfisticate Juha," said his 
lordship, " with a poor parson and his wife — ^relations, 
distant relations of ours in Devonshire ; but this plan 
has been defeated by my foolish good brother the bishop. 
On their journey they passed close by his palace; I 
charged Miss Strictland to be incog. ; but they staid 
to rest in the town, for Lidhurst was fatigued; and 
•ome of the bishop's people found them out, and th^ 
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bishop sent for them, and at last came himself. He 
so sorry for Lidhurst's illness, and, as Miss Strictland 
says, so much charmed with Julia, whom he had not 
seen since she was a child, that he absolutely took pos- 
session of them; and Julia has made her party good 
with him, for he writes me word he cannot part with 
her ; that I must allow her to remain with him ; and 
that they will take all possible care of LidhursVs health. 
I believe I must yield this point to the bishop ; for, all 
together, it looks better that Julia should be at the 
palace than at the parsonage ; and though my poor 
brother has not the knowledge of the world one could 
wish, or that is necessary to bring this romantic girl 
back to reason, yet — But I keep you from reading your 
letter, and 1 see you are impatient — Hey 1 — ^very natural! 
but, I am afraid, all in vain — Fll leave you in peace. At 
any rate," added Lord Glistonbury, " you know I have 
always stood your firm friend in this business ; and you 
know I'm discreet." 

Vivian never felt so grateful for any instance of his 
lordship's friendship and discretion as for that which he 
gave at this moment, by quitting the room, and leaving 
Bim in peace to read his letter. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" Before you open this letter, you will have heard, 
probably, that my uncle, the Bishop of •*•••• has taken 
me under Ws protection. I cannot sufficiently regret 
that I was not a few years, a few months sooner blessed 
with such a Mentor. I never, tiU now, knew how much 
power kindness has to touch the mind in the moment of 
distress ; nor did I ever, till now, feel how deeply the 
eloquence of true piety sinks into the heart. This 
excellent friend will, I hope, in time restore me to my 
better self. From the abstraction, the selfishness o* 
passion, I think I am already somewhat recovered. 
After being wholly absorbed by one sentiment, I begin 
to feel again the influence of other motives, arid to 
waken to the returning sense of social duty. Among 
the first objects to which, in recovering from this tram^ 

G3 
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or Uds fever of the soul, I have power to tarn my atten- 
tiono^our happiness, sir, next to that of my own near- 
est relations, I find, interests me most. After giving 
you this assurance, I trust you will believe that, to 
ensure the felicity, or even to restore the health and 
preserve the hfe of any relation or friend I have upon 
earth, I should not thiii^ myself justified in attempting 
to influence your mind to any thing which I did not sin- 
cerely and m*mlv believe would be for your permanent 
advantage as weU as for theirs. Under the solemn faith 
of this declaration, 1 hope that you will list^i to me 
with patience and confidence. From all that I have 
myself seen, and from all that I have heard of your 
character, I am convinced that your wife should be a 
woman of a disposition precisely opposite, in many 
respects, to mine. Your character is liable to vary, ac- 
coitling to the situations in which you are placed ; and 
is subject to sudden but transient impressions from ex- 
ternal circumstances. You have hitherto had a fHend 
who has regulated the fluctuations of your passions; 
now that he is separated from you, how much will you 
feel the loss of his cool and steady judgment ! Should 
you not, therefore, in that bosom friend, a wife, look for 
a certain firmness and stability of character, capable of 
resisting, rather than disposed to yield, to sudden im- 
pulse ; a character, not of enthusiasm, but of duty ; a 
mind which, instead of increasing, by example and 
sympathy, any defects of your own — ^pardon the expres- 
sion — should correct or compensate these by opposite 
qualities 1 And supposing that, with such sobriety and 
strength of character as I have described, there should 
be connected a certain slowness, formahty, and coldness 
of manner, which might not at first be attractive to a 
man of your vivacity, let not this repel you: when 
one*) you have learned to consider this manner as the 
<iddcomitant and indication of qualities essential to your 
aappiness, it would, I am persuaded, become agreeable 
to you ; especially as, on nearer observation, you would 
soon discover that beneath that external coldness, under 
aU that snow and ice, there is an accumulated and coi>- 
centrated warmth of afiection. 

" Of this sir, you must lately have seen an example in 
my own family. At the moment when my poor mother 
was struck with palsy, you saw my sister's energy ; and 
her character, probably, then appeared to you in a new 
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point of view. From this burst of latent affection for a 
parent you may form some idea of what the power of 
the passion of love would be in her soul ; some idea, I 
say ; for I am persuaded that none but those who know 
her as well as I do can form an adequate notion of tl^e 
strength of attachment of which she is capable. 

" You will be surprised, perhaps, sir, to hear me reason 
80 coolly for others on a subject where I have acted so 
rashly for myself; and you may feel no inclination to 
listen to the advice of one who has shown so little pru- 
dence in her own affairs : therefore, having stated my 
reasons, and suggested my conclusions, I leave you to 
apply them as you think proper ; and I shall only add, 
that the accomplishment of my wishes on this subject 
would' give me pecuUar satisfaction. It would reheve 
my mind from part of a weight of self-reproach. I 
have made both my parents unhaj^y. I have reason to 
fear that the shock my mother received, by my means, 
contributed much to her late illness. An eyent that 
would restore my whole family to happiness must, there- 
fore, be to me the most desir2U)le upon earth. I should 
feel immediate relief and delight, even in the hope of 
contributing to it by any influence I can have over your 
mind. And, independently of the treasure and pride I 
should feel in securing my sister's happiness and yours, 
I should enjoy true satisfaction, sir, in that intimate 
friendship with you, which only the ties of such near 
relationship could permit or justify. You will accept 
of this assurance, instead of the trite and insulting, be- 
cause unmeaning or unsafe, offer of friendship, which 
ladies sometimes make to those who have been their 
lovers. " Juuuk Lidhubst. 

" ****** Palace.'' 

At the first reading of this letter, Vivian feU nothing 
hut a renewal of regret for having lost all chance of 
obtaining tEe affections of the person by whom it was 
written: on a second perusal, he was moved by the 
earnest expression of her wishes for his happiness ; and 
the desire to gratify her, oh a point on which she was 
ao anxious, influenced him much more than any of her 
arguments. Whatever good sense the letter contained 
was lost upon him; but all the sentiment operated with 
full force ; yet not with suflScient power to con^uer the 
repHgnance he stUl felt to Lady Sail's person and man- 
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Ben. Lord Glistonbury made no inquiries conceniin^ 
tiie contents of his daughter Julia's letter ; but, as far as 
politeness would permit, he examined Vivian's counte- 
Baoce when he returned to the drawing-room. Ladjr 
Glistonbury's manner was as calm as usual ; but the 
slight shake of her head was a sufficient indication of her 
internal feelings. Lady Sarah looked psde, but so per- 
fectly composed, that Vivian was convinced she, at least, 
knew nothing of her sister's letter. So great indeed was 
the outward composure, and so immoveable was Lady 
Sarah, that it provoked Lady Mary past endurance ; and 
as they drove home in the evening, she exclaimed, " I 
never saw such a young woman as Lady Sarah Lidhurst ! 
She is a stick, a stone, a statue — she has completely 
satisfied my mind on one point. I own that when I 
found Lady Julia was out of the question, I did begin to 
think and wish that Lady Sarah might be my dau^ter- 
in-Iaw, because she has really been so carefully brought 
up, and the connexion with the GUstonbury family is so 
desirable: then I had a notion, before I saw her this 
morning, that the girl liked you, and might be really 
capable of attachment ; but now, indeed, I am convinced 
of the foUy of that notion. She has no feeling— none 
upon earth — scarcely common sense ? She thinks of 
nothing but how she holds her elbows. The formality 
«nd importance with which she went on catting off ends 
of worsted from that frightful tapestry-work, while I 
talked of you, quite put me out of all manner of patience. 
She has no feeling^none upon earth !" 

" O ma'am," said Vivian, " you do her injustice : she 
certainly has feeling — for her mother." 

*♦ Ay, for her mother, maybe ; a kind of mechanical 
affection." 

" But, ma'am, if you had seen her at the time that her 
mother was struck with palsy ?" 

Much to his own surprise, Vivian found himself en- 
gaged in a defence, and almost in a eulogium upon Lady 
Sarah! but the injustice of his mother's attack, on this 

E)int, was, he knew, so great, that he could not join in 
ady Mary's invective. 

" Why, my dear Charles !" said she, " do you recol- 
lect, on this very road, as we were returning from GUs- 
tonbury Castle, this time two years, you called Lady 
Sarah a petrifaction V 
" Yes, ma'am ; because I did not know her then." 
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<*Well, my dear, I must have time to analyze her 
more carefully, and I suppose I shall discover, as you 
have done, that she is not a petrifaction. So, then, Lady 
Sarah really is to be the woman after all ! I am content, 
but I absolutely cannot pretend to like her — ^I like the 
connexion, however ; and the rest is your affair. You 
haven't proposed yet ?" 

" Bless me ! no, ma'am ! God forbid ! How fast your 
imagination goes, my dear mother ! Is there no differ- 
ence between saying that a woman is not a petrifaction, 
and being in love with her V 

** In love ! I never said a word about being in love^ — I 
know that's in\possible— I asked only if you had pro- 
posed for her." 

" Dear ma'am, no!" 

Lady Mary expressed her satisfaction ; and, perhaps, 
the injustice with which she continued, for some days, 
to asperse Lady Sarah Lidhurst, as being unfeeling, 
served her more in Vivian's opinion than any other 
mode in which she could have spoken of her ladyship. 
Still he felt glad that he had not yet proposed. He had 
not courage either to recede or advance ; circumstances 
went on, and carried him along with them, without bring- 
ing him to any decision. The business of the election 
proceeded ; every day Lord Glistonbury was with him, 
or he was at GUstonbury Castle ; every hour he saw 
more plainly the expectations that were formed : some- 
times he felt that he was inevitably doomed to fulfil 
these, and at other times he cherished the hope that 
Lady Julia would soon return home, and that, by some 
fortunate revolution, she might yet be his. He had not 
now the advantage of Russell's firmness to support him 
in this emergency. Russell's answer to his letter was 
so coolly determmed, and he so absolutely declined in- 
terfering further in his affairs, that Vivian saw no hopes 
of regaining his friendship, or of profiting by his coun- 
sels. Thus was Vivian in all the helplessness and all 
the horrors of indecision, when an event took place 
which materially changed the face of affairs in the Glis- 
tonbury family. Just at the time when the accounts 
of his health were the most favourable, and when his 
friends were deceived by the most sanguine hopes of 
his recovery, Lord Lidhurst died. His mother was the 
only person in the family who was prepared for this ca- 
tastrophe : they dreaded to commumcate the inteUigence 
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to her, lest it should bring on another attack of her 
dreadful malady ; but, to their astonishment, she heard it 
with calm resignation, — said she had long foreseen this 
cidamity, and that she submitted to the will of Heaven. 
After pity for the parents who lost this amiable and 
promising young man, heir to this large fortune and to 
this splendid title, people be^^ to consider what change 
would be made in the condition of the rest of the family. 
The Lady Lidhursts, from being very small fortunes^ be- 
came heiresses to a large estate. The earidom of GUs- 
tonbury was to devolve to a nephew of Lord Glistonbury, 
in case the Lady Lidhursts should not marry, or should 
not have heirs male ; but, in case they should marry, the 
title was to go to the first son. All these circumstances 
were of course soon known and talked of in the neigh- 
bourhood ; and many congratulated Vivian upon the great 
accession of fortune, and upon the high expectations of 
the lady to whom they supposed him en^^aged. 

On the first visit which Vivian and his mother paid 
after the death of Lord Lidhurst, at Glistonbury Castle, 
they found there a young man very handsome, but of a 
dark, reserved countenance, whose physiognomy and 
manner immediately prepossessed them against him ; 
on his part he seemed to eye them with suspicion, and 
to be particularly uneasy whenever Vivian either men- 
tioned the election or approached Lady Sarah. This 
young man was Mr. Lidhurst, Lord Glistonbury's nephew 
and heir-at-law. It was obvious, almost at first sight, 
that the uncle disliked the nephew ; but it was not so 
easy to perceive that the nephew despised the uncle. 
Mr. Lidhurst, though young, was an excellent politician; 
and his feelings were always regulated by his interests. 
He had more abilities than Lord Glistonbury, less vanity, 
but infinitely more ambition. In Lord Glistonbury am- 
bition was rather aflfected, as an air suited to his rank, and 
proper to increase his consequence : Mr. Lidhurst 's was 
an earnest, inordinate ambition, yet it was cold, silent, 
and calculating ; his pride preyed upon him inwardly, but 
it never hurried him into saying or doing an extravagant 
thing. Those who were not actuated solely by ambi- 
tion he always looked upon as fools, and those who 
were he considered, in general, as knaves : the one he 
marked as dupes, the other as rivals. He had been at 
the Bishop of •♦••••'s during Lord Lidhurst's illness, 
and at the time of his death. Ever since Lady Julia's 
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arrival at the bishop's, he had foreseen the probability 
of this event, and had, in consequence of the fonff-sight- 
ediiess of his views, endeavoured to make himself agree- 
able to her. He found this impossiUe ; but was, how- 
ever, easily consoled by hearing, that she had resolved 
never to marry ; he only hoped that she would keep her 
resolution ; and he was now at Glistonbury Castle, in 
the determination to propose for his other cousin, Lady 
Sarah, who would, perhaps, equally well secure to him 
his objects. 

"Well! my dear Vivian," said Lord Glistonbury, 
drawing him aside, " how d'ye relish my nephew, Mar- 
maduke Lidhurst? Need not be afraid to speak the 
truth, for I tell you at once that he is no particular fa- 
vourite here ; not en bonne odeur ; but that's only be- 
tween you and me. He thinks that I dont know that 
he considers me as a shallow fellow, because I haven't 
my head crammed with a parcel of statistical tables, all 
the fiscal and financiering stuff which he has at his cal- 
culating finders' ends ; but I trust that I am almost as 
good a politician as he is, and I'm free to believe, have 
rather more knowledge of the world — 

* In nien, not books, ezperieneed waa my lord* — 

Hey 1 Hey, Vivian 1 and can see through him with half 
an eye, I can tell him. Wants to cet Lady Sarah — 
Yes, yes ; but never came near us tiU we lost my poor 
boy — ^he won't win Lady Sarah either, or I'm much 
mistaken. Did you observe how jealous he was of you ? 
Right ! — right ! — ^he has penetration ! — Sta^, stay ! you 
don't know Marmaduke yet, don't know half his schemes. 
How his brow clouded when we were talking of the 
election ! I must hint to you, he has been sounding 
me upon that matter ;. he has a great mind to stand for 
this county — talks of starting at the first day of the poll. 
I told him it could not do, as I was engaged to you. He 
answered, that of course was only a conditional promise, 
in case none of my own relations stood. I foi^ht shy, 
and he pressed confoundedly. Gad ! he would put me 
in a very awkward predicament, if he was really to 
stand ! for you know what the world would say, if they 
saw me opposing my own nephew, a rising young man, 
and not for a relation either ; and Marmaduke Lidhurst 
is just your deep fellow to plan such a thing and exe- 
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cute it, not caring at what or whose expense. I can 
tell him, however, I am not a man to be bullied out of 
my interest, nor to be outwitted neither. Stand firm, 
Vivian, my good friend, and I'll stand by you ; depend on 
me ! — I only wish — " . Here his lordship paused. " But 
I cannot say more to you now ; for here is my precious 
heir-at-law coming to break up the confederacy. Ill 
ride over and see you to-morrow; now, let us all be 
mute before Marmaduke, our master politician, as be- 
comes us — Hey ! Vivian t Hey 1" 

Notwithstanding this sort of jealousy of Marmaduke, 
and the bravadoing style in which Lord Glistonbury 
spoke of him, he spoke to him in a very different man- 
ner : it was apparent to Vivian that his lordship was 
under some awe of his nephew, and that, while he 
cherished this secret dislike, he dreaded coming to any 
open rupture with a man who was, as his lordship VLf- 
prehended, so well able to make his own party good m 
the world. When Marmaduke did emerge from that 
depth of thought in which he generally seemed to be 
sunk, and when he did condescend to converse, or ra- 
ther to speak, his theme was always of persons in power, 
or his sarcasms against those wno never would obtain 
it ; from any one thing he asserted, it could never be 

g roved, but,*from all he said, it might be inferred, that 
e valued human qualities and talents merely as they 
could, or could not, obtain a price in the poUtical market 
The power of speaking in public, as it is a means iu 
England of acquiring all other species of power, he 
deemed the first of Heaven's gifts ; and successful par- 
liamentary speakers were the only persons of whom he 
expressed admiration. As Vivian had spoken, and had 
been listened to in the House of Commons, lie was in 
this respect an object of Marmaduke Lidhurst's envy ; 
but this envy was mitigated by .contempt for our hero's 
want of perseverance in ambition. 

" There is that Mr. Vivian of yours," said he to his 
uncle, while Vivian was gone to talk to the ladies — 
" youll find he will be but a woman's man, after all ! — 
Heavens ! with his fluency in public, what 1 would have 
done by this time of day ! This poor fellow has no con- 
sistency of ambition — ^no great views — ^no reach of mind. 
Put him in for a borough, and he would be just as well 
content as if he carried the county. You'll see he will, 
after another session or two, cut out, and retire without 
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a pension, atd settle down into a mf§e hdnest country 
gentleman. He would be no connexion to increase the 
consequence of your family. Lady Sarah Lidhurst 
would be ^uite lost with such a nobody ! Her ladyship, 
I am convmced, has too much discrimmation, and values 
herself too highly, to make such a missy match." 

Lord Glistonbury coughed, and cleared his throat, 
and blew his nose, and seemed to suffer extremely, but 
chiefly under the repression of his usual loquacity. 
Nothing could be at once a greater proof of his respect 
for his nephew^s abilities, and of his lordship^s dislike 
to him, than this unnatural silence. Mr. Lidhurst^s 
compliments on Lady Sarah's discrimination seemed, 
however, to be premature, and unmerited ; for, during 
the course of this day, she treated all the vast efforts 
of her cousin Marmaduke's gallantry with haughty neg- 
lect, and showed, what she had never before suffered 
to be visible in her manner, a marked preference for 
Mr. Vivian's conversation. The sort of emulation which 
Mr. Lidhurst's rivalship produced increased the value 
of the objor.t ; olitj, tOT wfiuiii there was a contention, 
Immediately became a prize. Vivian was both pro- 
voked and amused by the alternate contempt and jeal- 
ousy which Mr. Lidhurst betrayed ; this gentleman's de- 
sire to keep him out of the Glistonbury family, and to 
supplant him in Lady Sarah's favour, piqued him to 
prove his influence, and determined him to maintain his 
ground. Insensibly, Vivian's attentions to the lady be- 
came more vivacious ; and he was vain of showing the 
ease, taste, and elegance of his gallantry ; and he was 
flattered by the idea, that all the spectators perceived 
both its superiority and its success. Lady Sarah, whose 
manners had much improved since the departure of Miss 
Strictland, was so much embellished by our hero's at- 
tentions, that he thought her quite charming. He had 
been prepared to expect fire under the ice, but he was 
agreeably surprised by this sudden spring of flowers 
from beneath the snow. The carriage was at the door 
in the evening, and had waited half an hour, before he 
was aware that it was time#o depart. 

" You are right, my dear son !" Lady Mary began, 
the moment they were seated in the carriage ; " you 
are quite right, and I was quite wrong, about Lady Sarah 
Lidhurst: she has feeling, indeed — strong, generous 
feeling — and she shows it at the proper time * a fine. 
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decided chafactep! Her manners, to-day, so easy, and 
her countenance so animated, really she looked qoite 
handsome, and I think her a charming woman. What 
changes love can make! — ^Well, now I am satisfied : 
this is what I always wished — connexion, family, fortune, 
every thing ; and the very sort of character you require 
in a wife, — the very person, of all others, that is suited 
to you !" 

" If she were but a little more like her sister — or 
Selina Sidney even /" said Vivian, with a sigh. 

" That very word even — ^your saying like Selina Sid- 
ney even — shows that you have not much cause for 
sighing: for you see how quickly the mere fancy in 
these matters changes — ^and you may love Lady Sarah 
.presently, as much as you loved even Lady JuUa." 

" Impossible ! ma'am." 

" Impossible ! Why, my dear Charles, you astonish 
me ! for you cannot but see the views and expectations 
of all the family, and of the young lady herself; and 
your attentions to-day were such as could bear but one 
construction." 

" Were they, ma'am 1 I was not aware of that at 
the time — that is, I did not mean to engage myself. 
Good Heavens ! surely I am not engaged 1 — You know 
a man is not bound, like a woman, by a few foolish 
words; compliments and gallantry are not such se- 
rious things with us men. Men never consider them- 
selves engaged to a woman till they make an absolute 
proposal." 

" I know that is a common maxim vrith young men 
of the present day, but I consider it as dishonourable 
and base ; and very sorry should I be to see it adopted 
by my son !" cried Lady Mary indignantly. " Ask your 
friend Mr. Russell's opinion on this point : he long 
ago told you — ^I know he did — that if you had not se- 
rious thoughts of Lady Sarah Lidhurst, you would do 
very wrong, after all the reports that have gone abroad, 
to continue your intimacy with the Glistonburies, and 
thus to deceive her and her whole family — I only ap- 
peal to Mr. Russell ; will fou ask your friend Russell's 
opinion 1" • 

Vivian sighed again deeply for the loss of his friend 
Russell ; but as he could not, without touching upon 
Lady Julia's affairs, explain the cause of the coolness 
between him and his friend, he answered only, ^' that 
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ftti appeal to BIr. Russell was unnecessary when he had 
his mother's opinion." Lady Mary^s wish for the Glis- 
tonbury connexion fortified her morality at this moment, 
and she replied, " Then my decided opinion is, that it 
would be an immoral and dishonourable actioato break 
such a tacit engag^ement as this, which you have volun- 
tarily contracted, and which you absolutely could not 
break without destroying the peace and happiness of a 
whole family. Even that cold Lady Glistonbury grew 
quite warm to-day ; and you must see the cause. And 
in Lady GUstonbury^s state of health, who could an- 
swer for the consequences of any disappointment about 
her favourite daughter, just after the loss of her son, 
too !" 

" No more, mother, for Heaven's sake ! I see it all — 
I feel it all — I must marry Lady Sarah, then. By what 
fatality am I doomed, am I forced to marry a woman 
whom I cannot love, whose person and manners are 
peculiarly disagreeable to me, and when I'm half in love 
with another woman !" 

" That would be a shocking thing indeed," said Lady 
Mary, retracting, and alarmed ; for now another train of 
associations were wakened, and she judged, not by her 
worldly, but by her romantic system. " I am sure I 
would not, upon any account, urge you to act against 
your feelings. I would not be responsible for such a 
marriage, if you are really in love with her sister, and 
if Lady Sarah's person and manners are peculiarly and 
absolutely disagreeable to you. I should do a very 
wicked action — should destroy my son's happiness and 
morals, perhaps, by insisting on such a. marriage — 
Heaven forbid !" (A silence of a mile and a half long 
ensued.) " But, Charles, after all I saw to-day, how can 
1 believe that Lady Sarah is so disagreeable to you 1" 

" Ma'am, she happened not to be absolutely disagree- 
able to me to-day." 

" Oh ! well ! then she may not happen to be disagree- 
able to you to-morrow, or the next day, or ever agsdn ! — 
And, as to the fancy for her sister, when all hope is 
over, you know, love soon dies of itself." 

So ended the conversation. The next morning, at 
an unusual hour. Lord Glistonbury made his appearance 
at Castle Vivian, with an air of great vexation and em- 
barrassment : he endeavoured to speak of trivial topics ; 
but, one after another, these subjects dropped. Then 
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Lady Mary, who saw that he was anxious to speak to 
her son, soon took occasion to withdraw, not without 
^Ung some curiosity, and forming many conjectures, 
as to the object his lordship might have in view in this 
conference. 

Lord Glistonbury's countenance exhibited, in quick 
alternation, a look of absolute determination and of utter 
indecision. At length, with abrupt effort, he said, *' Vi- 
vian, have you seen the papers to-day 1" 

" The newspapers t — yes ! — no ! — ^They are on the 
table — I did not look at them — Is there any thing ex- 
traordinary 1" 

"Yes, faith! — extraordinary, very extraordinary!— 
But it is not here — ^it is not there — ^this is not the right 

nier — ^it is not in your paper. That's extraordinary, 
" — (then feeling in both pockets) — " I was a fool 
not to bring it wHh me — Maybe I have it — ^Yes, here 
it is ! — Not public news, but private." 

Vivian was all expectation, for he imagined that 
something about Lady Julia was coming. Lord Glis- 
tonbury, who, in his commerce with public men, had 
learned the art of paying in words, to gain time, when 
in danger of a bankruptcy of ideas, went on, stringing 
sentences together, without much meaning, while he 
was collecting his thoughts and studying the countenance 
of his auditor. 

" You recollect my suggestions the last time I had 
the honour of speaking to you on a particular subject. 
I confess, Mr. Lidhurst's conduct does not meet my 
ideas of propriety ; but other persons are free to form 
what judgment they think fit upon the occasion. I shall 
submit the matter to you, Mr. Vivian, feeling myself 
called upon to come forward immediately to explain it 
to your satisfaction ; and 1 do not fear to commit myself, 
by stating at once my sentiments, and the light in which 
it strikes me ; for there must be some decision shown, 
somehow or other, and on some side or other. — Decision 
is all in all in pubUc business, as the great Bacon or 
somebody says — and nobody knows that better than 
Marmaduke." 

Here his lordship grew warm, and quitting his parlia- 
mentary cant, assumed his familiar style. 

" Gad ! he has stolen a march upon us— outgeneralled 
us — ^but, in my private opinion, not in the handsomest 
style possible— Hey, Vivian 1— Hey 1" 
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•• My dear lord, 1 have not heard the fact yet," said 
Vivian. 

" Oh ! the fact is simply — Look here, he has, without 
my encouragement or concurrence— and, indeed, as he 
ver>'^ well knew, contrary to my approbation and wishes 
— gone, and declared himself candidate for this county ; 
s^nd here's his fine, flourishing, patriotic, damned adver- 
tfeeraent in the paper — * To the gentlemen, clergy, and 
freeholders of the county.' — Gad! how it startled me 
this morning. When I first saw it I rubbed my eyes, 
and could hardly believe it was Marmaduke. Though I 
pique myself on knowing a man's style at the first line, 
yet I could not have believed it was his, unless I had 
seen his name at full length in these great abominable 
characters — * John Marmaduke Lidhurst.' — ' Glistonbury 
Castle !' too — as if I had countenanced the thing, or had 
promised my support ; when he knew, that but yester- 
day I was arguing the point with him in my study, and 
told him I was engaged to you. Such an ungentleman- 
like. trick ! — for you know it reduces me to the dilemma 
of supporting a man who is only my friend, against my 
nearest relation by blood, which, of course, would have 
an odd and awkward appearance in the eyes of the 
world !" 

Vivian expressed much concern for his lordship's 
difficulties ; but observed that the world would be very 
unjust if it blamed him, and he was sure his lordship had 
too much decision of character. 

" But, independently of the world," interrupted his 
lordship, " even in our own family, among all the Lid- 
hursts and their remotest connexions, there would be 
quite a league formed against me; and these family 
quarrels are ugly affairs ; for though our feudal times 
are done away, party clanships have succeeded to feudal 
clanships ; and we chiefs of parties must keep our fol- 
lowers in good-humour, or we are nothing in the field--^ 
I should say in the House — Ha ! ha ! ha ! — I laugh, but it 
is a very serious business; for Marmaduke Lidhurst 
would be, in private or public, an impracticable enemy. 
Marmaduke's a fellow capable of inextmguishable hatred ; 
and he is everywhere, and knows everybody, of all the 
clubs, a rising young man, who is listened to, and who 
would make his story credited. And then, with one's 
nephew one cant settle these things in an honourahU 
way — ^these family quarrels must be arranged amicably, 
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not honourably ; and thaf s the difficulty : the laws of 
honour are dead letters in these cases, and the laws of 
the land do not reach these niceties of feeling. — ^But of 
the most important fact you are still to be apprized.'' 

" Indeed !" cried Vivian. 

" Yes, you have not yet heard Marmaduke's master- 
stroke of policy !" 

" No ! — What is it, my lord 1 — I am all attention — ^pray 
explain it to me." 

"But there's the delicacy — ^there's the difficulty!— 
No, no, no, — Upon my soul, I cannot name it !" cried 
Lord GUstonbury. "It revolts my feelings — all my 
feelings — ^as a man, as a gentleman, as a father. Upon 
my honour, as a peer, I would speak if I could ; but, for 
the soul of me, I cannot." 

" You know, my dear lord," said Vivian, " there can 
be no delicacies or difficulties with me ; your lordship 
has done me the honour to live always on such a footing 
of intimacy with me, that surely there is not any thing 
you cannot say to me !" 

" Why, that's true," said Lord Glistonbury, quitting 
his affected air of distress, and endeavouring to throw 
off his real feeling of embarrassment : " you are right, 
my dear Vivian ! we are certainly upon terms of such 
intimacy, that I ought not to be so scrupulous. But 
there are certain things, a well-bom, well-bred man — 
in short, it would look so like — But, in fact, I am driven 
to'the wall, and I must defend myself as well as I can 
against this nephew of mine — I know it will look like 
the most horrible thing upon earth, like what I would 
rather be decapitated than do — I know it will look, 
absolutely, as if I came here to ask you to marry my 
daughter, — which, you know, is a thing no gentleman 
could have the most remotely in his contemplation ; but, 
since I am so pressed, I must tell you the exact truth, 
and explain to you, however difficult, Marmaduke's 
master-stroke— -he has proposed for Lady Sarah ; and 
has had the assurance to ask me whether there is or is 
not any truth yi certain reports which he is pleased to 
affirm nave gone abroad — Heaven knows how or why ! 
— ^And he urges me — ^the deep dog ! for his cousin's sake, 
to contradict those reports, in the only effectual manner 
by a temporary cessation of the intimate intercourse 
between Castle Vivian and Glistonbury Castle, while 
Lady Sarah remains unmarried ; or, if our master pofi- 
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tician would speak plainly, till he has married her him- 
self. — ^At any rate, I have sp<^en frankly, Vivian, hey 1 
youll allow ; and I am entitled both to a candid inter- 
pretation of my motives, and to equal frankness of reply." 

While his lordship had been speaking, compassion, 
gratitude, vanity, rivalship, honour, Lady Mary Vivian's 
conversation, Lady Julia's letter, then a^ain the cormex" 
ion, the earldom in future, the present trmmph or disap-.' 
pointment about the election, the insolent intrusion of 
Mr. Lidhurst, the cruelty of abandoning a lady who was 
in love with him, the dishonour, the impossibility of 
receding after certain reports; all these ideas, in rapid 
succession, pressed on Vivian's mind : and his decision 
was in consequence of the feelings and of the embarrass- 
ment of the moment. His reply to Lord Glistonbury 
was a proposal for Lady Sarah, followed by as many 
gallant protestations as his presence of mind could fur- 
nish. He did not very weM know what he said, nor did 
Lord Glistonbury scrupulously examine whether he had 
the air and accent of a true lover, nor did his lordship 
inquire what had become of Vivian's late love for Lady 
Julia ; but, quite content that the object should be al- 
tered, the desire the same, he relieved Vivian by ex- 
claiming, "Come, come, all this sort of thing Lady 
Sarah herself must hear ; and I've a notion — but I can 
keep a secret. You'll return with me directly to Glis- 
tonbury. — Lady Glistonbury will be delighted to see you : 
and I shall be delighted to see Marmaduke's face, when 
I tell him you have actually proposed for Saraih — for 
now I must tell you all. Our politician calculated upon 
the probability that you would not decide, you see, to 
make a proposal at once, that would justify me to the 
world in supporting my son-in-law against my nephew. 
As to the choice of the son-in-law, Sarah settles that 
part of the business herself, you know ; for, when two 
proposals are made, both .almost equally advantageous, 
in the common acceptation of the word, 1 am too good 
a father not to leave the decision to my daughter. So 
you see we understand one another perfectly, and will 
make Marmaduke, too, understand us perfectly, contraiy 
to his calculations, hey, hey 1 — Mr. Politician, your ad- 
vertisement must be witharawn, I opine, in the next 
paper — ^hey, Vivian 1 my dear Vivian !" 

With similar loquacity. Lord Glistonbury continued, 
in the fulness of his heart, all the way they went together 
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to Glistonbury Castle ; which was. agreeable to YWiaiiy 
at least by saving him fn^ all necessity of speaking. 

" So !" said Vivian to himself, ^* the die is cast, and I 
have actually proposed for Lady Sarah Lidhurst ! — Who 
would have expected this two years ago ! — I would not 
have believed it, if it had been foretold to me even two 
months ago. But it is a very — a very suitable match, 
and it will please the friends of both parties ; and Lady 
Sarah is certainly very estimable, and capable of vety 
strong attachment ; and I like her, that is, I liked her 
yesterday very much — I really like her." 

Upon those mixed motives, between convenience and 
affection, from which, Dr. Johnson says,, most people 
marry, our hero commenced his courtship of the Lady 
Sarah Lidhurst. As the minds of both parties on the 
subject are pretty well known to our readers, it would 
be cruel to fatigue them with a protracted description 
of the formalities of courtship. It is sufficient to say, 
that my Lord Glistonbury had the satisfaction of seeing 
his nephew disappointed. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" And the marriage was solemnized with much pomp 
and magnificence, and every demonstration of joy." 

Novelists and novel readers are usually satisfied when 
they arrive at this happy catastrophe ; their interest and 
curiosity seldom go any farther ; but, in real life, mar- 
riage is but the beginning of domestic happiness or 
misery. 

Soon after the celebration of Vivian's nuptials, an 
event happened which interrupted all the festivities at 
Glistonbury, and which changed the bridal pomp to 
mourning. Lady Glistonbury, who had been much 
fatigued by the multitude of wedding visits she was 
obliged to receive and retium, had another stroke of the 
palsy, which, in a few hours, terminated fataUy. Thus, 
the very event which Vivian had dreaded, as the probable 
consequence of his refusal to marry her daughter, vtras, 
in fact, accelerated by the full accomplishment of her 
wishes. After the loss of her mother, Lady Sarah 
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Vman^s whole soul seemed to be engrossed by fondness 
for her husband. In public, and to aU eyes but Vivian's, 
her ladyship seemed much the same person as formerly: 
but, in private, the affection she expressed for him was 
so great, that he frequently asked himself whether this 
could be the same woman, who, to the rest of the world, 
and in every other part of her life, appeared so cold and 
inanimate. On a very few occasions her character, 
before her marriage, had, " when much enforced, given 
out a hasty spark, and straight was cold again ;" but now 
she permitted the steady flame to bum without restraint. 
Duty and passion had now the same object. Before 
marriage, her attachment had been suppressed, even at 
the hazard of her life ; she had no idea that the private 
demonstrations of unbounded love from a married woman 
Co her husband could be either blameable or dangerous : 
she believed it to be her duty to love her husband as 
much as she possibly could. Was not he her husband ? 
She had been taught, that she should neither read, speak, 
nor think of love ; and she had been^ so far too much 
restricted on this subject, that, absolutely ignorant and 
unconscious even of her danger, she now pursued her 
own course without chart or compass. Her injudicious 
tenderness soon imposed such restraint upon her hus- 
band, as scarcely any lover, much less any husband, 
could have patiently endured. She would hardly ever 
suffer him to leave her. Whenever he went out of the 
house, she exacted from him a promise that he would 
be hack again at a certain hour : and if he was even a few 
minutes later than his appointment, he had to sustain 
her fond reproaches. Even though he staid at home 
all day, she was uneasy if he quitted the room where 
she sat ; and he, who by this time understood, through 
all her exterior calmness, the symptoms of her intermd 
agitation, saw by her countenance that she was wretched 
if he seemed interested in the conversation of any other 
person, especially of any other woman. 

One day when Vivian, after spending the morning 
iete-d-tSte with Lady Sarah, signified to her his intention 
of dining abroad, she repeated her fond request that he 
would be sure to come home eaiiy, and that he would 
tell her at what o'clock exactly she might expect to see 
him again. He named an hour at hazard, to free him- 
self from her importunate anxiety; but he could not 
help saying, " Pshaw !" as he ran down stairs ; an excia- 

Von. VIII.— H 
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mation which fortunately reached only the ears of a 
groom, who was thinking of nothing but the tops of his 
own boots. Vivian happened to meet some agreeable 
people where he dined : he was much pressed to stay to 
Supper; he yielded to entreaty, but he had the good- 
natured attention to send home his servant, to beg that 
Lady Sarah and his mother would not sit up for him. 
When he returned, he found all the family in bed except 
Lady Sarah, who was sitting up waiting for him, with 
her watch in her hand. The moment he appearf>d, she 
assailed him with tender reproaches, to which he an- 
swered, ^' But why would you sit up when I begged you 
would not, my dear Lady Sarah V* 

She replied by a continuity of fond reproach ; and 
among other things she said, but without believing it to 
be true, " Ah ! I am sure you would have been happier 
if you had married my sister Julia, or that Miss Sidney !" 

Vivian sighed deeply; but the next instant, conscious 
that he had sighed, and afraid of giving his wife pain, he 
endeavoured to turn the course of her thoughts to some 
other subject. In vain. Poor Lady Sarah said no more, 
but felt this exquisitely, and with permanent anguish. 
Thus her imprudence reverted upon herself, and she 
suffered in proportion to her pride and to her fondness. 
By such slight circumstances is the human heart alien- 
ated from love. Struggling to be free, the restive little 
deity ruffles and impairs his plumage, and seldom re- 
covers a disposition to tranquillity. Vivian's good-nature 
had induced him for some time to submit to restraint ; 
but if, instead of weakly yielding to the fond impor- 
tunity of his wife — ^if, instead of tolerating the insipidity 
of her conversation and the narrowness of her views, 
he had with real energy employed her capacity upon 
suitable objects, he might have made her attachment 
the solace of his Ufe. Whoever possesses the heart of 
a woman who has common powers of intellect may 
improve her understanding in twelve months more than 
could all the masters, and lectures, and courses of 
philosophy, and abridgments, and documenting in the 
universe. But Vivian had not sufficient resolution for 
such an undertaking: he thought only of avoiding to 
give or to feel present pain ; and the consequences were, 
that the evils he dreaded every day increased. 

Vivian's mother saw the progress of conjugal dis> 
content with anguish and remorse. 
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•* Alas !" said she to herself, " I was much to blame 
lor pressing this match. My son told me he could 
never love Lady Sarah Lidhurst. It woidd have been 
better far to have broken off a marriage at the church- 
door than to have forced the completion of such an ill- 
assorted union. My poor son married chiefly from a 
principle of honour ; his duty and respect for my opinion 
had also great weight in his decision ; and 1 have sacri- 
ficed his happiness to my desire that he should make 
what the world calls a splendid alliance. 1 am the 
cause of all his misery ; and Heaven only knows where 
all this will end !" 

In her paroxysm of self-reproach, and her eagerness 
to set things to rights between her daughter-in-law and 
her son, she only made matters worse. She spoke with 
all the warmth and frankness of her own character to 
Lady Sarah, beseeching her to speak with equal open- 
ness, and to explain the cause of the alteration in Vivian. 

" I do not know what you mean, madam, by alteration 
in Mr. Vivian !" 

'^ Is not there some disagreement between you, my 
dear!" 

'* There is no disagreement whatever, madam, as far 
as I know, between Mr. Vivian and me — we agree per- 
fectly," said Lady Sarah. 

" Well, the misunderstanding P^ 

"I do not know of any misunderstanding, madam. 
Mr. Vivian and I understand one another perfectly." 

" The coolness, then — Oh ! what word shall I use ! — 
Surely, my dear Lady Sarah, there is some coolness — 
something wrong?" 

^' I am sure, madam, I do not complain of any coolness 
on Mr. Vivian's part. Am I to understand that he com- 

flains to your ladyship of any thing wrong on mine T 
f he does, I shall think it my duty, when he points out 
the particulars, to make any alteration he may desire in 
my conduct and manners." 

" Complain ! — My son ! — He makes no complaints, my 
dear. You misunderstand me. My son does not com- 
plain that any thing is wrong on your part." 

'^ Then, madam, if no complaints are made on either 
side, all is as it should be, 1 presume, at present ; and if 
in future I should fail in any poiiit of duty, I shall hold 
myself obliged to your ladyship if you will then act as 
my monitor." 

H3 
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Hopeless of penetrating Lady Sarah's sevenfold fence 
of pride, the mother flew to her son, to try what could 
be done with his open and generous mind. He ex- 
pressed a most earnest and sincere wish to make his 
wife happy. Conscious that he had given her exquisite 
pain, he endeavoured to make atonement by the sacri- 
fices which he thought would be most grateful to her. 
He refrained often from company and conversation that 
was agreeable to him, and would resign himself for 
hours to her society. It was fortimate for Lady Julia 
Lidhurst that, by continuing with her good uncle the 
bishop, she did not see the consecjuences of the union 
which she had so strenuously advised. The advice of 
friends is often highly useful to prevent an imprudent 
match ; but it seldom happens that marriages turn out 
happily which have been made from the opinion of 
others rather than from the judgment and inchnations 
of the parties concerned ; for, let the general reasons 
on which the advice is grounded be ever so sensible, it 
is scarcely possible that the adviser can take in all the 
little circumstances of taste and temper, upon which so 
much of the happiness or misery of domestic life de- 
pends. Besides, people are much more apt to repent 
of having been guided by the judgment of another than 
of having followed their own ; and this is most likely to 
be the case with the weakest minds. Strong minds can 
decide for themselves, not by the opinions but by the 
reasons that are laid before them; weak minds are 
influenced merely by opinions ; and never, either before 
or after their decision, are firm in abiding by the prepon- 
derating reasons. 

No letters, no intelligence from home, except a mali- 
cious hint now and then from her cousin Marmaduke, 
which she did not credit, gave her reason to suspect 
that the pair whom she had contributed to unite were 
not perfectly happy. So Lady Julia exulted in the suc- 
cess of her past counsels, and indulged her generous 
romantic disposition in schemes for forwarding a union 
between Russell and Selina, determining to divide her 
fortune among the children of her friends. She con^ 
eluded one of her letters to Lady Sarah Vivian about 
this time with these "'ords : — 

" Could I but see one other person, whom I must not 
name, rewarded for his virtues, as you are, by happy 
love, I should die content, and would write on my 
tomb : — 
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* Je ne ItLs point heureux, mais j*ai flat lent bonheur.' "* 

Far removed from all romance and all generosity of 
sentiment, Lord Glistonbury, in the mean time, went on 
very comfortably, without observing any thing that 
passed in his family. Whatever uneasiness obtruded 
upon his attention he attributed to one cause, anxiety 
relative to the question on which his present thoughts 
were exclusively fixed, viz. whether Lady Sarah's first 
child would be a boy or a girl. " Heaven grant a boy !*' 
said his lordship ; " for then, you know, there's an end 
of Marmaduke as heir-at-law !" Whenever his lordship 
saw a cloud on the brows of Lady Mary, of Lady Sarah, 
or of Vivian, he had one infallible charm for dispelling 
melancholy; he stepped up close to the patient, and 
whispered, " It will be a boy ! — My life upon it, it will 
be a boy !" Sometimes it happened that this imiversal 
remedy, applied at random, made the patient start or 
smile ; and then his lordship never failed to add, with a 
nod of great sagacity, " Ah ! you didn't know I knew 
what you were thinking of! — ^Well ! well ! you'll see we 
shall cut out Marmaduke yet." 

With this hope of cutting out Marmaduke, Lord Glis- 
tonbury went on very happily, and every day grew fonder 

* From some lines of Delille's, on Rousseau, concluding with the follow* 
ing:— 

"Malheureux ! le tr^pas est done ton seule asile! 
Ah ! dans la tombe, au moins, repose en fin tran^uille ' 
Ce beau lac, ces flots purs, ces fleurs, ces gazons tVais, 
Ces pftles peupliers, tout t'invite & la paix. 
Respire, done, enfin, de tes tristes cbim^res. 
Vols accourir vers toi les ^poux, et les m^res. 
Contemple les amans, qui viennent cbaque jour, 
Verser sur ton tombeau les larmes de I'amour ! 
Vois ce groupe d*enfans, se jouant sous I'ombrage, 
Qui de leur liberty viennent te rendre hommage ; 
Et dis, en contemplant ce spectacle enchanteur, 
Je ne /tis point heureux, ntais faifait leiir bonkeur." 

Ill-fated morta] ! doom'd, alas I to find 
The grave sole refuge from thy restless mind. 
This turf, these flow'rs, this lake, this silent wave 
These poplars pale, that murmur o'er your grave, 
Invite repose.— Enjoy the tranquil shore, 
Where vain chimeras shall torment no more. 
Sec to thy tomb the wife and mother fly, 
And pour their sorrows where thy ashes lie ! 
Here the fond youth, and here the blushing maid, 
Whisper their loves to thy congenial shade ; 
' Arnd grateful children smiling through their tears. 
Bless the loved champion of their youthfiti years: 
Tlien cry, triumphant, from thy honour'd grave— 
JvjfUas I livedo but joy to others gave,—C. S. E. 
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of the son-in-law, who was the enemy of his heir-at« 
law, or whom he coiisidered as such. The easiness of 
Vivian^s temper was peculiarly agreeable to his lordship, 
who enjoyed the daily pleasure of governing a man cft 
. talents which were far superior to his own. This easi- 
ness of temper in our hero was much increased by the 
want of motive and stimulus. He thought that he had 
now lost his chance of happiness ; he cared little for the 
more or less pain of each succeeding day ; and so pas- 
sive was his listlessness, that to a superficial observer, 
like Lord Glistonbury, it looked like the good-nature of 
perfect content. Poor Vivian I — In this wreck of his 
nappiness, one saving chance, however, yet remained. 
He had still a public character; he was conscious of 
having preserved unblemished integrity as a member of 
the senate ; and this integrity, still more than his ora- 
torical talents, raised him far above most of his com« 
petitors, and preserved him, not only in the opinion of 
others, but in his own. When parliament met, he went 
to town, to^ a very handsome house for Lady Sarah, 
determining to do all he could to oblige and please the 
wife whom he could not love. Lady Sarah had com- 
plete flower, at home and abroad, of her time and her 
expenses : h«r dress, her equipages, her servants, her 
whole establishment, were above Vivian's fortune, and 
equal to her ladyship's birth and rank. She was mis- 
tress of every thing but of his heart. The less he liked 
her, the more he endeavoured to compensate for this 
involuntary fault, by allowing her that absolute domin- 
ion, and that external splendour, which he thought would 
gratify, and perhaps fiU her mind. As for himself, he 
took refuge in the House of Commons.. There he forgot 
for a time domestic uneasiness, and was truly animated 
by what so many affect — zeal for the good of his country. 
He was proud to recollect, that the profligate Whartoa 
had failed in the attempt to laugh him out of his public 
virtue ; he was proud that Wharton's prophecies of his 
apostacy had never been accomplished ; that, as a public 
character at least, he had fulfilled the promise of his 
early youth, and was still worthy of himself, and of that 
friend whom he had lost. He clung to this idea, as to 
the only hope left him in life. 

One night, in a debate on some question of import- 
ance, he made an excellent speech, which was par- 
ticularly weH received by the House, because it came 
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from one who had an unblemished character. When 
Vivian went into the coffee-room to refresh himself, 
after he had done speaking, several of his acquaintance 
crowded round him, complimenting him upon his suc- 
cess — he broke from them all ! for he saw, advancing 
towards him with a smile of approbation, the friend on 
whose approbation he set a higher value than he did even 
on the applauses of the House — the friend whose lost 
affection he had so long and so bitterly regretted. Rus- 
sell stretched out his hand — Vivian eagerly seized it ; 
and, before they had either of them spoken one word, 
they both understood each other perfectly, and their 
reconciliation was completely effected. 

*' Yes," said Russell, as they walked out arm-in-arm 
together, " yes, it is fit that I should forget all private 
resentment, in the pride and pleasure I feel, not merely in 
your public success, but in your public virtue. Talents, 
even the rare talent of oratory, you know, I hold cheap 
in comparison with that which is so far more rare, as 
well as more valuable — political integrity. The abhor- 
rence and contempt of political profligacy, which you 
have just expressed, as a member of the senate, and the 
consistent conduct by which you have supported your 
principles, are worthy of you ; and, allow me to say, of 
your education." 

Vivian felt exalted in his own opinion by such praise, 
aiad by these the warmest expressions he had ever re- 
ceived of Russell's regard. He forgot even his domestic 
uneasiness ; and this day, the first for many months he 
had spent happily, he passed with his friend. They 
supped together, and related mutually all that happened 
since their parting. Russell told Vivian that he had 
lately been agreeably surprised by the gift of a valuable 
living from the Bishop of ******, Lady Julia Lidhurst's 
uncle ; that the bishop, whom he had till then never 
seen, had written to him in the handsomest manner, 
sajring, that he knew the obligations his family owed to 
Mr, Russell ; that it had been the dying request of his 
nephew, Lord Lidhurst, that some token of the family 
esteem and gratitude should be offered to him, to whom 
they owed so much ; but the bishop added, that neither 
famil}& gratitude nor private friendship could have in- 
duced him to bestow church preferments upon any but 
the person whose character best entitled him to such a 
distinction and such a trust. 
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This letter, as Vivian observed, was well calculated 
to satisfy Russell^s conscience and his delicacy. The 
conversation next turned upon Lady Julia Lidhurst, 
Russell was not aware that Vivian knew more of her 
attachment to him than what had been discovered the 
day before he left Glistonbury; and Vivian could not 
help admiring the honourable and delicate manner in 
which his friend spoke of her, without any air of mys- 
tery, and with the greatest respect. He told Vivian he 
luid heard that proposals had been lately made to her 
ladyship by a gentleman of great talents and of high 
character ; but that she had positively declined his ad- 
dresses, and had repeated her declaration that she would 
never marry. Her good uncle left her, on this point, 
entirely at liberty, and did not mention the proposal to 
Lord Ghstonbury, lest she should be exposed to any 
fresh difficulties. Russell expressed much satisfaction 
at this part of the bishop's conduct, as being not only 
the most kind, but the most judicious, and the most likely 
to dispose his niece to change her determination. He 
repeated his opinion that, united to a man of sense and 
strength of mind, she would make a charming and ex- 
cellent wife. Vivian agreed with him ; yet observed, 
that he was convinced she would never marry — there he 
paused. Could Lady Julia herself have overheard the 
conversation which afterward passed between these 
two gentlemen, one of whom she had loved, and the 
other of whom she had refused, not a word would have 
hurt her feelings : on the contrary, she would have been 
raised in her opinion, and gratified by the strong interest 
they both showed for her happiness. They regretted 
only that a young worn an of such talents, and of such a fine 
generous disposition, had been so injudiciously educated. 

" And now, my dear Russell,'' cried Vivian, " that we 
have finished the chapter of Lady Julia, let us talk of 
Miss Sidney." Russell's change of countenance showed 
that it was not quite so easy for him to talk upon this 
subject. To spare him the effort, Vivian resumed, "As 
you are a rich man now, my dear Russell, you will cer- 
tainly marry ; and I know," added he, smiling, " that 
Miss Sidney will be your wife. If ever man deserved 
such a prize, you do ; and I shall be the first to wish 
you joy." 

" Stay, my good friend," interrupted Russell ; " your 
kindness for me, and your imagination, are too quick iu 
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this anticipation of my happiness.'' Russell then told 
him, that he never had declared his attachment to Selina 
till Vivian^s marriage had put an end to all probability 
of rivalship with his friend. She had expressed hign 
esteem for Russell, but had told him, that she liad suf- 
fered so much from a first unfortmiate attachment, that 
she felt averse from any new engagements. 

" Shall 1 assure you, as you assured me just now with 
regard to Lady Jiiia," said Vivian, " that Miss Sidney 
will be prevailed upon to alter her determination ; and 
.shall I add, that though I should like Lady Julia the less, 
I should like Selina the better, for changing her mindV 
He went on, generously expressing sincere hopes, that 
his friend might obtain Sehna Sidney^s affections, and 
might enjoy that domestic happiness, which — Vivian 
was going to say, which he had himself forfeited ; but, 
checking this regret, he only said, *' that domestic happi- 
ness which I consider as the summit of human feUcity, 
and which no man can deserve better than you do, my 
dear Russell." 

Russell easily guessed that poor Vivian had not at- 
tained this summit of hmnan felicity by his own marriage, 
but never adverted to any of the conversations they had 
held about Lady Sarah Lidhurst ; never recalled any of 
Vivian's vehement declarations concerning the absolute 
impossibility of his making such a match ; never evinced 
the least surprise at his marriage ; nor inquired how he 
had conquered his passion for Lady Juha. With friendly 
forgetfulness, he seemed to have totally obliterated from 
his mind all that it could do no good to remember. 
Vivian was sensible of this delicacy, and grateful for it ; 
but to imitate Russell's reserve ana silence upon certain 
subjects required a force, a forbearance of which he was 
not capable. At first he had determined not to say one 
word to Russell of domestic uneasiness ; but they had 
not been many hours together before Vivian poured forth 
all his complaints, and confessed how bitterly he repented 
his marriage : he declared that he had been persiladed, 
by the united efforts of her family and of his mother, 
against his own judgment, or, at least, against his taste 
and inclinations, to marry Lady Sarah. 

" By whatever persuasions, or by whatever motives, 
your choice was decided," interrupted Russell, " reflect 
that it is decided for life ; therefore abide by it, and jus- 
tify it. Above all, make yourself happy with the means 

H 3 
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which are yet in your power, instead o( wasting yoar 
mind in unavailing regret. You are united to a woman 
who has every estimable quality, as you candidly ac- 
knowledge: there are some particulars in winch she 
does not please your taste ; but withdraw your attention 
from these, and you will be happy with a wife who is so 
firmly attached to you. Consider, besides, that — ^ro- 
mance apart— love, though a delightful pas^on, is not 
the only resource which a man of sense, virtue, and 
activity may find for happiness. Your public duties, 
your success, and your reputation as a public character, 
wiU— " 

Russell was interrupted in this consolatory and invig- 
orating speech, by the entrance of a servant of Lonl 
Glistonbury's, who brought a note from his lordship to 
Mr. Vivian, requesting to see him as soon as he could 
make it convenient to come to Glistonbury House, as 
his lordship wanted to speak to him on particidar busi- 
ness of the greatest importance. Vivian was- provoked 
by being thus summoned away from his friend, to attend 
to one of what he called Lord Glistonbury^s important 
mysteries ahout nothing. Russell was engaged to go into 
the country the ensuing day, to take possession of his 
new living ; but he promised that he would see him again 
soon ; and, with this hope, the two friends parted. 

Vivian went to Lord Glistonbury's : he found his lord- 
ship in his study. " Where have you been, Vivian ?" 
exclaimed he : " 1 have sent messenger after messenger 
to look for you half over the town : I thought you were 
to have dined with us, but you ran away, and nobody 
could tell where, or with whom; and we have been 
waiting for you at our cabinet council here with the 
utmost impatience." Vivian answered, that he had un- 
expectedly met with his friend Russell ; and was pro- 
ceeding to tell his lordship how handsomely the Bishop 
of ****** had provided for his friend ; but Lord Gliston- 
bury, like many other great men, having the habit of 
forgetting all the services of those from whom they have 
nothing more to expect, cut short Vivian's narration, by 
exclaiming, " True, true ! well, well ! that's all over now 
— Certainly, that Russell did his duty by my poor son ; 
and acted as he ought to do in — aU things ; and I'm glad 
to hear my brother has given him a good living ; and i 
hope, as you say, he will soon be married — so best — so 
best, you know, Vivian, for reasons of our own. Well* 
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well ! I'm glad he is provided for — ^not but what that liv- 
ing would have been of essential service if it had been 
reserved for a friend of mine — ^but my brother the bishop 
never can enter into any political views — might as well 
not have a brother a bishop. But, however, Mr. Rus- 
sell's a friend of yours — I am not regretting — not so 
rude to you to regret — on the contrary, rejoice, particu- 
larly as Mr. Russell is a man of so much merit. But 
all that's over now; and I want to talk to you upon 
quite another matter. You know 1 have always said I 
should, sooner or later, succeed in my grand object, hey, 
Vivian V 

" Your lordship's grand object ! I am not sure that I 
know it." 

" O, surely you know my grand object. You my son- 
in-law, and forget my grand object ! The marquisate, 
you know ; the marquisate, the marquisate ! Did not I 
always tell you that I would make government, sooner 
or later, change my earldom into a marquisate ? Well ! 
the thing is done — that is, as good as done ; they have 
sent to treat with me upon my own terms." 

" I give you joy, my dear lord !" said Vivian. 

" Joy ! to be sure you do, my sober sir : one would 
think you had no concern or interest in the business. 
Joy ! to be sure you give me joy ; but I can tell you, you 
must give me something more than joy — you must give 
me support. 

" How he looks !" continued Lord Glistonbury, " as if 
he did not know what is meant by support. Vivian, did 
you never hear of parliamentary support 1" 

" I hope, my dear lord," replied Vivian, gravely, " that 
you have not entered into any engagements, or made 
any promises for me which I cannot have it in my power 
to perform." 

Lord Glistonbury hesitated in some confusion; and 
then, forcing a look of effrontery, in an assured tone, 
replied, " No. I have not made any engagements or 
promises for you which you cannot perform, Vivian, I 
am clear ; nor any which I have not a right to expect 
my son-in-law will confirm with alacrity." 

** What have you engaged 1 — what have you promised 
for me, my lord V said Vivian, earnestly. 

" Only, my dear boy," said Lord Glistonbury, assum- 
ing a facetious tone, " only that you will be always one 
of us. And are not you one of us 1— my son-in-law— the 
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deuse is in it if he is not one of us ! In short, yotr Jaowy 
to be serious, a party must go together, that is, a family 
party must go together ; and, if a ministry do my busi- 
ness, of course I do theirs. If I have my marquisate, 
they have my votes." 

" But not my vote — pardon me, my lord — my vote 
cannot be bartered in this manner." 

" But, you know, Mr. Vivian, you knov^r it is for your 
interest as much as for mine ; for, you know, the mar- 
quisate will probably descend, in due course of time, to 
your son. So your interest is full as much concerned 
as mine ; and besides, let me tell you, I have not forgot 
your immediate interest: I have stipulated that you 

should have the valuable place which Mr. C Was to 

have had." 

All that Russell had said of public virtue was fresh in 
our hero's mind. " I thank you, my dear lord," said he ; 
" for I am sure this was kindly intended ; but I am not 
one of those persons who, in public affairs, think only 
of their private interest — I am not thinking of my inter- 
est. But if a man maintains certain public measures 
one day, and the next, for vduahle consideration^ supports 
diametrically opposite opinions and measures, he will 
lose, and deserve to lose, sdl reputation for integrity." 

"Integrity! political integrity!" said Lord GUston- 
bury ; " fine words, which mean nothing. Behind the 
scenes, as we are now, Vivian, what use can there be 
in talking in that strain! Between yt)u and me, you 
know this is all nonsense. For who, of any party, now 
thinks really and truly of any thing but getting power, 
or keeping it ? Power, you know, stands for the meas- 
ure of talent; and every thing else worth having is 
included in that word power. I speak plainiy. And as 
honour is merely an affair of opinion, and opinion, again, 
an affair of numbers, and as there are nunibers enough 
to keep one in countenance in these things ; really, my 
dear Vivian, it is quite childish, quite boyish, smells of 
the lamp. To declaim about political integrity, and aU 
that, is not the language of a man who knows any thing 
of business — any thing of the world. But why do I say 
all this V cried Lord Glistonbury, checking himself, and 
assuming an air of more reserved displeasure. " Mr^ 
Vivian certainly knows all this as well as I do ; I know 
how my nephew Marmaduke, who,, with all his faults, is 
no fool, would interpret your present language; hift 
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would say, as I have often heard him say, that political 
inteo^rity is only a civil pat-off y 

" Political integrity only a civil put-oif !" repeated Vi- 
vian, with unfeigned astonishment. When he formerly 
heard similar sentiments from the avowed profligate and 
hackneyed politician Mr. Wharton, he was shocked; 
but to hear them repeated, as being coolly laid down by 
so young a man as Mr. Lidhurst, excited so much dis- 
gust and contempt in Vivian's mind, that he could hardly 
refrain from saying more than either prudence or poUte- 
ness could justify. 

" Now I am free to confess," pursued Lord Ghston* 
bury, " that I should think it more candid and manly, 
and, I will add, more friendly, and more the natural, open 
conduct of a son-in-law to a father-in-law, instead of 
talking of political integrity, to have said, at once, I 
cannot oblige you in this instance." 

" Surely, my lord, you cannot be in earnest !" said 
Vivian. 

" I tell you, sir, I am in earnest," cried his lordship, 
tuniing suddenly in a rage, as he walked up and down 
the room ; " I say, it would have been more candid, more 
manly, more every thing, — and much more like a son- 
in-law — ^much ! — much ! I am sure, if I had known as 
much as I do now, sir, you never should have been my 
son-in-law — never! — ^never! — seen Lady Sarah in her 
grave first ! — ^I would ! — I would ! — ^yes, sir — I would ! — 
And you are the last person upon earth I should have 
expected it from. But I have a nephew — ^I have a 
nephew, and now I know the difference. No man can 
distinguish his friends till he tries them." 

Vivian in vain endeavoured to appease Lord GUston- 
bury by assurances that he would do any thing in his 
power to oblige him, except what he himself considered 
as dishonourable : his lordship reiterated, with divers pas- 
sionate ejaculations, that if Vivian would not oblige him 
in this point, on which he had set his heart — where the 
great object of his life was at stake — he could never be- 
Eeve he had any regard for him ; and that, in short, it 
must come to an open rupture between them, for that 
he should never consider him more as his son. Having 
uttered this denunciation as distinctly as passion would 
permit. Lord Glistonbury retired to rest. 

Vivian went immediately to his mother, to tell her 
what had passed, and he felt almost secure of her. ap> 
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probation ; but, though she praised him for his generous 
spirit of independence, yet it was evident the hopes that 
the title of marquis might descend to a grandson of her 
own weighed more with her than any patriotic consid- 
erations. She declared, that indeed she would not, for 
any title, or any thing upon earth, have her son act dis- 
honourably ; but what was asked of liim, as far as she 
could understand, was only such a change of party, such 
compliances, as every public man in his place would 
make : and though she would not have him, like some 
she could name, a corrupt tool of government, yet, on 
the other hand, it was folly to expect that he alone could 
do any thing against the general tide of corruption — 
that it would be madness in him to sacrifice himself 
entirely, without the slightest possibihty of doing any 
good to his country. 

Vivian interrupted her, to represent that, if each pub- 
lic man argued in this manner, nothing could ever be 
accomplished for the public good ; that, on the contrary, 
if every man hoped that something might be done, even 
by his mdividual exertion, and if he determined to sacri- 
fice a portion of his private interest in the attempt, per- 
haps much might be effected. 

" Very likely !" Lady Mary said. She confessed she 
knew little of politics : so from argument she went to 
persuasion and entreaties. She conjured him not to 
quarrel with the Glistonburies, and not to provoke Lord 
Ghstonbury's displeasure. " I see all that artful Mar- 
maduke's schemes," said she : " he knows his uncle's 
pertinacious temper ; and he hopes that your notions of 
patriotism will prevent you from yielding on a point on 
which his uncle has set his heart. Marmaduke will 
know how to take advantage of all this, believe me !" 

Vivian was shaken in his resolution by his mother's 
entreaties — by the idea of all the family quarrels that 
would ensue, and of all the difficulties in which he 
might be involved, if he persisted in his generous de- 
termination. 

" My dear son," resumed she, " it would be absolute 
madness to refuse the place that is now offered you : 
only consider the situation of your affairs — consider, I 
beseech you, the distress you will be in by-and-by, if 
you reject this offer — recollect the immense demands 
upon you ; recollect that heap of bills for the election, 
and for the buildings, and all the poor workmen about 
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the castle ! and that coachmaker, too ! and remember, 
the purchase money of the house in town must be paid 
in three months. And the only possible means by 
which you can get out of debt is by accepting this place, 
which would put you at ease at once, and ensile you to 
continue in the style of life to which you have of late 
been accustomed." 

"As to that, I could alter my style of life — ^I would 
do any thing," cried Vivian, " to pay my debts and pre- 
serve my independence. I will alter my mode of living, 
and retrench decidedly and vigorously." 

" Well, my dear son, I admire your spirit, and, if you 
can do this, it will certainly be best ; but I fear that 
when it comes to the trial, you will not be able to per- 
severe." 

" I shall — I shall ! Believe me, mother, I have reso- 
lution enough for this — you do me injustice," said Vivian. 

" No, my dear Charles, I do you justice ; for I do not 
doubt your resolution, as far as your own privations are 
concerned; but, consider your wife — consider Lady Sarah 
— consider the luxury in which she has always been ac- 
customed to live, and the high sphere in which her 
relations move ! How her pride would be hurt by their 
looking down upon her ! I have no doubt Lady Sarah 
would do her duty, and make any sacrifices for her 
husband ; and if you were — I must now speak plainly — 
if you were passionately fond of her — an all-for-love 
husband — you could, with honour and propriety, accept 
of such sacrifices; but what would retirement be to 
poor Lady Sarah, and with Lady Sarah V 

Vivian told his mother that he would take a night to 
reconsider the matter coolly ; and, satisfied with having 
gained so much, she suffered him to go home. As he 
was quitting his own dressing-room, he paused, to con- 
sider whether he should consult his wife, who was, as 
yet, in ignorance of the whole transaction, and who 
knew nothing of the deranged state of his affairs. He 
did her the justice to believe that she would be willing 
to live with him in retirement, and to forego all the lux- 
uries and pride of her rank, for the sake of her duty and 
of her love. He was convinced that, in any opposition 
between her father's interests and her husband's honour, 
she would strongly abide by her husband. He recol- 
lected all Lady Julia had said of the advantage that her 
sister's firmness of mind might be in steadying his vacil- 
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lating temper in any moment of trial. Here was the 
first great occasion, since his marriage, where his wife's 
strength of mind could be of essentiid service to him : 
yet he hesitated whether he should avail himself of this 
advantage ; and every moment, as he approached nearer 
to her apartment, he hesitated more and more. He 
did not, in tlie first place, like to humble himself so far 
as to ask her counsel ; then he had not courage to con- 
fess those debts and embarrassments wliich he had 
hitherto concealed. All that his mother had suggested 
about the indelicacy of requiring or accepting great 
sacrifices from a woman whom, though he esteemed, 
he could not love — ^the horror of retirement with such a 
companion— the long year's tite-a-tHe — all these ideas 
combined, but chief the apprehension of the immediate 
present pain of speaking to her on a disagreeable sub- 
ject, and of being obliged to hear her speak with that 
formal deliberation which he detested ; added to this, 
the dread of her surprise, if not of her reproaches, when 
all his affairs should be revealed, operated so irresistibly 
upon his weakness, that he decided on the common 
resource — concealment. His hand was upon the lock 
of his chamber-door, and he turned it cautiously and 
softly, lest, in entering his apartment, he should waken 
Lady Sarah : but she was not asleep. 

" What can have kept you so late, Mr. Vivian V said 
she. 

" Business, my dear," answered he, with some em- 
barrassment. 

" May I ask what sort of business V 

" Oh ! — only — ^political business." 

"Political business!" She looked earnestly at her 
husband, but, as if repressing her curiosity, she after- 
ward added, " our sex have nothing to do with politics," 
and, turning away from the light, she composed herself 
to sleep. 

" Very true, my dear," replied Vivian — not a word 
more did he say : content with this evasion of the diffi- 
culty, he thus, by his weakness, deprived himself of the 
real advantage of his wife's strength of mind. While 
Lady Sarah, in total ignorance of the distress of her 
husband, slept in peace, he lay awake, revolving painful 
thoughts in the silence of the night. All that his mother 
had said about the pecuniary difiiculties to which they 
must soon be reduced recurred with fresh force ; the 
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ideas of the unpaid election. bills, all the masons', car- 
penters', painters', glaziers', and upholsterers' bills, with 
" thousands yet unnamed behind," rose, in dreadful 
array, before him, and the enthusiasm of his patriotism 
was appalled. With feverish reiteration, he ran over 
and over in his mind the same circle of difl&culties, 
continually returning to the question, " Then what can 
be done ?" Bitterly did he this night regret the foolish 
expenses into which he had early in life been led. If it 
were to do over again, he certainly would not turn his 
house into his castle ; if he had foreseen how much the 
expense would surpass the estimates, assuredly nothing 
could have tempted him to such extravagance. The 
architect, the masons, the workmen, one and all, were 
knaves; but, one and all, they must be paid. Then 
what could he do 1 — And the debts incurred by the con- 
tested elections ! — contested elections are cursed things, 
when the bills come to be paid ; but, cursed or not, they 
must be paid. Then what could he do 1 — The distress 
in which he should involve his generous mother — the 
sacrifices he should require from his wife — the family 
quarrels — all that Lady Sarah would suffer from them — 
the situation of his wife. Then what could he do 1— 
He MUST submit to Lord Glistonbury, and take the place 
that was offered to him. 

Vivian sighed — and turned in his bed — and sighed — 
and thought — and turned — and sighed again — and the 
last sigh of expiring patriotism escaped him ! — ^To this 
end, to this miserable end, must all patriotism come, 
which is not supported by the seemingly inferior virtues 
of prudence and economy. 

Poor Vivian endeavoured to comfort himself by the re- 
flection, that he should not act from merely mercenary 
considerations, but that he was compelled to yield to 
the solicitations of his mother and of his father-in-law ; 
that he was forced to sacrifice his own public opinions 
to secure domestic peace, and to prevent the distress of 
his mother, the misery, and perhaps danger, of his wife 
and child. Dereliction of principle, in these circum- 
stances, was somethirg like an amiable, a pardonable 
weakness. And then, see it in what light you will, as 
Lord Glistonbury observed, " there are so many who 
will keep a patriot in countenance now-a-days, for 
merely changing sides in politics. A man is not even 
thought to be a man of talents till he gets something 
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by his talents. The bargain he makes — ^the price he 
gains — is, in most people's estmiaUon, the valu^ of the 
public man." 

All this Vivian said to himself to quiet his conscience ; 
and all this, he knew, would be almndantly satisfactory 
to the generahty of people with whom he associated ; 
therefore, from them he could fear neither reproach nor 
contempt : but he could not bear even to think of Rus- 
sell — ^he felt all the pangs of remorse, and agony of 
shame, as the idea of such a friend came into his mind. 
Again he turned in his bed, and groaned aloud — so loud, 
that Lady Sarah wakened, and, starting up, asked what 
was the matter ; but receiving no answer, she imagined 
that she had been in a dream, or that her husband had 
spoken in his sleep. He groaned no more, nor did he 
even sigh ; but, fatigued with thinking and with feeling, 
he at last fell into a sort of slumber, which lasted till it 
was time to rise. Before Vivian was dressed. Lord 
Glistonbury called upon him — he went into his dressing- 
room. His lordship came with his best address, and 
most courteous face of persuasion ; he held out his hand 
in a frank and cordial manner, as he entered, begging 
his dear son's pardon for the warmth and want of tem- 

Eer, he was free to confess, he had shown last night ; 
ut he was persuaded, he said, that Vivian knew his 
sincere regard for him, and convinced that, in short, they 
should never essentially differ: so that he was deter- 
mined to come to talk the matter over with him, when 
they were both cool; and that he felt assured that 
Vivian, after a night's reflection, would always act so as 
to justify his preference of his son-in-law to his nephew. 
Hey, Vivian I — Lord Glistonbury paused for an answer 
— Vivian cut himself as he was shaving, and was glad 
of a moment's reprieve ; instead of answering, he 
only exclaimed, '* Cursed razor ! cut myself ! — My 
lord, won't you sit down ? will you do me the honour 
to—" 

Lord Glistonbury seated himself; and, in regular 
order, with his tiresome parade of expletives, went 
through all the arguments that could be adduced to 
prove the expediency of Vivian's taking this place, and 
assisting him, as he had taken it for granted his son-in- 
law would, on such an occasion. The letters of tho 
great and little men who had negotiated the business of 
the marquisate were then produced, and an account 
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given of all that had passed in confidence; and Lord 
Glistonbury finished by saying that the affair was abso- 
lutely concluded, he having passed his word and pledged 
his honour for Vivian ; that he would not have spoken 
or acted for him if he had not felt that he was, when 
acting for his son-in-law, in fact acting for himself — ^his 
second self; that there had been no time to wait, no 
possibility of consulting Vivian ; that the whole plan 
was suggested yesterday, in two hours after the House 
broke up, and was arranged in the evening ; that search 
and inquiries had been made everywhere for Vivian; 
but as he could not be found, Lord Glistonbury said he 
had ventured to decide for him, and, as he hoped, for his 
interest and for that of the family ; -and the thing, now 
done, could not be undone; his lordship's word was 
sacred, and could not be retracted. 

Vivian, in a feeble, irresolute tone, asked if there was 
no possibility of his being allowed to decline the place 
that was offered him, and suggested that he could take 
a middle course ; to avoid voting against his lordship's 
wishes, he could, and he believed that he would, accept 
of the Chiltern Hundreds, and go out of parliament for 
the session. 

Lord Glistonbury remonstrated against what he termed 
the madness of the scheme. 

" A man like you, my dear Vivian, who have distin- 
guished yourself so much already in opposition, who 
will distinguish yourself so much more hereafter in place 
and in power — " 

" No," said Vivian, rising as he finished shaving him- 
self, "no, my lord, I shall nevermore distinguish myself, 
if I abandon the principles I believe to be just and true. 
What eloquence I have — ^if I have any — ^has arisen from 
my being in earnest: I shall speak ill — I shall not 
be able to speak at all — when I get up against my 
conscience." 

^"Oh!" said Lord Glistonbury, laughing, "your ro- 
mantic patriotism may be very nice in its feelings ; but, 
believe me, it will not deprive you of the use of your 
speech. Look at every one of the fine orators of our 
times, and name me one, if you can, who has not spoken, 
and spoken equally well, on both sides of the House ; ay, 
and on both sides of most political questions. Come, 
come, you'll find you will get on quite as well as they 
got on before you, hey 1" 
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" You will find that I shall be of no use to you — XYaX 
I shall be a dead weight on your hands." 

" You a dead weight ! you, who are formed to be^ 
now, really, without flattery — ^you know there's no oc- 
casion for flattery between you and me — ^to be the soid, 
and, in time, the head of a party — Stay ! — I know all 
you are going to say, but give me leave to judge. You 
know there's my own nephew, a very clever young man, 
no doubt, he is allowed to be ; and yet, you see, I maie 
no comparison between you. I assure you I am a judge 
in these matters, and you see the House has confirmed 
my judgment; and, what is more — for I can keep 
nothing from you — if it won't make you too vain, and 
make you set too -high a price upon yourself, which 
will be very troublesome in the present case ; but, I 
say, be that as it may, I will frankly own to you, that 
I beheve you have been of essential service in pro- 
curing me this great favourite object of my life, the 
marquisate." 

" I, my lord ! impossible I — ^for I never took the slight- 
est step towards procuring it." 

" Pardon me, you took the most effectual step, without 
knowing it, perhaps. You spoke so well in opposition, 
that you made it the interest of ministry to muzzle you ; 
and there was no way so effectual of getting at you as 
through me, I being your father-in-law, and you my 
heir. You don't see the secret concatenation of these 
things with a glance, as I do, who have been used to 
them so long. And there was no way of coming to the 
point with me without the marquisate — that was my 
sine qua non ; and you see I gained my point — ^by your 
means, chiefly, I am free to allow — though Marmaduke 
would gladly persuade me it was by his negotiating. But 
I do you justice ; I did you justice, too, in more than 
words, when I stipulated for that place for you, which, 
in fact, I knew you could not go on much longer without. 
So, my dear Vivian, all this explained to our mutual 
satisfaction, we have nothing more to do but to shake 
hands upon it and go down stairs ; for 1 have engaged 

myself and Secretary to breakfast with you, and he 

has full powers^ and is to carry back our capitulation — 
and," continued Lord Glistonbury, looking out of the 
window, " here's our friend's carriage." 

" O, my lord, it is not yet too late !" cried Vivian ; 
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* it may yet be arranged otherwise. Is there no way — 
no possibility — " 

A loud knock at the house door. 

•* I wish to Heaven, my lord ! — " 

" So do I wish to Heaven, with all my soul, that you 
would finish this nonsense, my dear Vivian, and come 




you 
nature !" 

Lord Glistonbury hurried down stairs: reluctanlly, 
and with a heavy heart and repugnant conscience, 
Vivian followed. At this instant he wished for Russell, 
to prevent what he knew would be the consequence of 
this interview. But Russell was absent — ^the keeper of 
his conscience, the supporter of his resolution, was not 
at hand. Wo to him who is not the keeper of his own 
conscience, the supporter of his own resolution ! The 
result of this political breakfast was just what every 
reader, who knows the world but half as well as Lord 
Glistonbury knew it, has probably long since anticipated. 
The capitulation of the patriots of the Glistonbury 
band, with Vivian at their head, was settled. Lord Glis- 
tonbury lost no character by this transaction, for he had 
none to lose — ^he was quite at his ease, or quite callous. 
But Vivian bartered, for a paltry accommodation of his 
pecuniary difficulties, a reputation which stood high in 
the public opinion — ^which was invaluable in his own — 
which was his last stake of happiness. He knew this 
— he felt it with all the anguish of exquisite but useless 
sensibility. 

Lord Glistonbury and his new friend. Secretary -, 

who was a man of wit as well as a politician, rallied Vi- 
vian upon his gravity, and upon his evident depression 
of spirits. 

" Really, my dear Vivian," cried Lord Glistonbury, 
" my patience is now exhausted, and I must not let you 
expose yourself here, before our friend, as a novice — 
Hey ! hey ! — ^V^y, will you never open your eyes, and 
see the world as it is J VV^hy ! what ! — Did you never 
read the fable of the dog and his master's meat 1— Well ! 
it is come to that now in England ; and he is a foolish 
dog, indeed, who, when he can't save the meat, won't 
secure his share — ^hey 1" 

His lordship and the secretary laughed in concert. 
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" Look, how Vivian preserves his solemnity !" con* 
tinued Lord Glistonbury ; " and he really looks as if he 
was surprised at us. My dear Vivian, it requires all 
my knowledge of your bonne foi to believe that you are 
in earnest, and not acting the part of a patriot of older 
times.'* 

" Oh !" cried the secretary, with a facetious air, " Mr. 
Vivian assuredly knows, as well as we do, that — 

A patriot is a flwl in ev*ry age, 

Whom all lord-chamberlaiiu allow the stage.* 

But off the stage we lay aside heroics, or how should 
we ever get on 1 — ^Did you hear, my lord," continued 
the secretary, turning to Lord Glistonbury, " that there 
is another blue riband fallen into us by the death of 
Lord G»»* t" 

" I had a great regard for poor Lord G***. Many ap- 
plications, I suppose, for the vacant riband V 

From the vacant riband they went on to talk over 
this man's pension and the other man's job ; and con- 
sidered who was to get such and such a place when 
such and such a person should resign or succeed to 
something better. Then all the miserable mysteries of 
ministeri^ craft were unveiled to Vivian's eyes. He 
had read, he had heard, he had believed, that public af- 
fairs were conducted in this manner ; but he had never 
till now actually seen it : he was really novice enough 
still to feel surprise at finding that, after all the fine pro- 
fessions made on all sides, the main, the only object of 
these politicians was to keep their own, or to get into 
the places of others. Vivian felt every moment his dis- 
gust and his melancholy increase. " And it is with these 
people I have consented to act ! And am I to be hurried 
along by this stream of corruption to infamy and ob- 
livion ! Then Russell — " 

Vivian resolved to retract the engagement he had just 
made with Lord Glistonbury and the secretary, and he 
waited only for a pause in their conversation to explain 
himself. But, before any pause occurred, more com- 
pany came in, — the secretary hurried away, saying to 
Vivian, who would have stopped him at the door, " O 
my dear sir, every thing is settled now, and you must 
be with us in the House to-uight — and you will find the 
whole business will go on as smoothly as possible, if 
gentlemen will but act together, and strengthen the 
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hands of government. I beg pardon for breaking away 
—but so many people are waiting for me — and any 
thing further we can settle when we meet in the 
House." 

Lord Glistonbury also refused to hsten to further ex- 
planations — said that all was settled, and that it was im- 
possible to make any recantations. 



CHAPTER XV. 

The hour of going to the House of Commons at length 
artived ; Lord Glistonbury saw that Vivian was so much 
out of spirits, and in such a confusion of mind, that he 
began to fear that our hero's own accoimt of himself 
was just, and that he would not be able to command 
ideas, or even words, when he was to speak in opposi- 
tion to what he called his principles and his conscience. 
" This son of mine, instead of being our great Apollo, 
will be a dead weight on our hands, unless we can 
contrive to raise his spirits." 

So, to raise his spirits. Lord Glistonbury accompanied 
him to the coffee-room of the House, and insisted upon 
his taking some refreshment before he should attempt 
to speak. His lordship fortified him with bumper after 
bumper, till at last Vivian came up to the speaking point. 
He took his seat in his new place in the House, and, 
endeavouring to brave away the sense of shame, rose 
to speak. Notwithstanding the assistance of the wine, 
and the example of Mr. Marmaduke Lidhurst, who spoke 
before him with undaunted assurance, Vivian could 
scarcely get on with a hesitating, confused, inconsistent 
speech, uttered in so low and indistinct a voice, that 
the reporters in the gallery complained that they could 
not catch tliis honourable member's meaning, or that his 
words did not reach them. Conscious of his failure, 
and still more conscious of its cause, he retired again 
to the coffee-room as soon as he had finished speaking, 
and again Lord Glistonbury pUed liim with wine, saying 
that he would find he would do very well in reply pres- 
ently. It happened that Lord Glistonbury was called 
away— Vivian remained. Mr. Wharton, with a party 
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of his'friends, entered the coffee-room. Wharton seemed 
much heated both with wine and anger — ^he was talking 
eagerly to the gentlemen with him, and he pronoimc^ 
the words, " Infamous conduct ! — Shabby ! — Paltry fel- 
low !" so loud, that all the coffee-room turned to bsten. 

Colonel S , a gentleman who was one of Wharton^s 

party, but who had a good opinion of Vivian, at this 
moment took him by the arm, and, drawing him aside, 
whispered, in confidence, that he was persuaded there 
had been some mistake in the arrangements which, 
as it was reported. Lord GUstonbury had just made 
with the ministry, for that Mr. Wharton and many of 
his lordship^s former party complained of having been 
shamefully deserted. ** And to break our word and 
honour to our party is a thing no gentleman can do. 
Wharton had a direct promise from his lordship that 
he never would come in till he should come in along with 
him. And now it is confidently said, that Lord GUs- 
tonbury has made his bargain for his own marquisate, 
and provided only for himself, his nephew, and his son- 
in-law." 

Thrown into the utmost consternation by the idea of 
this double forfeiture of honour, this breach both of 
public and private faith, Vivian, after thanking Colonel 

S for his friendly manner of communicating this 

information, and declaring that the transaction was 
totally unknown to him, begged that the colonel would 
do him the favour and the justice to be present when 
he should require an explanation from Lord Glistonbury. 

To this Colonel S consented, and they hastened m 

search of his lordship : his lordship was not to be fo&nd ; 
but Mr. Marmaduke Lidhurst was, however, in the coffee- 
room, and upon Vivian's referring to him, he could not 
deny the truth of the charge, though he used all his 
powers of circumlocution to evade giving a direct an- 
swer. The shame, the indignation, that rapidly suc- 
ceeded to each other in Vivian's countenance, sufiSiciently 

convinced Colonel S that he had no share in the 

private part of this disgraceful transaction ; and he very 
handsomely assured Vivian that he would set the matter 
in its true point of view with his friends. Marmaduke 
soon found a pretence to withdraw — some member was 
speaking in the House whom he must hear, he said, and 
away he went. 

At this moment Mr. Wharton, who was walking down 
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the room with his friends, passed by Vivian, and as he 
passed said, " That private vices are public henefitSy we 
all know; but that public vices are private benefits, 
some of us, alas ! have yet to learn. But I'd have that 
little whiffling*, most noble and puissant prince expectant, 
his majesty^s right trusty and entirely beloved cousin elect, 
know, tliat plain Bob Wharton is not a man to be duped 
ai|d deserted with impunity." 

" Who does he mean? — What does he meani" whis- 
pered some of the bystanders. " What prince is he 
talking oi% — Which of the princes 1" 

" O ! none of the princes," replied another. " You 
know most noble and puissant prince is the title of a mar- 
(}uis, and our right trusty and entirely beloved cousin, the 
style in which tne king writes to him." 

'^ But who is this marquis expectant ?" 

" Don't you know 1 — Lord Glistonbury ." 

*' But some of his lordship's friends ought to take it up, 
•urely." j 

" Hush ! — ^his son-in-law will hear you." 

" Where V 

" There— dont look !" 

Vivian was, with reason, so much exasperated by the 
treacherous duplicity of Lord Glistonbury's conduct, 
that h^ was ill mclined to undertake his lordship's de- 
fence, and determined to leave it to himself, or to his 
nephew; yet the whispers operated not a little upon 
his weakness. Wharton, who was walking with his 
set up and down the room, again came within Vivian's 
hearing, and, as he passed, exclaimed, ^^ Public vice! 
and ptiblic virtue ! precious, well-matched pair !" 

" Who is public vice, and who is public virtue .<" said 
one of Wharton's companions. 

" Don't you know V* replied Wharton : " the heir-at- 
law, and the sonrin-law.** 

On hearing this speech, Vivian, who knew that he 
was one of the persons to whom it alluded, started 
forward to demand an explanation from Wharton: but 
Colonel S— — held him back. "You are not called 
upon, by any means, to take notice of this," said Uie 
colonel: " Whurton did not address himself to you, and 
though he might mean what he said for you, yet he 
speaks under a false impression ; and, besides, he is not" 
quite sober. Leave it to me, and I. will settle it all to 
your satisfaction before to-morrow." Vivian listened 

Vol. VIIL— I 
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unwillingly and uneasily to the friendly counsel : he was 
more hurt than he had ever before felt himself by any 
of Wharton's sarcasms, because there was now in them 
a mixture of truth ; and a ttian seldom feels more irri- 
table than when he is conscious that he is partly to 
blame, and apprehensive that others will think him more 
blameable than he really is. His irritability was in- 
creased by the whispers he had heard, and the looks he 
now perceived among the bystanders: the voice, the 
opinion of numbers, the fear of what others would 
think or say, operated against his better judgment. 

"Come," said Colonel S , "let us go and see 

what they are doing in the House." 

Vivian refused to stir, saying that it would be leaving 
the field to Wharton. Wharton at this instant repassed ; 
and still running the changes, with half-intoxicated wit, 
upon the same ideas, reiterated, " Public vice ! — We all 
knew where that would end in these days — in public 
honours; but none of you would believe me, wnen I 
told you where ptiblic virtue would end— in private 
treachery !" 

"That's neat!— that's strong !— faith, tRat's home!" 
whispered some one. 

"Mr. Wharton !" cried^ Vivian, ffoing up to him, « I 
could not help hearing what you said just now — did you 
intend it for me V 

" You heard it, it seems, sir, and that is sufficient," 
replied Wharton, in an insolent tone : " as to what I 
meant, I presume it is pretty evident ; but, if you think 
it requires any explanation, I am as ready to give as 
you can be to ask it." 

" The sooner the better, then, sir," said Vivian. 
The two gentlemen walked away together, while the 
spectators exclaimed, " Very spirited indeed ! — very 
nght ! — ^very proper ! — ^Vivian could do no less than caU 
him out. But, after all, what was the quarrel about ? 
Which of them was to blame ?" 
Long before these points were settled, the challenge 

was given and accepted. Colonel S , who followed 

Vivian and Wharton, endeavoured to set things to rights, 
by explaining that Vivian had been deceived by Lord 
Glistonbury, and kept totally in the dark respecting the 
negotiation for the marquisate. But V^arton, aware 
that by taking up the matter immediately in such a spirited 
way he should do himself infinite honour with his party, 
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tod with that majority of the world who think that the 
greatest merit of a man is to stand to be shot at, was 
not at all willing to listen to these representations. 

Colonel S declared that, were he in Mr. Wharton's 

place, he should, without hesitation, make an apology 
to Mr. Vivian, and publicly acknowledge that what he 
said in the coffee-room was spoken under a false im- 
pression, which a plain statement of facts had totally 
removed ; but Wharton disdained aU t^rms of accom- 
modation ; his policy, pride, and desire of revenge, all 
conspired to produce that air of insolent determination 
to fight which, with some people, would obtain the 
glorious name of courage. &3^ this sort of courage can 
men of the most base and profligate characters often put 
themselves in a moment upon an equal footing with 
men of principle and virtue ! 

It was settled that Mr. Wharton and Vivian should 
meet, at eight o'clock the next morning, in a field near 

town. Colonel S consented to be Vivian's second. 

Russell was not yet returned — ^not expected till ten the 
next day. 

Left to his cool reflection, Vivian thought with horror 
of the misery into which the event of this duel might 
involve all with whom he was connected, and all who 
were attached to him. The affair was of course to be 
kept a secret from all at Glistonbury House, where 
Vivian was engaged to dine with a large ministerial 
party. He went home to dress, hoping to have a quar- 
ter of an hour to himself; but on entering his own dress- 
ing-room, he, to his surprise and mortification, found 
his wife seated there, waiting for him with a face of 
anxious expectation ; a case of newly-set diamonds on a 
table beside her. " I thought you were at your father's, 
my dear : are you not to be at Glistonbury House to- 
day V said Vivian. 

' " No," replied Lady Sarah. " Surely, Mr. Vivian, you 
know that my father gives a political dinner, and 1 sup- 
pose you are to be there 1" 

" O yes !" cried Vivian ; " I did not know what I was 
»aying^-I am to be there, and must dress" (looking at 
his watch), " for I have no time to spare." 

** Be that as it may, I must intrude upon your time 
for a few minutes," said Lady Sarah. 

Vivian stood impatiently attentive, while Lady Sarah 

13 
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seemed to find it difficult to begin some speech whkb 
the had prepared. 

" Women, 1 know, have nothing to do with politics,** 
the began in a constrained voice; but, suddenly quit-' 
ting her air and tone of constraint, she started up and 
exclaimed, " O my dear, dear husband ! what have you 
done ! — No, no, 1 cannot, wiU not believe it, till I hear 
it from your. OWN lips !" 

" What is the matter, my dear Lady Sarah 1 — ^You 
astoiiish and idmost alarm me T' said Vivian, endeavour- 
ing \o preserve composure of countenance. 

" I will not — Heaven forbid that I should alarm you 
as I have been alarmed !'^ said Lady Sarah, commanding 
her voice again to a tone of tranquillity. *' I ought, ana 
if I were not weak, should be convinced that there is no 
reason for alarm. There has been some mistake, no 
doubt ; and I have been to blame for listening to idle 
reports. Let me, however, state the facts. Half an 
hour ago, I was at Gray^s the jeweller's, to call for m^ 
poor mother's diamonds, which, you know, he has re* 

« Yes— Well !" 

" And while I was in the shop, a party of gentlemen 
came in, all of them unknown to me, and, of course, I was 
equally unknown to them ; for they began to speak of 
3rou in a manner in which none knowing me could ven- 
ture in my presence. They said— I cannot bear to 
repeat or to think of what they said — you cannot have 
bartered your public reputation for a marquisate for my 
father ! — You cannot have done that which is dishonour- 
able — ^you cannot have deserted your party for a paltry 
place for yourself !— You turn pale.— I wish, if it pleased 
God, that I was this moment in my grave !" 

" Heaven forbid, my dear Lady Sarah !" cried Vivian, 
forcing a smile, and endeavouring to speak in a tone of 
raillery. " Why should you wish to be in your grave,* 
because your husband has just got a good warm place ? 
Live ! live !" said he, raising her powerless hand ; " for 
consider — as I did — and this consideration was of no 
small weight with me — consider, my dear Sarah, how 
much better you will live for it'." 

" And you did consider me ! And that did weigh with 
you!— Oh, this is what I dreaded most!" cried Lady 
Sarah. — "When will you know my real character? 
When will you have confidence in your wife, sir I 
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^^lien will you know the power, the unconquered, un- 
conquerable power of her affection for you V 

Vivian, much struck by the strength of her expression 
as she uttered these words, was a moment silent in as- 
tonishment ; and then could only, in an incoherent man- 
ner, protest, that he did know — that he had always done 
Justice to her character — that he believed in her affec- 
tion — and had the greatest confidence in its power. 

" No, sir, no ! — ^Do not say that which I caimot credit ! 
—You have not confidence in the power of my affection, 
or you would never have done this thing to save me 
pain. What pain can be so great to me as the thought 
of my husbaiMl^s reputation suffering abasement 1 — Do 
you think that, in comparison with this, I, your wife,- 
couldput the loss of a service of plate, or house in 
iown, or equipage, or servants, or such baubles as 
these 1" added she, her eyes glancing upon the dia- 
monds; then, snatching them up, **Take them, take 
them !'' qned she ; '* they were my mother^s ; and if her 
spirit could look down from heaven upon us, she would 
approve my offer — ^she would command your acceptance. 
Then here on my knees I conjure you, my beloved hus- 
band, tiJie them — sell them — sell plate, furniture, house, 
equipaj|re, sell every thing, rather than your honour !" 

"It 18 sold,'* said Vivian, in a voice of despair. 

" Redeem it, redeem it at any price !" cried Lady Sa^ 
rah. " No I I will kneel here at your feet — you shall not 
raise me— -till I have obtained this promise, this justice 
to me, to yourself!" 

*' It is too late," said Vivian, writhing in agony. 

" Never too late," cried Lady Sarah. " Give up the 
place. — Never too late ! — Give up the place— write this 
moment, and all will be well ; for your honour will be 
saved, and the rest is as nothing in my eyes !" 

" High-minded woman !" cried Vivian : " why did not 
I hear you sooner ! Why did not I avail myself of your 
strength of soul !" 

" Use it now — ^hear me now — ^let us waste no time in 
word&— here is a pen and ink — write, my dearest hus- 
band ! and be yourself again." 

" You waste the energy of your mind on me," cried 
Vivian, breaking from Lmy Sarah, and striking his fore- 
head violently ; " I am not worthy of such attachment. 
It is done — it cannot be undone ; I am a weak, ruined, 
dishonoured wretch !— I tell you, it cahmot be undone V* 
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Lady Sarah rose, and stood in de^Niir. 'Rien, lookbi^ 
up to heaven, she was silent for some moments. After 
ii^ch, approaching her husband, she said, in an altered, 
calm voice, *' Since it cannot be midone, I wiU urge you 
no more. But, vrhether in glory or in shame, you are 
•ecure that your virife will abide by you." 

Vivian embraced her with a tenderness which he had 
never before felt. ** Excellent woman ! in justice to 
myself, I must tell you," cried he, *' that I was deceived 
into this situation. I can say no more !" 

At this moment a servant knocked at the door, bring- 
ing a message from Lord Ghstonbuiv, to say that tJl 
the company were assembled, and tnat dinner waited 
for Mr. Vivian. 

. *^ You are not in a fit state to go. Shall I aeod an 
apology to my father?" 

" O no ! I must go," cried Vivian, starting up, ** I 
must go, or it will be thought— or it will be suspected— 
I canH explain it to you, my dear ; but I must gon-I must 
appear to-day, and in spirits too, if possible." 

He hurried away. A servant delivered to Lady Sarah 
a number of notes and cards. The notes were notes of 
congratulation, from many of her acquaintance, upon 
the report in circulation that her father was immediately 
to be a marquis. The cards were from people who 
were to be at her assembly that night. This wais ono 
of fier niffhtsy which were usually crowded. Lady Sarah's 
first wish was to write apologies, and to say that she 
was not well enough to see company ; but recollecting 
that her husband had said, " he must appear, and in spirits, 
too, if possible," she thought that it might be more for 
their interest, and according to his wishes, that she 
should see company, and that no appearance of dejec- 
tion should be discerned in his wife. She prepared 
herself accordingly, and, with a heavy heart, walked 
through her splendid apartments, to see whether the 
decorations had been properly executed. 

In the mean time Vivian dined at Lord Glistonbury's, 
with a large ministerial party. As soon as he could after 
dinner, Vivian got away ; and Lord Glistonbury attrib- 
uted his retiring early to the awkwardness he might feel 
in the company of men whom he had, till now, so vio- 
lently opposed. This his lordship thought a foolish 
young man's feeling, which would soon wear away. 
Vivian returned home, anxious to escape from crowcb. 
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tnd to have some hours of leisure to pass alone ; but, 
the moment he entered his own house, he saw the great 
staircase lined with roses and orange-trees ; he found 
the rooms lighted up and prepared for company ; «nd 
Lady Sarah dressed, for the first time, in all her mother's 
diamonds. 

"Good heavens! — Do you see company to-night V 
cried he. 

" Yes ; for I thougl^ my dear, that you would wish 
it." 

" I wish it ! — Oh ! if you knew how I wish to be 
alone l" 

"Then, as no orife is yet come, I can still shut my 
doors, and order them to say that I am not well enough 
to see company — I am sure it is true. Shall 1 1" 

"No, my dear, it is too late," said Vivian: "I am 
afraid it is impossible for you to do that." 

" Not impossible, if you wish it." 

** Well, do as you please." 

" Which is most for your interest 1 — ^I have no other 
pleasure." 

" You are too good to me, and I fear I shall never 
have it in my power to sh6w you any gratitude — ^*' 

" But decide which is best to be done, my dear," said 
Lady Sarah. 

" Why, my dear, I believe you judged rightly— Hsee 
your friends, and make the best of it : but I can appear 
only for a moment ; I have business of consequence- 
letters — papers — ^that must be finished to-night ; and I 
must go now to my study." 

" You shall not be interrupted," said Lady Sarah : " I 
will exert myself as much as possible." 

A tremendous knock at the door. — ^Vivian passed 
through the saloon, and gained his study ; where, after 
remaining for some time in painful reflection, he was 
roused by hearing the clock strike twelve. He recolr 
lected that he had several arrangements to make in his 
a£Gurs this night ; and that it was incumbent on him to 
sign and execute a will, which had been for some time 
in his possession, with certain blanks not yet filled up. 
His wife was, by her marriage settlements, amply pro* 
vided for ; but be inserted in his will some clauses which 
he thought would add to her peculiar comfort, and took 
care to word them so that his respect and esteem should 
be known hereafter to all the world; and that, if ha 
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died, he. shotild leave her the consolation of kno^pnng^ 
that his last feelings for her were those of gratitude and 
aflection. To his mother he left all that was in his 
power to contribute to the ease of her declining years 
—often obliged to pause wliile he wrote, overcome by 
the thoughts of what her grief would be if he died. He 
left his friend Russell in remainder, to a considerable 
part of his estate ; and he was just adding the bequest 
of certain books which the^ ha0 read together in his 
better days, when the door of the study suddenly opened, 
and his mother entered. 

'^ What is all this 1" cried she : *' immersed in papers 
at such a time as this !" 

**I so hate crowded assemblies,'' said Vivian, hud- 
dling his papers together, and advancing to meet his 
mother. 

" So do I," said Lady Mary ; '* but I have been waiting 
with exemplary patience where I was stationed by Lady 
Sarah, at the card-table, every instant expecting your 
arrival, that I might have a few minutes' conversation 
with you, and inquire how matters went on at the House, 
and congratulate — " 

Before she had finished the word congrattdate, she 
stopped short ; for she had by this time a full view of 
her son's countenance : and she knew that countenance 
so well, that it was impossible to disguise it so as to 
deceive her maternal penetration. 

" My dear son !" said she, " something is going wrong : 
I conjure you, tell me what is the matter ?" Her eye 
glanced upon the parchments, and she saw that it was a 
will. Vivian forced a laugh ; and asked her if she had 
the weakness some people felt, of disliking to see a will, 
or of fancying that a man was going to die if he made 
his will. Then, to quiet her apprehensions, and to put 
a stop to her further inquiries, he threw aside his papers, 
and returned with her to the company, where he ex- 
erted himself to appear as gay as the occasion required. 
Lord Glistonbury, who had called in for a few moments, 
was now playing the great man, as well as his total want 
of dignity of mind and manners would permit ; he was 
answering in whispers questions about his marquisate, 
and sustaining with all his might his new part of the 
friend of government. Every thing conspired to strike 
Vivian with melancholy — ^yet he constrained himself so 
far, that his charming spirits delighted all who were 



vnriAif. tOl 

inlnterested in observing any bat the external signs of 
ffayety ; but his mother saw that his vivacity was forced. 
She made inquiries from all the gentlemen of her ac- 
quaintance about what had passed the preceding day 
both at thii House of Commons, and to-day at the dinner 
at Lord Glistonbury^s : but those who had been at Lord 
Ghstonbury's dinner assured her that every thing had 
been as amicable as could be ; and his ministerial friends 
said that every thing had gone on as smoothly as pos- 
sible at the Hqiise : of what had passed between Mr. 
"Wharton and Vivian in the coffee-room nohody could give 
her an account. Baffled, but not satisfied, the anxious 
mother sent to the hotel where Mr. Russell lodged, to 
inquire whether he was returned to town, and to beg to 
see him immediately. From him she thought she should 
learn the truth ; or, by his influence over her son, she 
hoped that, if there was aiw danger of a quarrel, it might 
be in time prevented. Her servant, however, brought 
word that Mr. Russell was not expected from the coun- 
\xy till ten o'clock the next morning ; but that her note 
iFOuld be given to him directly on his arrival. She ap* 
plied herself next to the study of her daughter's coun- 
tenance, while she asked two or three questions, calcu- 
lated to discover whether Lady Sarah was under any 
anxiety about Vivian. But though Lady Sars^'s coun- 
tenance exhibited not the sUghtest variation under this 
trial, yet this tranquillity was by no means decisively 
satisfactory ; because, whatever might be her internal 
agitation, she knew that Lady Sarah could maintain the 
9ame countenance. Lady Sarah, who plainly discerned 
her mother's anxious ciuriosity, thought it her duty to 
keep her husband's secrets; and, imagining that she 
knew the whole truth, was not further alarmed by these 
hints, nor did they lead her to suspect the real state of 
the case. 

Lady Mary was at length tolerably well satisfied, by 
a c(mversation with her son ; during the course of which 
she settled in her imagination that he had only been 
inserting in his will a bequest to his friend Russell ; and 
that the depression of his spirits arose from the struggle 
he had had in determining to vote against his patriotic 
ideas. She rose to depart ; and Vivian, as he conducted 
her down stairs, and put her into her carriage, could 
scarcely repress his feelings ; and he took so tender a 
leave of her, that all her apprehensions revived; buK 
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there was a cry of '^Lady — somebody^s carriage!" smd 
Lady Mary's coachman drove on immediately, without 

Siving her time for one word more. After his mother's 
eparture, Vivian, instead of returning to the company, 
went to his study, and took this opportunity ot finishing 
his will ; but as the servants were all in attendance at 
supper, he could not get anybody to witness it ; and for 
this he was obliged to wait till a veiy late hour, when 
all the company at last departed. The rattle of car- 
riages at length died away ; and when all was silence, 
just as he was about to ring for his witnesses, he heard 
Lady Sarah's step coming along the corridor towards 
the study : he went out immediately to meet her, drew 
her arm within his affectionately, and took two or three 
turns with her, up and down the empty saloon, while a 
servant was extinguishing the lights. Vivian's mind 
was so full that he could not speak ; and he was scarcely 
conscious that he had not spoken, till Lady Sarah broke 
the silence bv asking if he had finished his business. 

" No, my dear, I have more to do yet ; but you will 
oblige me if yon will go to rest — ^you must be fatigued 
—mind and body." 

" You seem fatigued almost to death," said Lady Sa- 
rah : " and cannot you finish the remainder of your 
business as well to-morrow V 

" No," replied Vivian ; " it must be finished before to- 
morrow. I am bound in duty to finish it before to-mor- 
row." 

" If it is a point of duty, I have no more to say," replied 
Lady Sarah ; " but," continued she, in a tone of proud 
humility, " but if I might so far intrude upon your con- 
fidence, as to inquire — " 

" Make no inquiries, my dear ; for I cannot answer 
any, even of yours," said Vivian. '"And let me beg of 
you to go to rest ; my mind will then be more at ease. 
I cannot command my thoughts while I am anxious about 
you ; and I am anxious — more anxious than ever I was 
m my hfe — about you this moment. You will oblige 
me if you will go to rest." 

" I CANNOT rest, but I will leave you, since you desire 
it — I have no idle curiosity — Good night !" 

" Good night ! and thank you once more, my excellent 
wife, for all your kindness." 

"There cannot be a better woman!" said Vivian to 
himself as she retired. " Why have I not loved her as 
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«he deserred to be loTed 1 If I live, I will do my utmost 
to make her happy — if I live, I will yet repair all. And 
if I die, she will have but little reason to deplore the 
loss of such a husband.'* 

Vivian now executed his will — wrote several letters 
of business — burnt letters and arranged papers — regret- 
ted that Russell, who was to be his executor, was not 
near him — made many bitter reflections on the past, 
many good resolutions for the future, in case he should 
survive ; then, overpowered with fatigue of mind, slept 
for some time, and was awakened by the clock striking 
seven. By eight o'clock he was at the place appointed — 
Mr. Wharton appeared a few minutes afterward. Their 
seconds having measured out the distance, they took 
their ground. As Vivian had given the challenge, Whar- 
ton had the first fire. He fired — ^Vivian staggered softie 
paces back, fired his pistol into the air, and fell. The 
seconds ran to his assistance, and raised him from the 
^ound. The bullet had entered his chest. He stretched 
out his hand to Mr. Wharton in token of forgiveness, 
and, as soon as he could speak, desired the seconds to 
remember that it was he gave the cMallenge, and that he 
thought he deserved to bear the blame of the (}uarrel. 
V^arton, callous as he was, seemed struck with pity 
and remorse : he asked what friends Vivian would wish 
to have apprized of his situation. A surgeon was in 
attendance. Vivian, faint from loss of blood, just pro- 
nounced Russell's name, and the name of the hotel where 
ke was to be found, adding, ^Nobody else" Wharton 
rode off, undertaking to find Mr. Russell ; and Vivian waa 
carried into a little public-house, by the orders of the 
surgeon, who thought that he could not bear the motion 
of a carriage. Wharton met Mr. Russell, who was 
coming from town. He had come to London earlier 
than he had intended, and, in consequence of Lady Mary 
Vivian's note, which he had received imlnediately on 
his arrival, had made such inquiries as convinced him 
that her apprehensions were just; and having discovered 
the place where the parties were to meet, he had hast* 
ened thither, in hopes of preventing the fatal event. 
The moment he saw Mr. Wharton he knew that he was 
too late. Without asking any other question than, ^' Is 
Vivian alive V he pressed forward. The surgeon, who 
was the next person he saw, gave him no hopes of his 
friend's recovery, but said he might last till night, or 
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linger perhaps for a day or two. Vivian had by thf s 
time recovered his senses and his speech; but when 
Russell entered the room where he lay, he was so much 
struck by the grief in his countenance that he could not 
recollect any one of the many things he had to say. 
Russell, the firm Russell was now quite overcome. 

" Yes, my dear friend," said Vivian ; " this is the end 
of all your care — of all your hopes of me ! O, my poor, 
poor mother ! What will become of her ! Where can 
we find consolation for her ! You and Selina Sidney ! 
You know how fond my mother was of her — ^how fond 
she was of my mother — till I, the cause of evil to all my 
friends, separated them. You must reunite them. You 
must repair all. This hope — this hope of your happi* 
ness, my beloved friend, will sooth my last moments ! 
H6w much happier Selina will be with you than — ^" 

Russell sobbed aloud. " Yes, yield to your feelings, 
for 1 know how strong they are," said Vivian : " you, 
tlMit have always felt more for me than I have ever felt 
for myself! But it is well for you that my Ufe ends ; 
for I have never been any thing but a torment and a 
disgrace to you ! And yet I had eood dispositions ! — 
but there is no time for regret ^)out myself; I have 
others to think of, better worth thinking of." 

Vivian called for pen, ink, and paper, had himself raised 
in his bed, and supported, while he wrote to Selina, and 
to his mother. 

" Do not stop me," cried he to Russell ; " it is the only 
act of friendship — ^the only thing I can do in this world 
now with pleasure, and let me do it." 

His notes contained nearly what he had just said to 
Russell — he put them open into his friend's hand ; then, 
good-natured to the last, Vivian took up his pen again, 
with no small difliculty, and wrote a few affectionate 
words to his wife. " She well deserves this from me," 
said he. " Bfe a friend to her, Russell — when I am gone, 
she will, I know, want consolation." After RusseU had 
assured him that he would do all he desired, Vivian said, 
" I believe there is no one else in the world who vrill 
regret ray death, except, perhaps, Lady Julia Lidhurst. 
How generous she was to forgive me ! Tell her, I re- 
membered it when I was dying ! Weakness, weakness 
of mind ! the cause of all my errors ! O Russell ! how 
well you knew me from the first ! But all is over now ! 
My experience can be of no use to me. Every thing 
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swims before my eyes. One comfort is, I have not the 
blood of a fellow-creature to answer for. My greatest 
error was making that profligate man my friend — ^he was 
my ruin. I little thought, a few years ago, that I should 
die by his hand — ^but I forgive him, as I hope to be for- 
given myself! Is the clergyman who was sent for 
come 1 My^iear Russell, this would be too severe a task 
for you. He is come ? Then let me see him." 

Vivian was left for some time to his private devo- 
tions. The clergyman afterward summoned Russell to 
return : he found his friend calmed and resigned. Vi- 
vian stretched out his hand — ^thanked him once more — 
and expired ^ 

" Oh ! worthy of a better fate !" thought Russell. — 
" With such a heart ! With such talents ! And so young ! 
With only one fault of character ! O my friend ! is it 
all over ! and all in vain !" 

Vivian's mother and widow arrived just at this mo- 
ment ; and Russell and Lord Glistonbury, who followed 
breathless, could not stop them from entering the apart- 
ment. The mother's grief bordered on distraction ; but 
it found relief in tears and cries. Lady Sarah shed no 
tear, and uttered no exclamation ; but advancing, insen- 
sible of all opposition, to the bed on which her dead 
husband lay, tried whether there was any pulse, any 
breath left ; then knelt down beside him in silent devo- 
tion. Lord Glistonbury, striking his forehead continu- 
sdly, and striding up and down the room, repeated, " I 
killed him ! I killed him ! I was the cause of his death ! 
My victim! My victim! But take her away! Tak« 
her away — I cannot. For mercy's sake, force her away, 
Mr. Russell !" 

" There is no need of force," said Lady Sarah, rising 
as her father approached; "I am going to leave my 
husband for ever." Then, turning to Mr. Russell, she 
inquired if his friend had left any message or letter for 
her — desired to see the letter — retired with it — still 
without shedding a tear — a few hours afterward was 
taken ill. and, before night, was delivered of a dead son. 

Lady Sarah survived, but has never since appeared in 
what is called the world. 

END OF VOL. VIII. 



